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VOICES OF THE NIGHT.

PRELUDE.

Pleasant it was, when woods
were greeu,

And winds were soft and low,
To lie amid some sylvan scene,

Where, the long drooping boughs
between,

Shadows dark and sunlight sheen
Alternate come and go

;

Or wlierc the denser grove receives
No sunligiit from above,

But the dark foliage interweaves
In one unbroken roof of leaves,

Underueatii whose sloping eaves
The shadows hardly move.

Beneath some patriarchal tree
I lay upon the ground;

His hoary arms uplifted he,
And all the broad leaves over me
Clapped their little hands in glee,
With one continuous sound;

—

A slumberous sound,—a sound that
brings

Tiie feelings of a dream,

—

As of innumerable wings,
As, when a l)ell no longer swings,
Faint the hollow murmur rings

O'er meadow, lake, and stream.

And dreams of that which cannot
die,

Bright visions, came to me.
As lapped in thought I used to lie.

And gaze into the siinuiicr sky.
Where the sailing clouds went by,

Like ships ujjon the sea;

Dreams that tlie soul of youth en-
gage

Ere Fancy has been quelled

;

Old legends of the monkish page,
Traditions of the saint and sage.
Tales that have the rime of age,
And chronicles of Eld.

And, loving still these quaint old
themes,

Even in the city's throng
I feel the freshness of the streams.
That, crossed by shades and sunny

gleams.
Water the green land of dreams,
The holy land of song.

Therefore, at Pentecost, wliich
brings

The Spring, clothed like a bride,
When nestling buds unfold their

wings.
And bishop's-cap have golden

rings.

Musing upon many things,
I sought the woodlands wide.

The gi'een trees whispered low and
mild;

It was a sound of joy I

They were my i)laymates when a
child.

And rocked me in their arms so
wild!

Still they looked at me and smiled.
As if i were a boy;
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And ever whispered, mild and low,
" Come, be a child once more!

"

And waved their long arms to and
fro,

And beckoned solemnly and slow

;

O, I could not choose but go
Into the woodlands hoar;

Into the blithe and breathing air.

Into tlie solemn wood,
Solemn and silent everywhere!
Nature with folded hands seemed

there.

Kneeling at her evening prayer 1

Like one in prayer I stood

Before me rose an avenue
Of tall and sombrous pines

;

Abroad their fan-like branches
grew.

And, where the sunshine darted
through,

Spread a vapor soft and blue

In long and sloping lines.

And, falling on my weary brain,

Like a fast-falling shower,
The dreams of youth came back

again

;

Low lispings of the summer rain,

Dropping on tlie ripened grain,

As once upon the flower.

Visions of childhood I Stay, O
stay!

Ye were too sweet and wild!
And distant voices seemed to say :

—

" It cannot be! They pass away

!

Other themes demand the lay

;

Thou art no more a child

!

" The land of Song within thee
lies,

Watered by living springs
;

The lids of Fancy's sleepless eyes
Are gates unto that Paradise,

Holy thoughts, like stars, arise.

Its clouds are angels' wings.

" Learn, that henceforth thy song
shall be,

Not mountains capped with
snow,

Nor forests sounding like the Sea,

Nor rivers flowing ceaselessly.

Where the woodlands bend to see

The bending heavens below.

" There is a forest where the din
Of iron branches sounds!

A mighty river roars between.
And whosoever looks therein.

Sees the heavens all black with
sin,

—

Sees not its depths, nor bounds,

"Athwart the swinging branches
cast,

Soft rays of sunshine pour;
Then comes the fearful wintry

blast

;

Our hopes, like withered leaves,

fall fast

;

I-allid lips say, ' It is past!

We can return no more !

'

" Look, then, into thine heart, and
write!

Yes, into Life's deep stream

!

All forms of sorrow and delight,

All solemn Voices of the Night,
That can soothe thee, or affright,

—

Be these henceforth thy theme."

IXoTi'ta noTVia. vv^,

viTvohoTiipa. rijiv nokv-noiViuiv ^poTO}Vy

'''Epe^oBif i9r /uioAe fi.6\e /taTaTrrepos

''Aya^e^i.voi/LOV eTTt dofjioi''

VTrb yap aKyeuiV^ vtto re trv/ULi^opa?

Euripides.

HYMN TO THE NIGHT.

''AaTzaaLTj, rpiXkiaruc.

I HEARD the trailing garments of

the Night
Sweep through her marble halls 1

I saw her sable skirts all fringed
with light

From the celestial walls I



THE REAPER AND THE FLOWERS.

I felt her presence, by its spell of

miglit,

jtoop o'er ine from above

;

The calm, majestic presence of the

Night,
As of the one I love.

I heard the sounds of sorrow and
delight,

The manifold soft chimes,
That fill the liauuted chambers of

the Night,
Like some old poet's rhymes.

Fi'om the cool cisterns of the mid-
night air

My spirit drank repose;
The fountain of perpetual peace

Ht)ws there,

—

From those deep cisterns flows.

O holy Night ! from thee I learn to

bear
What man has borne before!

Thou layest thy finger on the lips

of Care
And they complain no more.

Peace ! Peace ! Orestes - like I

breatlie this prayer!
Descend with broad- winged

flight,

Tlie welcome, the thrice-prayed

for, flic most fair,

The best-beloved Night!

A PSAL:M of LIFE.

WHAT THE HKAUT OK TUK YOUNfi
MAN SAID TO THE PSALMIST.

Tell me not, in mournful num-
bers,

" Life is but an empty dream!"
For the soul is iload that slum-

bers,

And tilings are not what they
seem.

Life is real! Life is earnest!

And the grave is not its goal

;

" Dust th(ju art, to dust returnest,"'

Was not spoken of the soul.

Not enjoyment, and not sorrow,
Is our destined end or way

;

But to act, tiiat each to-morrow
Finds us farther tiian to-day.

Art is long, and Time is fleeting.

And our liearts, tliough stout

and brave,
Still, like muflk'il drums, arc beat-

ing
Funeral marches to the grave.

In the world's broad field of battle,

In the bivouac of Life,

Be not like dumb, driven cattle !

Be a hero in tlie strife !

Trust no Future, howe'er pleasant!

Let the dead Past bury its dead!
Act,—act in tlie living Present!

Heart witliiu, and God o'erhead.

Lives of great men all remind us
We can make our lives sublime,

And, departing, leave bcliind us
Footprints on tlie sands of time ;

Footprints, tliat perhaps anotlier,

Sailing o'er life's solemn main,
A forlorn and siiipwrecked

l)rotlier.

Seeing, sliall take heart again.

Let us, tiicn, be up and (hung.
With a lieart for any fate

;

Still achieving, still jtursuing,

Learn to labor and to wait.

THE REAPER AND THE
FLOWERS.

There is a Reaper, whose name is

Death,
And, with his sickle keen.

He reaps tlic bearded grain at a
breath.

And the flowers that grow be

tweeu.
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" Shall I have nought that is

fair ? " saith he,

"Have nought but the bearded
grain ?

Though the breath of these flow-

ers is sweet to me,
I will give them all back again."

He gazed at the flowers with tear-

ful eyes,

He kissed their drooping leaves;

It was for tlie Lord of Paradise
He bound them in his sheaves.

" My Lord has need of these flow-
erets gay,"

The Reaper said, and smiled

;

" Dear tokens of the earth are they.

Where he was once a child.

" They shall all bloom in fields of
"light,

Transplanted by my care,

And saints, upon their garments
wliite,

Their sacred blossoms Avear."

And the mother gave, in tears and
pain,

The flowers she most did love

;

She knew she should find them all

again
In the fields of light above.

O, not in cruelty, not in wrath,
The Reaper came that day

;

'Twas an angel visited the green
earth.

And took the flowers away.

THE LIGHT OF STARS.

The night is come, but not too

soon

;

And sinking silently,

All silently, the little moon
Drops down behind the sky.

There is no light in earth or heaven.

Cut the cold light of stars

;

And the first watch of night is

given
To the red planet Mars.

Is it the tender star of love ?

The star of love and dreams?
O no ! from that blue tent above,
A hero's armor gleams.

And earnest thoughts witliin me
rise.

When I bcliold afar.

Suspended in the evening skies,

The shield of that red star.

star of strength ! I see thee stand
And smile upon my pain;

Thou bcckonest with thy mailed
hand.

And I am strong again.

Within my breast there is no light.

But the cold light of stars;

1 give the first watch of the night
To the red planet Mars.

The star of the unconquered will,

He rises in my breast.

Serene, and resolute, and still.

And calm, and self-possessed.

And thou, too, whosoe'er thou art,

That readest this brief psalm.
As one by one thy hopes depart,

Be resolute and calm.

O fear not in a world like this.

And thou shalt know ere long,

Know how sublime a thing it is

To suffer and be strong.

FOOTSTEPS OF ANGELS.

When the hours of Day are num-
bered.

And the voices of the Night
Wake the better soul, thai slum-

bered.

To a holy, calm delight

;
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Ere tlie evening lamps are lighted,

And, like plmutunis grim uud
tall,

Shadows from the fitful firelight

Dance upon the parlor wall

;

Then the forms of the departed
Enter at the open door;

The beloved, the true-hearted.

Come to visit me once more
;

He, the young and strong, who
clierished

Noble longings for the strife.

By the roadside fell and perished.

Weary with the march of life!

They, the holy ones and weakly,
Wlio tlie cross of suffering bore,

Folded their pale hands so meekly,
Spake with us on earth no more!

And wilii them the Being Beaute-
ous,

Who unto my youth was given.
More than all things else to love me.
And is now a saint in heaven.

With a slow and noiseless footstep,

Comes that messenger divine,

Takes the vacant chair beside me,
Lays lier gentle hand in mine.

And she sits and gazes at me
With those deep and tender eyes.

Like the .stars, so si ill and saint-

like,

Looking downward from the
skies.

Uttered not, yet comprehended,
Is the spirit's voiceless prayer,

Soft rebukes, iti blessings ended,
Bnatliiiig from her lips of air.

(), though oft depressed and lonely.

All my fears are laid aside,

If I but n;mcinbcr oidy
Sucii as these have lived and

died !

FLOWERS.

Sp.\ke full well in language quaint
and olden.

One who dwelleth by the castled
Rhine,

When he called the tlowers, so
blue and golden.

Stars that in the earth's firma
meut do shine.

Stars they are, wherein we read
our history,

As astrologers and seers of eld ;

Yet not wrapped about with awful
myster}'.

Like the burning stars, which
they beheld.

Wondrous truths, and manifold as
wondrous,

God hath written in those stars

above

;

But not less in the bright flowerets
under us

Stands the revelation of his love.

Bright and glorious is that revela-

tion,

AVritten all over this great
world of ours;

Making evident our own creation,

In these stars of earth,—these
golden flowers.

And the Poet, faitiiful and far-

seeing.

Sees, alike in stars and flowers, a
part

Of the Self same, universal being.
Which is (luobbing in his brain

and heart.

Gorgeous flowerets in the sunlight
shining,

Blo.ssoms tlaunting in the eye of

Tremulous leaves, with soft and
silver lining.

Buds that open only to decay:
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Biilliaut hopes, all woven iu gor-

geous tissues,

Flaunting gayly in the golden
light;

Large desires with most uncertain
issues,

Tender wishes, blossoming at

night!

These in flowers and men are more
than seeming;

Workings are they of the self-

same powers.
Which the Poet, in no idle dream-

ing,

Seeth in himself and in the

flowers.

Everywhere about us are they
glowing.

Some like stars, to tell us Spring
is born

;

Others, their blue eyes with tears

o'erflowiug.

Stand like Ruth amid the golden
corn

;

Not alone in Spring's armorial
bearing.

And in summer's green-embla-
zoned tield.

But in arms of brave old Autumn's
wearing.

In the center of his brazen shield
;

Not alone in meadows and green
alleys,

On the mountain-top, and by the

brink
Of sequestered pools in woodland

valleys.

Where the slaves of Nature
stoop to drink

;

Not alone in her vast dome of

glory.

Not on graves of bird and beast

alone,

But in old cathedrals, high and
hoary.

On the tombs of heroes, carved
in stone;

In the cottage of the rudest peas-
ant.

In ancestral homes, whose crum-
bling towers.

Speaking of the Past unto the
Present,

Tell us of the ancient Games of
Flowers

;

In all places, then, and iu all sea-

sons.

Flowers expand their light and
soul-like wings.

Teaching us, by most persuasive
reasons,

How akin they are to human
things.

And with childlike, credulous af-

fection

We behold their tender buds
expand

;

Emblems of our own great resur-

rection.

Emblems of the bright and bet-

ter laud.

THE BELEAGUERED CITY.

I HAVE read, in some old marvel-
ous tale

Some legend strange and vague,
That a midnight host of specters

pale

Beleaguered the walls of Prague.

Beside the Moldati's rushing
stream.

With the wan moon overhead,
There stood, as in an awful dream,

The army of the dead.

White as a sea-fog, landward
bound.

The spectral camp was seen,

And, witli a sorrowful, deep sound,

The river flowed between.

No other voice nor sound was
there,

No drum, nor sentry's pace;
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The mist- like banners clasped the

air,

As clouds witli fluuds embrace.

But, when the old cathedral bell

Proclaimed the morning prayer,

The white pavilions rose and fell

On the alariU(Ml air.

Down the broad valley fast and
far

The troubled army fled ;

Up rose the glorious morning star,

The ghastly host was dead.

I have read, in the marvelous
heart of man,

That strange and mystic scroll.

That an army of phantoms vast and
wan

Beleaguered the human soul.

Encamped beside Life's rushing
stream,

In fancy's misty liglit.

Gigantic shapes and shadows
gleam

Portentous througli the night.

Upon its midnight battle-ground

The spectral cami) is seen,

And, with a sorrowful, deep sound,

Flows the River of Life between.

No other voice, nor sound is there,

In the army of the grave;

No other challenge breaks the air.

But the ruslnng of Life's wave.

And, when the solemn and deep
cliurcii i)cll

Entreats tlie soul to pray,

Tiie midnigiit phantoms feel the

spell

The shadows sweep away.

Down the broad Vale of Tears
afar,

Tlie spectral camp is fled ;

Faith shineth as a morning star,

Our ghastly fears are dead.

MIDNIGHT MASS FOR THE
DYING YEAR.

Yes, the Year is growing old.

And his eye is pale and bleared!

Death, witii frosty hand and cold.

Plucks the old man by the beard,

Sorely,— sorely

!

The leaves are falling, falling,

Solenndy and slow ;

Caw ! caw! the n^oks are calling.

It is a sound of woe,
A sound of woe

!

Through woods and mountain
passes

The winds, like anthems, roll;

They are chanting solemn masses,

Singing; " Pray for this poor
soul,

Pray,— pray.

And the hooded clouds, like friars.

Tell their beads in drops of rain.

And palter their doleful prayers;

—

But tiieir prayers are all in vain,

All in vain!

There he stamls in the foulweather,

The foolish, fond Old Year.
Crowned with wild flowers and

with heather.

Like weak, despised Lear,

A king,—a king!

Then comes the summer-like day,

Bids the old man rejoice!

His joy! his last! O, the old man
gray,

Jjovetli that ever-soft voice,

Gentle and low.

To the crimson woods lie saith,

—

To the voice gentle and h>\v

Of th(! soft air, like a daughter's

breath,

—

" Pray do not mock me so!

]")() not laugh at me! "

And now the sweet day is dead;

Cold in his arms it lies;
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No stain from its breath is spread
Over the glassy skies,

No mist or strain

!

Then, too, the Old Year dieth,

And the forests utter a moan.
Like the voice of one who crieth

In tlie wilderness alone,
" Vex not his ghost!

"

Then comes, Avith an awful roar,

Gathering and sounding on,

The storm-wind from Labrador,

The wind Euroclydon,
The storm-wind

!

Howl! howl! and from the forest

Sweep the red leaves away

!

Would the sins that thou thus ab-
horrest,

O Soul ! could thus decay,
And be swept away!

For there shall come a mightier
blast,

There shall be a darker day

;

And the stars from heaven down-
cast,

Like red leaves be swept away !

Kyrie, eleyson

!

Christe, eleysou!

EARLIER POEMS.

[These poems were written for the most part during my college life, and all of them before

the age of nineteen. Some have found their way into schools, and seem to be successful.

Others lead a vagabond and precarious existence in the corners of newspapers : or have
changed their names and run away to seek their fortunes beyond the sea. I say, with the

Bishop of Avranches, on a similar occasion :
" I cannot be displeased to see these children

of mine, which I have neglected, and almost exposed, brought from their wanderings in

lanes and alleys, and safely lodged, iu order to go forth into the world together in a more
decorous garb."!

AN APRIL DAY.

When the warm sun, that

brings
Seed-time and harvest, has returned

again,

'Tis sweet to visit the still wood,
where springs

The first flower of the plain.

I love the season well,

When forest glades are teeming
with bright forms.

Nor dark and many -folded clouds
foretell

The coming-on of storms.

From the earth's loosened
mould

The sapling draws its sustenance,

and thrives;

Though stricken to the heart with
winter's cold,

The drooping tree revives.

The softly-warbled song
Comes from the pleasant woods,

and colored wings
Glance quick in the bright sun,

that moves along
The forest openings.

When the bright sunset fills

The silver woods with light, the
green slope throws

Its shadows in the hollows of the
hills.

And wide the upland glows.-

And, when the eve is born,
In the blue lake the sky, o'erreach-

ing far.

Is hollowed out, and the moon
dips her horn.

And twinkles many a star.

Inverted in the tide,

Stand the gray rocks, and trem-
bling shadows throw.
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And tlie fair trees look over, side

by side,

And see themselves below.

Sweet April !—many a thovight

Is wediled unto tliee, as hearts are

wed

;

Nor shall tlu-y fail, till, to its

autmiiu brought,
Life's golden fruit is shed.

AUTU^IN.

With what glory comes and goes

the year!

Tlie buds "of spring, tho^;e beauti-

ful harbingers
Of sunny skies and cloudless times,

enjoy
Life's newness, and earth's garni-

ture spread out;

And when the silver habit of the

clouds
Comes down ui)ou the autumn

sun, and with
A sober gladness the old year

takes up
His bright inheritance of golden

fruits,

A pomp and pageant fill the splen-

did scene.

There is a beautiful spiritbreath-

ing now
Its mellow richness on the clus-

tered trees.

And, from a beaker full of richest

dyes,
Pouring new glory on the autumn

woods,
And dipjjing in warm light the

pillared clouds.

Morn on ihe mountain, like a

summer bird.

Lifts up her purple wing, and in

the vales

The gentle wind, a sweet and pas-

sionate wooer.
Kisses the blushing leaf, and stirs

up life

Within the .solenui woods of ash
deep-crimsoned,

And silver beech, and maple yel-

low-leaved,
Where autunm, like a faint old

man, sits down
By the wayside a-weary. Through

the trees

The golden robin moves. The
purple finch.

That on wild cherry and red cedar
feeds,

A winter bird, comes with its

plaintive whistle.

And i)ecks by the witch-hazel,
whilst aloud

From cottage roofs the warbling
bluebird sings,

And nurrih', with oft-repeated
stroke.

Sounds from the threshing-floor
the busy flail.

O what a glory doth this world
put on

From him Avho, with a fervent
heart, goes forth

Under the bright and glorious sky,
and looks

On duties well j)crforn\ed, and
days well spent

!

For him the wind, a\', and the
}ellow leaves

Shall have a voice, and give him
eloquent teachings;

lie shall so hear the solemn hynm,
that Death

Has lifted up for all, that he shall

go
To his long resting-place without a

tear.

WOODS IN W^INTER.

Whkx winter winds are piercing
chili.

And through the hawthorn
1)1(1 \vs tile gale,

With solemn feet 1 tread the hill

That overbrows the k)nely vale.

O'er the liare upland, and away
Tlirougli Hie long reach of desert

woods.
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The embracing sunbeams chastely
play,

And gladden these deep soli-

tudes.

Where, twisted round the barren
oak.

The summer vine in beauty
clung,

A.nd summer winds the stillness

broke,
The crystal icicle is hung.

Where from their frozen urns,

mute springs
Pour out the river's gradual tide.

Shrilly the skater's iron rings,

And voices fill the woodland
side.

Alas! how changed from the fair

scene.

When birds sang out their mel-
low lay,

And winds were soft, and woods
were green.

And the song ceased not with
the day.

But still wild music is abroad.
Pale, desert woods! within your

crowd

;

And gathering winds, in hoarse
accord.

Amid the vocal reeds pipe loud.

Chill airs and wintry winds! my
ear

Has grown familiar with your
song;

I hear it in the opening year,—
I listen, and it cheers me long.

HYMN OF THE MORAVIAN
NUNS OF BETHLEHEM,

AT THE CONSECRATION OP PULASKl's
BANNER.

When the dying flame of day
Through the chancel shot its

ray,

Far the glimmering tapers shed
Faint light on the cowled head

;

And the censer burning swung.
Where, before the altar, hung
The blood-red banner, that

with prayer
Had been consecrated there.

And the nun's sweet hymn was
heard the while,

Sung low in the dim, mysterious
aisle.

"Take thy banner! May it

wave
Proudly o'er the good and

brave;
When the battle's distant wail
Breaks the sabbath of our vale,

When the clarion's music
thrills

To the hearts of these lone

hills.

When the spear in conflict

shakes.

And the strong lance shivering
breaks.

" Take thy banner! and, be-

neath
The battle-cloud's encircling

wreath.
Guard it!—till our homes are

free

!

Guard it!—God will prosper
thee!

In the dark and trying hour.

In the breaking forth of power.
In the rush of steeds and men.
His right hand will shield

thee then.

" Take thy banner! But, when
night

Closes round the ghastly fight.

If the vanquished warrior bow,
Spare him !—By our holy vow,
By our pra^'ers and many tears,

By the mercy that endears.

Spare him !—he our love hath
shared

!

Spare him!—as thou wouldst
be spared

!
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"Take thy banner!—and if e'er

Thou sliuiildst press the sol-

dier's bier,

And the muffled drum should
beat

To the tread of mournful feet,

Then this crimson tlag shall be

Martial cloak and shroud for

thee."

The warrior took that banner
proud,

And it was his martial cloak and
shroud!

SUNRISE ON THE HILLS.

I STOOD upon the hills, wlien heaveu's wide arch
Was glorious with the sun's returning march,
And woods were brightened, and .soft gales
Went fortli to kiss the sun-elad vales.

The clouds were far beneath me;— l)athed in light.

The}' gathered midway round tlie woudetl height.
And, in their fading-glor}', shone
Like hosts in battle overthrown,
As many a pinnacle, witii shifting glance,

Through tlie gray mist thrust up its shattered lance,

And rocking on the cliff was left

The dark pine blasted, bare, and cleft.

The veil of cloud was lifted, and below
Glowed the rich valley, ami the rivers flow
Was darkened b}' the forest's shade,
Or glistened in the white cascade;
AVliere upward, in tiie mellow blusli of day.
Tile noisy bittern wheeled his spiral way.

I heard the dist^ant waters dasli,

I saw the current wiiirl antl flash,

—

And richly, by tlie blue lake's silver beach.
The woods were bending witli a silent reach.

Then o'er tlie vale, witii gentle swell,

Tlie music of tiie village bell

Came sweetly to the echo-giving hills;

And the wild horn, whose voice the woodland fills,

Was ringing to the merry shout,

That faint and far the glen sent out,

Wiii'ri'. iinswcrinii' to the suddi'U shot, thin smoke.
Through llii(;k-leaved branches, from the dingle broke.

If thou art worn and hard beset

With sorrows, that tiiou wouldst forget.

If thou wouldst read a lesson, that will keep
Thy heart from faintinjr antl thy soul from sleep.

Go to the woods and hills!—No tears

Dim the sweet look that Nature wears.
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THE SPIRIT OF POETRY.

There is a quiet spirit in these woods,
That dwells wliere'er the gentle south wind blows;
Where, uuderueath the white-thorn, in the glade,
The wild flowers bloom, or, kissing the soft air,

The leaves above their sunny palms outspread.
With wliat a tender and impassioned voice
It fills the nice and delicate ear of thought.
When the fast-ushering star of morning comes
O'erriding the gray hills with golden scarf;

Or when the cowled and dusky-sandaled Eve,
In mourning weeds, from out the western gate,
Departs with silent pace! That spirit moves
In the green valley, where the silver brook.
From its full laver, pours the white cascade;
And, babbling low amid the tangled woods,
Slips down through moss-grown stones with endless

laughter.
And frequent, on the everlasting bills.

Its feet go forth, when it doth wrap itself

In all the dark embroidery of the storm.
And shouts the stern, strong wind. And here, amid
The silent majesty of these deep woods.
Its presence shall uplift thy thoughts from earth.

As to the sunshine and the pure, bright air

Their tops the green trees lift. Hence gifted bards
Have ever loved the calm and quiet shades.
For them there was an eloquent voice in all

The sylvan pomp of woods, the golden sun,
The flowers, th.e leaves, the river on its way,
Blue skies, and silver clouds, and gentle winds,

—

The swelling upland, where the sidelong sun
Aslant the wooded slope, at evening, goes,

—

Groves, through whose broken roof the sky looks in,

Mountain, and shattered cliff, and sunny vale,

The distant lake, fountains,—and mighty trees.

In many a lazy syllable, repeating
Their old poetic "legends to the wind.

And this is the sweet spirit, that doth fill

The world; and, in these wayward days of youth
My busy fancy oft embodies it.

As a bright image of the light and beauty
That dwell in nature,—of the heavenly forms
We worship in our dreams, and the soft hues
That stain the wild bird's wing, and flush the clouds
When the sun sets. AVithin her eye
The heaven of April, with its changing light,

And when it wears tlie blue of May, is hung,
And on her lip the rich, red rose. Her hair
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Is like the summer tresses of the trees,

When twilight makes tliem brown, and on Iicr cheek

Blushes the richness of an autunui sky,

AVith ever-shifting beauty. Then her breath,

It is so like the gentle air of Spring,

As, from the morning's ilewy Uowers, it comes

Full of their fragrance, that it is a joy

To liave it round us,— and her silver voice

Is tlie rich music of a summer bird,

Heard in the still night, with its passionate cadence.

But, as the summer fruit decays,

So died he in those naked days.

A dark cloak of the roebuck's

skin

Covered tl)e warrior, and within

Its heavy folds tiie weapons, made
For the liard toils of war, were

laid ;

The cuirass, woven of plaited

reeds,

And the broad belt of shells and
beads.

BURIAL OF THE MIXNISINK.

On sunny slope and beechen swell,

The shadowed light of evening
fell

;

And, where the maple's leaf was
brown.

With soft and silent lapse came
down

Tlie glory, that the wood receives,

At sunset, in its brazen leaves.

Far upward in the mellow light

Rose the blue hills. One cloud of

white.

Around a far uplifted cone,

In the warm blush of evening
shone

;

An image of the silver lakes.

By which the Indian soul awakes.

But soon a funeral hymn was
lieard

Where the soft breatii of evening
stirred

The tall, gray forest; and a band
Of stern in "heart, and strong in

hand.
Came winding down beside the

wave.
To lay tiie red chief in his grave.

They sang, that by his native

bowers
He stood, in the last moon of

flowers.

And thirty snows had not yet shed
Their glory on the warrior's head;

Before, a dark-haired virgin train

Chanted the death dirge of the

slain

;

Behind, the long procession came
Of hoary men and chiefs of fame,

With heavy hearts, and eyes of

grief.

Leading the war-horse of then'

chief.

Stripped of his proud and mar-

tial dress.

Uncurbed, unreined, and riderless.

With darling eye, and nostril

spread,

And heavy and impatient tread.

He came; and ofttliateye so proud
Asked for his rider in the crowd.

They buried the dark chief, they

freed

Beside the grave his battle steed:

And swift an arrow cleaved its

way
To his stern heart! One piercing

neigh
Arose,—and, on the dead man's

plain,

The rider grasps his steed again.
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TRANSLATIONS.

[Don Jorge ManriqHe, the author of the following poem, flourished in the bst half of
the fifteenth century. He followed the profession of arms, and died on the field of battle.
Mariana, in his History of Spain, makes honorable mention (if him, as being present at the
siege of Uck-s ; and speaks of him as "a youth of estimable qualities, wlio in this war gave
brilliant proofs of his valor, lie died young; and was thus cut off from long exercising his
great virtues, and e.vliibiting to the world the light of his genius, Miich was already know-n
to fame." He wa? mortally wounded in a skirmish- near Canavette, in the year 1479.
The name of Kodrigo IManriquc, the fatlier of the poet, Conde de Paredes and Maestrfe de

Santiago, is well known in Spanish history and song. He died in 1476 ; according to
Mariana, in the town of ITcles; but, according to the poem of his son, in Ocnua. It was his

death that called forth the poem ui>nn which rests the literary reputation of the younger
Manrique. In the language of his historian, "Don Jorge Manrique, in an elegant Ode, full

of poetic beauties, rich embellishments of genius, and high moral reflections, mourned the
death of his father as with a funeral hymn." This praise is not exaggerated. Tiie poem is a

model m its kind. Its conception is solemn and beautiful ; and, in accordance with it, the
style moves on—calm, dignified and majestic]

COPLAS DE MANRIQUE.

FROM THE SPANISH.

O LET the soul her sUimbers break,

Let thought be quickeoed, aud
awake ;

Awake to see

How soon this life is past and
gone,

And deatli comes softly stealing

on,

How silently!

Swiftly our pleasures glide awa}^
Our hearts recall the distant day
With many sighs;

The moments tliat are speeding
fast

We heed not, but the past,—the

past,

—

More highly prize.

Onward its course the present
keeps,

Onward the constant current
sweeps.

Till life is done;
And, did we judge of time aright,

The past and future in their flight

Would be as one.

Let no one fondly dream again,
That Hope aud all lier shadowy

train

Will not decay

;

Fleeting as were the dreams of old,

Remembered like a tale that's told,

Tliey pass away.

Our lives are rivers, gliding free

To that unfathomed, boundless
sea.

The silent grave

!

Thither all earthly pomp and
boast

Roll, to be swallowed up ami lost

In one dark wave.

Thither the mighty torrents stray.

Thither the brook pursues its way.
And tinkling rill.

There all are equal. Side by si(h'

The poor man and the son of pride

Lie calm and still.

I will not here invoke the throng
Of orators and sons of song,

The deathless few

;

Fiction entices and deceives,

Anil, sprinkled o'er her fragrant
Itjaves

Lies poisonous dew.
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To Oue alone my thoughts arise,

The Eternal Truth,—the Good and
Wise,

—

To Him 1 cry,

Who shared on earth our common
lot,

But the world comprehended not

llis deity.

This world is but the rugged road

Which lends us to tlie bright abode

Of peace above;
So let us choose that narrow way,
Which leads no traveller's foot

astray

From realms of love.

Our cradle is the starting-place.

In life we run the (jnward race,

And reach tiie goal

;

When, in the mansions of the blest,

Deatii leaves to its eternal rest

The weary soul.

Did we but use it as we ought.

This world would sciiool each wan-
dering thought

To its high state.

Faitli wings tlie soul beyond the

sky.

Up to that better world on high,

For which we wait.

Yes, —the glad messenger of love.

To guide us to our home above,

The Saviour came;
I5orn amid mortal cares and fears

Hi- sulTcnd in tliis vale of tears

A dcatli el' sliamt.'.

liehold of wiiat delusive worth

The bubbles we pursue ou earth,

TIk; sliajMS we ciiase.

Amid a world of treachery!

They vanish ere death sliuts the

eye
And leave nn trace.

Time steals IIkiii from us,

—

cliances strange,

Disastrous accidents, and chuuge.

That come to all;

Even in the most exalted state.

Relentless sweeps the stroke of

fate

;

The strongest fall.

Tell me,—the charms that lovers

seek
In the clear eye and blushing

clieck.

The hues that play

O'er rosy lip and brow of snow,

AVhen hoary age approaches slow,

Ah, where are they?

The cunning skill, the curious arts,

The glorious strength that youth
imparts

In life's first stage

;

These shall become a heavy weight.

When Time swings wide his out-

ward gate

To weary age.

The noble blood of Gothic name,

Heroes emblazoned high to fame.

In long array;

How, in the onward course of

time,

Tlic lanilmarks of that race sublime

Were swept away

!

Some, the degraded slaves of lust,

Prostrat(! and trampled in the dust,

Siiall ris(; no more ;

Others, by guilt and crime, main-

tain

The scutcheon, that, without a

stain,

Their fathers bore.

Wealth and the high estate of

pride,

Willi what untimely speed they

glide.

How soon depart!

Hid not tile shadowy phantoms

stay,

Tlie vassals of a mistress tljcy.

Of tickle heart.
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These gifts in Fortune's hands are

found

;

Her swift revolving wheel turns
round,

And they are gone !

No rest the inconstant goddess
knows,

But changing, and without re-

pose,

Still hurries on.

Even could the hand of avarice
save

Its gilded baubles, till the grave
Reclaimed its prey,

Let none on such poor hopes rely

;

Life, like an empty dream, flits by,

And where are they?

Earthly desires and sensual lust

Are passions springing from the
dust,

—

They fade and die

;

But, in the life beyond the tomb,
They seal the immortal spirit's

doom
Eternally

!

The pleasures and delights, which
mask

In treacherous smiles life's serious
task,

What are they, all,

But the fleet coursers of the chase,
And death an ambush in the race,

Wherein we fall ?

No foe, no dangerous pass, we heed,
Brook no delay,—but onward

speed
With loosened rein

;

And, wlien the fatal snare is near.

We strive to check our mad career.

But strive in vain.

Could we new charms to age im-
part,

And fasliion with a cunning art

The human face,

As we can clothe the soul with
light,

And make the glorious spirit

bright
With heavenly grace,

—

How busily each passing hour
Should we exert that magic power!
What ardor show.
To deck the sensual slave of sin,

Yet leave the freeborn soul within,

In weeds of woe !

Monarchs, the powerful and the
strong,

Famous in history and in song
Of olden time,

Saw, by the stern decrees of fate,

Their kingdoms lost, and desolate
Their race sublime.

Who is the champion? who the
strong ?

Pontiff and priest, and sceptred
throng '!

On these shall fall

As heavilj'^ the hand of Death,
As when it stays the shepherd's

breath
Beside his stall.

I speak not of the Trojan name.
Neither its glory nor its shame
Has met our eyes

:

Nor of Rome's great and glorious

dead.
Though we have heard so oft, and

read.

Their histories.

Little avails it now to know
Of ages passed so long ago,
Nor how they rolled

;

Our theme shall be of yesterday,
Which to oblivion sweeps away,
Like days of old.

Where is the King, Don Juan ?

Where
Each royal prince and noble heir

Of Aragon?
AVhere are the courtly gallantries ?

The deeds of love and high em-
prise,

In battle done?



COPLAS DE MANRIQUE. 21

Tourney and joust, that charmed
the eye,

And scarf, and gorgeous panoply,
And nodding plume,

—

What were they but a pageant
scene?

What but the garlands, gay and
green.

That deck the tomb?

Where are the high-born dames,
and where

Their gay attire, and jewelled hair,

And odors sweet?
Where are the gentle knights, that

came
To kneel, and breathe love's ardent

flame
Low at their feet?

Where is the song of Troubadour?
Where are the lute and gay tam-

bour
They loved of yore?

Where is the mazy dance of old.

The flowing robes, inwrought with
gold,

The dancers wore?

And he who next the sceptre

swayed,
Henr}\ whose royal court dis-

played
Such power and pride;

O, in what winning smiles ar-

rayed.

The world its various pleasures

laid

His throne beside

!

But O ! how false and full of guile

Tliat world, which wore so soft a
smile

But to betray

!

She, tlial liad been his friend be-

fore,'

Now from the fated monarch tore

Her charms away.

The countlcBs gifts,—the stately

walls,

The royal palaces, and lialls

All filled with gold

;

Plate with armorial bearings
wrought,

Chambers with ample treasures

fraught
Of wealth untold

;

The noble steeds, and harness
bright,

And gallant lord, and stalwart

knight.
In rich array,

—

Where shall we seek them now?
Alas !

Like the bright dewdrops on the

grass,

The^ passed away.

His brother, too, whose factious

zeal

Usurped the sceptre of Castile,

Unskilled to reign;

What a gay, brilliant court had be,

When all the flower of chivalry

Was in his train

!

But he was mortal ; and the breath,

That flamed from the hot forge of

Death,
Blasted liis j'ears

;

Judgment of God! that flame by
thee.

When raging fierce and fearfully,

Was quenched in tears!

Spain's haughty Constable,—the
true

And gallant jNLister, wtxom wc
knew

j\Iost loved of all.

Breathe not a whisper of his

l)ride,

—

He on tlie gloomy scafl"old died,

Ignoble fall!

The countless treasures of his care.

His luunlcts green, and cities fair.

His inigiity power,

—

What were they all but grief and
shame,

Tears and a broken heart, when
came

The parting hour ?
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His other brothers, proud and
high,

Masters, who, in prosperity.
Might rival kings;
Who made tlie bravest and the

best

The bondsmen of their high be-
hest,

Their underlings;

What was their prosperous estate,
When higli exalted and elate
With power and pride?
Wliat, but a transient gleam of

light,

A flame, which, glaring at its

height,

Grew grim and died?

So many a duke of royal name,
Marquis and count of spotless

fame,
And baron brave.
That might the sword of empire

wield,
All these, O Death, hast thou con-

cealed
In the dark grave

!

Tlieir deeds of mercy and of arms.
In peaceful days, or war's alarms.
When thou dost show,
O Death, thy stern and angry face,
One stroke' of thy all-powerful

mace
Can overthrow.

(Jnnumbered hosts, that threaten
nigh,

Pennon and standard flaunting
high.

And flags displayed

;

High battlements intrenched
around,

Bastion, and moated wall, and
mound.

And palisade.

And covered trench, secure and
deep.

All these cannot one victim keep,
Death, from thee,

When thou dost battle in thy
wrath,

And thy strong shafts pursue their
path

Unerringly.

O World
! so few the years we live,

Would that the life which thou
didst give

Were life indeed!
Alas ! thy sorrows fall so fast.

Our happiest hour is when at last
The soul is freed.

Our days are covered o'er with
grief,

And sorrows neither few nor brief
Veil all in gloom

;

Left desolate of real good.
Within this cheerless solitude
No pleasures bloom.

Thy pilgrimage begins in tears.

And ends in bitter doubts and
fears.

Or dark despair
;

Midway so many toils appear,
That he who lingers longest here
Knows most of care.

Thy goods are bought with many
a groan,

By the hot sweat of toil alone.
And weary hearts

;

Fleet-footed is the approach of
w^oe,

But with a lingering step and slow
Its form departs.

And he, the good man's shield and
shade.

To whom all hearts their homage
paid.

As Virtue's son,

—

Roderic Manrique,—he whose
name

Is written on the scroll of Fame,
Spain's champion;

His signal deeds and prowess high
Demand no pompous eulogy,

—

Ye saw his deeds

!
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Why should their praise iu verse

be suug?
The uame, that dwells ou every

tongue,

No minstrel needs.

To friends a friend ;—how kind to

all

I'lie vassals of this ancient hall

And feudal tief

!

To foes how stern a foe was he!

And to the valiant and the free

How brave a chief!

What prudence witli the old and
wise:

What grace in youthful gayeties;

In all how sage !

Benignant to the serf and slave,

He showed the base and falsely

brave

A lion's rage.

His was Octavian's prosperous

star.

The rusli of Caesar's conquering
car

At battle's call

;

His, Scipio's virtue, his, the skill

And tlie in(louulal)le will

(Jf Hannibal.

His was a Trajan's goodness,—his

A Titus' noble charities

.\n<l rigliteous laws;

'I'lic arm of Hector, and the might
(Jf Tully, to maintain tlie right

In trutii s just cause;

The clciiiciK y of Antonine,
Aurclius' coiiiitciiance divine,

Firm, gentle, still;

'i'he eloiiiicnce of Adrian,

And Theodosius" love to man,
And generous will

;

In tented fields and bloody fray,

An Alexander's vigorous sway
And stern command;
The faitli of Constautine; ay.

more,
The fervent love Camillus bore

His native land.

He left no well-filled treasury.

He heaped no piles of riches high,

Nor massive plate

;

He fought the Moors, and, in their

fall,

City and tower and castled wall

Were his estate.

Upon the hard-fought battle-

ground.
Brave steeds and gallant riders

found
A common grave

;

And there the Avarrior's hand did

gain
The rents, and the long vassal

train.

That conquest gave.

And if, of old, his halls displayed,

The honored and exalted grade

His worth had gained.

So, in tlie dark, disastrous hour,

Brothers and bondsmen of his

power
His hand sustained.

After high deeds, not left untold.

In the stern warfare, which of old

'T was his to share.

Such noble leagues lie made, that

more
And fairer regions, than before,

His guerdon were.

These are the records, half effaced,

Which, with the hand of youth, he

traced

On history's i)age;

But with fresli victories he drew
Each fading character anew
In his otil age.

By his unrivalled skill, by great

And veteran service to the state.

By worth adored,

He stood, in his Idgh dignity.

The i)roU(lcst knight of chividry,

Knigiit of the Sword.

He foinid his cities and domains
Beneatii a tyrant's galling chains

And cruel power;
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But, by fierce battle and blockade,
Soou his own banner was displaye(l

From every tower.

By the tried valor of his hand.
His monarch and his native land
Were nobly served ;

—

Let Portugal repeat the story,
And proud Castile, who shared the

glory
His arms deserved.

And when so oft, for weal or woe.
His life upon the fatal throw
Had been cast down;
When lie had served, with patriot

zeal.

Beneath the banner of Castile,
His sovereign's crown;

And done such deeds of valor
strong.

That neither history nor song
Can count them all

;

Tlien. on Ocana's castled rock,
Death at his portal came to knock.
With sudden call,

—

Saying, "Good Cavalier, prepare
To leave this world of toil and care
With joyful mien;
Let thy strong heart of steel this

day
Put on its armor for the fray,

—

The closing scene.

" Since thou has been, in battle-

strife

So prodigal of health and life,

For earthly fame.
Let virtue nerve thy heart again;
Loud on the last stern battle-plain
They call thy nanu

.

" Think not the struggle that draws
near

Too terrible for man,—nor fear
To meet the foe

;

Nor let not thy noble spirit grieve.
Its life of glorious fame to leave
On earth below.

" A life of honor and of worth
Has no eternity on earth,

—

'Tis but a name

;

And yet its glory far exceeds
That base and sensual life, which

leads
To want and shame.

" The etei-nal life, beyond the sky,
Wealth cannot purchase, nor the

Iiigh

And proud estate

;

The soul in dalliance laid,—the
spirit

Corrupt with sin,—shall not in-

herit

A joy so great.

"But the good monk, in cloistered
cell.

Shall gain it by his book and bell.

His prayers and tears

;

And the brave knight, whose arm
endures

Fierce battle, and against the Moors
His standard rears.

"And thou, brave knight, whose
hand has poured

The life-blood of the Pagan horde
O'er all the land,

In heaven shalt thou receive, at
length.

The guerdon of thine earthly
strength

And dauntless hand.

" Cheered onward by this promise
sure.

Strong in the faith entire and
pure

Thou dost profess,

Depart,—thy hope is certainty,

—

The third—the better life on high
Shalt thou possess."

"O Death, no more, no more de-

lay :

My spirit longs to flee away,
And be at rest;

The will of Heaven my will shall

be,

—

I bow to the divine decree,

To God's behest.
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"My soul is ready to depart,

Iso thought rebels, the obedient
heart

Breathes forth no sigh;

The wish on earth to linger still

Were vain, wlien 't is God's sove-

reign will

That we shall die.

" O thou, that for our sins didst

take

A human ft)rm, and humbly make
Thy home on earth

;

Thou, tliat to thy divinity

A human nature didst ally

By mortal birth,

"And in that form didst suffer

here
Torment, and agony, and fear,

So patiently

;

By thy redeeming grace alone.

And not for merits of my own,
O, pardon me !

"

As thus the d3'ing warrior prayed,
Without one gathering mist or

shade
Upon his mind

;

Encircled by his family.

Watched bj' afTect ion's gentle eye
So soft and kind ;

His soul to Ilim, who gave it, rose;

God lead it to its long repose.

Its glorious rest

!

And, tliough the warrior's sim has
set.

Its light shall linger round us yet,

Bright, radiant, blest.*

* This poem of Manrique is a preat favorite in Spain. No less than four poetic Glosses

or running commentaries, upon it have been published, no one of which, however, possesses

great poetic merit. That of the Carthusian monk, KodriKo de Valdepenas, is the best. It is

known as tlie Glosa del Cartujo. Tlierc is also a prose Commentary by Luis de Aranda.

The following stanzas of tlie poem were found in the author's pocket, after his death on
the field of battle :—

" () World ! so few tiie years we live,

Would that the life which thou dost give
Were life indeed!
Alas I thy sorrows fall so fast,

f)ur hajipiest hour is when at last

The soul is freed.

"Our days are covered o'er with grief,

And sorrows neither few nor brief

Veil ail in gloom ;

Left desolate of real good.
Within this cheerless solitude

No pleasures bloom.

" Thy pilgrimage begins in tears.

And ends in bitter doubts and fears,

Or dark despair

;

Midway so many toils anpear.
That he who lingers longest here

Knows most of care.

" Thy goods are bought with many a groan,
Hy the hot sweat ol toil alone,

And weary hearts

;

Fleet-fooled is the approach of woe,
Hut with a lingering step and slow
Its form departs."
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THE GOOD SHEPHERD.

FROM THE SPANISH OF LOPE DE VEGA.

Shepherd ! That with thine amorous, sylvan song
Hast broken the shimber wliich encompassed me,

—

That mad'st thy crook from the accursed tree,

On which thy powerful arms were stretched so long!
Lead me to mercy's ever-flowing fountains ;

For tliou my shepherd, guard, and guide shalt be ;

I will obey thy voice, and wait to see
Th}' feet all beautiful upon the mountains.
Hear, Sliepherd !—thou who for thy flock art dying,
O, wash away these scarlet sins, for thou
Rejoicest at the contrite sinner's vow.
O, wait !—to thee my weary soul is crying,

—

Wait for me !—Yet why ask it, when I see,

With feet nailed to the cross, thou 'rt waiting, still for me t

TO-MORROW.

FROM the SPANISH OF LOPE DE VEGA.

Lord, what am I, that, with unceasing care.
Thou didst seek after me,—that thou didst wait.
Wet with unliealtliy dews, before my gate, ,'

And p;iss tlie gloomy nights of winter there ?

O strange delusion !—tliat I did not greet
Tliy blest ai)proach, and O, to Heaven how lost,

If my ingratitude's unkindly frost
Has chilled the bleeding wounds upon thy feet.

How oft my guardian angel gently cried,
" Soul, from thy casement look, and thou shalt see
How lie persists to knock and wait for thee !

"

And, O ! how often to that voice of sorrow,
"To-morrow we will open," I replied,
And when the morrow came I answered still, " To-morrow."

THE NATIVE LAND.

FROM THE SPANISH OF FRANCISCO DE ALDANA.

Clear fount of light ! my native land on high.
Bright witli a glory that slmll never fade !

Mansion of truth ! without a veil or siiade,

Thy holy quiet meets the spirit s eye.
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There dwells the soul in its ethereal essence,
Gasping no longer for life's feeble breath

;

But. sentinelled in lieaven, its glorious presence
With pitying eye beholds, yet fears not, death.

Beloved country ! banished from thy shore,
A stranger in this prison-house of clay,
Tlie exiled spirit weeps and sighs for thee !

Heavenward the bright perfections I adore
Direct, and the sure promise cheers the way.
That, whither love aspires, there shall my dwelling be.

THE IMAGE OF GOD.

FROM THE SPANISH OF FRANCISCO DE ALDANA.

O Lord! that seest, from yon starry height,
Centred in one the future and the past.
Fashioned in thine own image, see how fast

The world obscures in me what once was bright

!

Eternal Sun I the warmth which thou hast given,
To cheer life's flowery April, fast decays ;

Yet, in the hoary w inter of my days,
Forever green shall be my trust in Heaven.
Celestial King ! O let thy i)resence pass
Before my spirit. an<l an image fair

Shall meet that l<Jok of men^y from on high,
As the reflected image in a glass

Doth meet the look of him who seeks it there.
And owes its being to the gazer's eye.

THE BROOK.

FROM THE SPANISH.

Laugh of the mountain I—lyre of bird and tree I

Pomp of tile meadow ! mirror of the morn !

The soul of April, unto whom are born.
The rose and jessamine, lea|)s wild in thee 1

Alliiough. wliere'er tliy devious current strays,

TIkj lap of earth witli gold and silver teems.
To me thy clear proceeding brighter seems
Than golden sanils, that charm eacii shepherd's gaze.
How without guile thy bosom, all transparent
As the pure crystal, lets the curious eye
Thy secrc^ts sran, thy smoolh. mund peiibles count I

How, without malice murmuring, glides thy current I

O sweet sim|)licity of days gone by I

Thou shun'st the haunts of man, to dwell in limiiid fount I
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THE CELESTIAL PILOT.

FROM DANTE, PURGATORIO, II.

And now, behold ! as at the approach of morning,
Tluough the gross vapors, Mars grows fiery red

Down in the west upon tlie ocean floor,

Appeared to me,—may I again behold it !—
A light along tlie sea, so swiftly coming,

Its motion by no flight of wing is equalled.

And when therefrom I had withdrawn a little

Mine eyes, that I might question my conductor,

Again I saw it brighter grown and larger.

Thereafter, on all sides of it, appeared
I knew not what of white, and underneath,
Little by little, there came forth another.

My master yet had vittered not a word.

While the first brightness into wings unfolded ;

But, when he clearly recognized the pilot.

He cried aloud :
" Quick, quick, and bow the knee 1

Beliold the Angel of God ! fold up thy hands

!

Henceforward shalt thou see sucli officers !

" See, liow he scorns all human arguments,

So that no oar he wants, nor other sail

Than his own wings, between so distant shores

!

" See, how he holds them, pointed straight to heaven,

Fanning the air with the eternal pinions.

That do not moult themselves like mortal hair !

"

And then, as nearer and more near us came
The Bird of Heaven, more glorious he appeared,

So that the eye could not sustain liis presence,

But down I cast it ; and he came to shore

With a small vessel, gliding swift and light,

So tliat the water swallowed naught thereof.

Upon the stern stood the Celestial Pilot

!

Beatitude seemed written in his face !

And more than a hundred spirits sat witliin.

" In exitu Israel de Egypt

!

"

Thus sang they all together in one voice,

With wliatso in that Psalm is after written.

Then made he sign of holy rood upon them.

Whereat all cast themselves upon the shore,

And he departed swiftly as he came.



THE TERRESTRIAL PARADISE. 29

THE TERRESTRIAL PARADISE.

FROM DANTE. PURGATORIO, XXVIII.

Longing already to search in and round
Tlie lieavenly forest, dense and livinj^-green,
Wliicli to tlie eyes tempered the new-born day

Witliouten more delay I left the bank,
Crossing tlie level country slowly, slow!}',
Over the soil, that everywhere breathed fragrance.

A gently-breathing air, that no mutation
Had in itself, smote me upon the forehead,
No heavier blow, than of a pleasant breeze,

Whereat the ti'emulous branches readily
Did all of them bow downward towardthat side
Where its first shadow casts the Holy Mountain

;

Yet not from tlieir upriglit direction bent
So that tlie little birds upon tlieir tops
Should cease the practice of their tuneful art

;

But, witii full-throated joy, the hours of prime
Singing received they in the midst of foliage
That made monotonous burden to their rhymes.

Even as from branch to branch it gathering swells
Through the pine forest on the sliore of Chiassi,
When ^'Eolus unlooses the Sirocco.

Already my slow steps had led me on
Into the ancient wood so far, tliat I

Could see no more the place where I had entered.

And lo ! my farther course cut off a river,
Whicli, toward the left hand, with its little waves,
Bent down tiie grass, that on its margin sprang.

All waters that on earth most limpid are,
Would seem to have witliin themsflves some mixture.
Compared with that, which notliing does conceal.

Although it moves on with a brown, brown current,
Under tlie sliade perpetual, that never
Ray of the sun lets in, nor of the moou.
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BEATRICE.

FROM DANTE. PURGATORIO, XXX., XXXI.

Even as the Blessed, in the new covenant.
Shall rise up quickened, each one from his grave
Wearing again the garments of the fiesh,

So, upon that celestial chariot,
A hundred rose ad vocem tanfi senis,

Ministers and messengers of life eternal.

They all were saying ; ''Benedictus qui venis,"
And scattering flowers above and round about,
" Manihus o date lilia plenis.''

I once beheld, at the approach of day,
Tlie orient sky all stained with roseate hues,
And the other heaven with light sei'ene adorned,

And the sun's face uprising, overshadowed,
So that, by temperate influence of vapors.
The eye sustained iiis aspect for long while

;

Thus in the bosom of a cloud of flowei's,

Which from those hands angelic were thrown up,
And down descended inside and withoixt,

With crown of olive o'er a snow-white veil,

Appeared a lady, under a green mantle,
Vested in colors of the living flame.

Even as the snow, among the living rafters
Upon the back of Italy, congeals.
Blown on and beaten by Sclavonian winds,

And then, dissolving, filters through itself.

Whene'er the land, that loses shadow, breathes.
Like as a taper inelts before a fii"e,

Even sucli I was, without a sigh or tear,

Before tiio song of tliose who chime forever
After the chiming of tlie eternal spheres ;

But, when I heard in those sweet melodies
Compassion for me, more than liad they said,
" O, wherefore, lady, dost thou thus consume him? "

The ice, that was about my heart congealed.
To air and water changed, and, in my anguish,
Through lips and eyes came gushing from my breast.
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Confusion and dismay, together mingled,
Forced such a feeble " Yes !

" out of my mouth,
To understand it one had need of sight.

Even as a crossbow breaks, when 't is discharged,
Too tensely drawn the bow-string and the bow,
And with less force the arrow hits the mark ;

So I gave way under this heavy burden,
Gushing forth into bitter tears and sighs,
And the voice, fainting, flagged upon its passage.

SPRING.

FROM THE FRENCH OF CHARLES D'0RLI:ANS.

XV. CENTURY.

Gentle Spring !—in sunshine clad,
Well dost thou thy power disj)lay !

For Winter maketh the light heart sad,
And thou,—thou makest tiie sad heart gay.

He sees thee, and calls to his gloomy train,
The sleet, and the snow, and the wind, and the rain;
And they shrink awa}', and tliey flee in fear.

When thy merry step draws near.

Winter giveth the fields and the trees, so old,
Their beards of icicles and snow ;

And the rain, it raineth so fast and cold,
We must cower over the embers hnv

;

And, snugly housed from the wind and weather,
Mope like birds that are changing feather.
But the storm retires, and the sky grows clear,

When thy merry step draws near.

Winter maketh the sun in the gloomy sky
Wrap him round with a mantle of cloud;

But, Heaven be praised, thy step is nigh
;

Tliou tearest away the mournful shroud,
And the earth looks bright, and Winter surly,

Wiio has t')ilt!il for nauglit both late and early.

Is banisiied afar by the new-born year.

When thy merry step draws near.

THE CHILD ASLEEP.

FROM THE FRENCH.

Sweet babe! true port rait of thy father's face,

Sli'cp on tlie bus(jni. that thy lips iiave pressed !

Sleep, littleone; an<l closely, gently j>lace

Thy drowsy eyelid on thy mother's breast.
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Upon that tender eye, my little friend,
Soft sleep shall come, tlmt cometli not to me

!

I watcli to see tliee, nourisli tliee, defend ;

—

'T is sweet to watch for thee,—alone for thee !

His arms fall down ; sleep sits upon his brow ;

His eye is closed ; he sleeps, nor dreams of harm.
Wore not liis clieek the apple's ruddy glow,
Would you not say he slept on Deatli's cold arm?

Awake, my ])oy !—I tremble with affright !

Awake, and chase this fatal thought !—Unclose
Tliine eye but for one moment on the liglit !

Even at the price of thine, give me repose !

Sweet error !—he but slept,—I breathe again ;

—

Come, gentle dreams, the hour of sleep beguile I

O ! when sliall lie, for wliom I sigh in vain.
Beside me watcli to see tliy waking smile?

THE GRAVE.

FROM THE ANGLO-PAXON.

For thee was a house built

Ere thou wast born,
For tliee was a mould meant
Ere thou of motlier camest.
But it is not made ready,
Nor its depth measured,
Nor is it seeu
How long it shall be.
Now 1 bring thee
Wliere thou slialt be ;

Now I shall measure thee.
And tiie mould afterward.

Thy house is not
Highly timbered,
Ifc is unhigli and low ;

VVlien tliou art therein,
Tlie heel-ways are low,
Tlie side-ways unhigh.
Tlie roof is built

Tliy breast full nigh.
So thou shalt in mould
Dwell full cold.

Dimly and dark.

Doorless is that house,
And dark it is witliin ;

Tliere thou art fast detained
And Death liath tlie key.

Loathsome is that earth-house,
And grim within to dwell.
There thou shalt dwell.
And worms shall divide thee.

Thus tJiou art laid.

And lea vest thy friends
;

Thou hast no friend.

Who will come to thee,
Who will ever see
How that house pleaseth thee

;

AVho will ever open
The door for thee
And descend after thee.

For soon thou art loathsome
And hateful to thee.

KING CHRISTIAN.
A NATIONAL SONG OF DEN-

MARK.
FROM THE DANISH OF JOHANNES

EVALD.

King Christian stood by the
lofty mast

In mist and smoke
;

His sword was hammering so fast,
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TlirouKh Gothic helm and brain
it past

;

Then sfuk each hostile hulk and
mast,

In mist and smoke.
"Fly!" sliouted they, "fly, he

who can !

Wlio braves of Denmark's Chris-
tian

The stroke ?
"

Nils Juel gave heed to the tem-
pest's roar,

Now is the hour

!

He hoisted his blood-red flag once
more,

And smote upon the foe full sore,

And shouted loud, througli the
tempest's roar,

" Now is the hour !

"

" Fly !
" shouted they, " for shel-
ter fly !

Of Denmark's Juel who can defy
Tlie power ?

"

North Sea ! a glimpse of Wessel
rent

Thy murky sky !

Then champions to thine arms
were sent

;

Terror and Death glared where
he went

;

From the waves was heard a wail,
that rent

Thy murky sky

!

From Denmark, thunders Torden-
skiol',

Let each to Heaven commend his
soul,

And fly !

Path of the Dane to fame and
might !

Dark-rolling wave !

Receive thy friend, who, scorn-
ing flight,

Goes to meet danger with despite,
Proudlj' as thou the tempest's

miglit,

Dark-rolling wave !

And amid pleasures and alarms.
And war and victory, be thine

arms
My grave !

*

* Nils Juel was a celebrated Danish Admiral, and Peder Wessel, a Vice-Admiral, who for
his great prowess received the popular title of Tordenskiold, or Thunder shield. In child-
hood he was a tailor's apprentice, and rose to his high rank before the age of twenty-eight,
when he was killed in a duel.

THE HAPPIEST LAND.

FRAGMENT OF A MODERN BALLAD.

FROM THE GERMAN.

TiiKRK sat one day in quiet.
By an ah-house on the Rhine,

Four hale and hearty fellows,
And drank the precious wine.

Tl le filledaiKllonl's daughter
their cups,

Around the rustic board
;

Then sjit the}' all so calm
still,

And spake uot one rude word

and

But, wlien the maid departed,
A Swabian raised liis hand.

And cried, all hot and flushed
with wine

" Long live the Swabian land !

" The greatest kingdom
earth

Cannot with that compare ;

With all t)io stout and hardy men
Aiul the nut-brown maidenH

upon

ii ere
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" Ha !
" cried a Saxon, laugh-
ing,—

And dashed his beard with
wine ;

' I had rather live in Lapland,
Than that Swabian land of

thine

!

"The goodliest land on all this

earth,
It is the Saxon land !

There have I as many maidens
As fingei's on this hand !

"

" Hold j^our tongues ! both Swa-
bian and Saxon !

"

A bold Bohemian cries ;

"If there's a heaven upon this

earth

,

In Bohemia it lies.

" Tliere the tailor blows the flute.

And the cobbler blows the horn.

And the miner blows the bugle.

Over mountain gorge and
bourn."

And then the landlord's daughter
Up to heaven raised her hand.

And said, " Ye may no more con-

tend,

—

There lies the liappiest land 1

"

THE WAVE.

FROM THE GERMAN OF TIEDGE.

" Whither, thou turbid wave ?

Wliither, with so much haste,

As if a thief wert thou ?
"

" I am the Wave of Life,

Stained with my margin's dust

;

From the struggle and the strife

Of the narrow stream I fly

To tlie Sea's immensity,
To wash from me the slime

Of the muddy banks of Time."

THE DEAD.

FROM THE GERMAN OF KLOPSTOCK.

How they so softly rest,

All, all the lioly dead.
Unto whose dwelling-place
Now doth my soul draw near I

How they so softly rest,

All in their silent graves,

Deep to corruption
Slowly down-sinking 1

And they no longer weep.
Here, where complaint is still

!

And they no longer feel.

Here, where all gladness flies 1

And, by the cypresses
Softly o'ersliadowed,
Until the Angel
Calls tiiem, they slumber I

THE BIRD AND THE SHIP.

FROM THE GERMAN OF MULLER.

" The rivers rush into the sea.

By castle and town tliey go

;

The winds beliind tliem merrily
Their noisy trumpets blow.

" The clouds are passing far and
high.

We little birds in them play ;

And everything, that can sing

and fly,

Goes with us, and far away.

"I greet thee, bonny boat!
Whither, or whence,

With thy fluttering golden
band ?

"—
" I greet thee, little bird ! To

the wide sea

I haste from the narrow land.

" Full and swollen is every sail

;

I see no longer a liill,

I have trusted all to the sounding
gale,

And it will not let me stand still.
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" And wilt thou, little bird, go
with us ?

Thou mayest stand on the
mainmast tall,

For full to sinking is my house
With merry companions all."'

—

• I need not and seek not com-
pany,

Bonny l)oat, I can sing all alone;

For the mainmast tall too heavy
am I,

Bonny boat, I have wings of

my own.

" High over the sails, high over
the mast,

Who sliall gainsay these joj's ?

When thy merry companions are
still, at last.

Thou shalt hear the sound of

mj' voice.

" Who neither may rest, nor
listen may,

God bless them every one !

I dart away, in the bright blue
day,

And the golden fields of the
sun.

" Thus do I sing my weaiy song,
Wlierever the four winds blow;

And this same song, my whole
life long,

Neitlier Poet nor Printer may
know."

WIHTHER ?

FnOM THE GERMAN OP MULIiER.

I HEARD a brooklet gushing
From its rocky fountain near,

Down into the valley rushing,
So fresh and wondrous clear.

I know not what came o'er me.
Nor who tiie counsel gave ;

But I must hasten downward,
All with my pilgiim-stave

;

Downward, and ever farther,

And ever the brook beside ;

And ever fresher murmured.
And ever clearer, the tide.

Is this the way I was going?
Whither, O brooklet, say 1

Thou hast, with thy soft mur-
mur,

IMurmured my senses away.

What do I say of a murmur ?

That can no murmur be ;

'T is the water-nymphs, that ar»
singing

Their roundelaj's under me.

Let friend, letthem sing, my
them murmur.

And wander merrily near ;

The wheels of a mill are going
In every brooklet clear.

BEWARE

!

FROM THE GERMAN.

I KNOW a maiden fair to see,

Take caje !

She can both false and friendly
be.

Beware ! Beware !

Trust her not,

She is fooling thee !

She has two eyes, so soft and
brown.

Take care !

She gives a side-glance and looks
down

Beware! Beware!
Trust her not.

She is fooling thee t

And she has hair of a golden hue,
Take care !

And what siie says, it is not true,
Bewari" ! Beware 1

Trust her not,

She is fooling thee I
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She has a bosom as white as
snow,

Take care !

She knows how much it is best to
show,

Beware ! Beware !

Trust lier not,

She is fooling thee !

She gives thee a garland woven
fair,

Take care !

It is a fool's-cap for thee to wear,
Beware I Beware !

Trust lier not.
She is fooling thee !

SONG OF THE BELL.

FROM THE GERMAN.

Bell ! tliou soundest merrily,
Wlien the bridal party
To the church doth hie !

Bell ! thou soundest solemnly,
When, on Sabbath morning,

Fields deserted lie

!

Bell ! thou soundest merrily
;

Tellest thou at evening,
Bedtime draweth nigh !

Bell ! thou soundest mournfully
Tellest thou the bitter
Parting hath gone bj^

!

Say ! how canst thou mourn ?

How canst thou rejoice ?

Thou art but metal dull !

And yet all our sorrowings.
And all our rejoicings.
Thou dost feel them all

!

God hath wonders many.
Which we cannot fathom.
Placed within thy form !

When the lieart is sinking,
Thou alone canst raise it,

Trembling in the storm !

THE CASTLE BY THE SEA.

FROM THE GERMAN OF UHLAND.

" Hast thou seen that lordly

Tliat Castle by the Sea ?

Golden and red above it

The clouds float gorgeously.

" And fain it would stoop down-
ward

To the mirrored wave below
;

And fain it would soar upward
In the evening's ci-imson glow."

" Well have I seen that castle,
That Castle by the Sea,

And the moon above it standing.
And the mist rise solemnly."

" The winds and the waves of
ocean

,

Had they a merry chime ?

Didst thou hear, from those lofty
chambers.

The harp and the minstrel's
rhyme ?

"

" The winds and the waves of
ocean,

They rested quietly,
But I heard on the gale a sound

of wail,

And tears came to mine eye."

" And sawest thou on the turrets
The King and his ro.yal bride ?

And the wave of their crimson
mantles ?

And the golden crown of pride ?

" Led they not forth, in rapture,
A beauteous maiden tliere?

Resplendent as the morning sun,
Beaming with golden hair ?

"

" Well saw I the ancient parents,
Without the crown of pride

;

They were moving slow, in weeds
of woe.

No maiden was by their side I

"
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THE BLACK KNIGHT.

FROM THE GERMAN OF UHLAND.

"T WAS Pentecost, the Feast of
Gladness,

Wlien \v(jods and fields put off all

sadness.
Tims began the King and

spake ;

'* So fiuin the halls
Of ancient Hofburg's walls,
A luxuriant Spring shall

break "

Drums and tnunpets echo loudly,
Wave the crimson banners

proudly.
From balcony the King looked

on :

In tlie play of spears.
Ft'll all tlie cavaliers.
Before the monarch's stalwart

son.

To the barrier of the fight
Rode at last a sable Knight.

'• Sir Kniglit ! your name and
scutcheon, say !

"

" Should I speak it liere.

Ye would stand agliast witli foar;

I am a Prince of mighty
sway !

When he rode into the lists.

The arcli of lieaven grew black
witli mists.

And the castle 'gan to rock.
At the first blow,
Fell the youth from saddle-bow,
Hardly rises from the shock.

Pipe and viol call the dances.
Torchlight tlirough the high

halls glances,
Waves a mighty shadow in ;

With manner bland
Uotli ask the maiden's hand,
Doth witli her the dance be-

gj'i
;

Danced in sable iron sark,
Danci'il a measure weird and

dark,

Coldly clasped her limbs
around.

From breast and hair
Down fall from her the fair
Flowerets, faded, to the ground.

To the sumptuous banquet came
Every Knight and every Dame.
"Twixtson and daughter all dis-
traught,

With mournful mind
The ancient King reclined.
Gazed at them in silent thought.

Pale the children both did look,
But the guest a beaker took

;

"Golden wine will make you
wliole !

"

The children drank.
Gave manj' a couiteous thank ;

" O that drauglit was very
cool !

"

Each the father's breast em-
braces,

Son and daughter ; and their
faces

Colorless gi'ow utterly.
Whichever Avaj'

Looks the fear-struck father
gray,

He beholds his children die.

" Woe ! the blessed children both
Takest thou in the joy of youth ;

Take me, too, the joyless
father !

"

Spake the grim Guest,
From his hollow, cavernous

breast,
" Roses in the spring I gatlier !

"

SONG OF THE SILENT LAND.

FROM THE GERMAN OP SAUS.

Into the Silent Land !

Ah ! who shall lead us thither?
Clouds in the evening sky more

darkly gather,
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And shattered wrecks He thicker

on the strand,

Wlio leads us with a gentle hand
Thither, O thither,

Into the Silent Land ?

Into the Silent Land !

To you. y^" boundless regions

Of all perfection ! Tendermorn-
ing visions

Of beauteous souls ! The Future's

pledge and baud !

Who in Life's battle firm doth
stand,

Shall bear Hope's tender blos-

soms
Into the Silent Land !

O Land ! O Land

!

For all tlie broken-hearted
The mildest herald by our fate al-

lotted,

Beckons, and witli inverted torch
doth stand

To lead us with a gentle hand
Into tlie land of the great De-

parted,

Into the Silent Land 1

L'ENVOI.

Ye voices, tliat arose,

After the Evening's close.

And whispered to my restless

heart repose

!

Go, breathe it in the ear
Of all who doubt and fear,

And say to them, "Be of

cheer !

"
good

Ye sounds, so low and calm,
That in the groves of balm
Seemed to me like an angel's

psalm !

Go, mingle yet once more
With the perpetual roar

Of the pine forest, dark and
hoar !

Tongues of the dead, not lost,

But speaking from deiitli's frost,

Like fiery tongues at Pentecost I

Glimmer, as fuP'^ral himps.
Amid the cliills P.nd d-?inps

Of the vast pl"in when^i Death
encamps.



BALLADS AND OTHER POEMS.

PREFACE.

There is one poem in this volume, in reference to which a few in-
troductory remarks may be useful. It is " The Children of tlie Lord's
Supper,"' from the Swedisii of Bisliop Tegner ; a poem which enjoys
no inconsiderable reputation in tlie North of Europe, and for its beaut}'
and simplicity merits the attention of English readers. It is an Llyl,
descriptive of scenes in a Swedish village ; and belongs to the .same
class of poems, as the " Luise " of Voss and the '' Hermann and Dor-
otliea" (if Gothe. But the Swedish Poet has been guided by a sui-er

taste tlian his German predecessors. His tone is pure and elevated
;

and he rarely, if ever, mistakes what is trivial for what is simple.
There is something patriarchal still lingering about rural life in

Sweden, which reiulers it a fit theme for .song. Almost primeval
simplicity reigns over that Nortliern land,—almost primeval solitude
and stillness. You pass out from tlie giite of the city, and, as if by
magic, the .scpue ciianges to a wild, woodland landscape. Around
you are forests of fir. Overhead hang the long, fan-like branches,
trailing with moss, and heavy with red and blue cones. Underfoot
is a carpet of yellow loaves ; and the air is warm and balmy. On a
wooden bridge you cross a little silver stream ; and anon come forth
into a pli-asant and sunny land of farms. Wooden fences divide the
adjoining fields. Across the road are gates, which are opened by
troops of children. The peasants take off their hats as you pa.ss ;

yovi sneeze, and they cry, " God bless you." The houses in the vil-

lages and smaller towns are all built of hewn timber, and for the most
|>;irt jiainted red. The fioors of the taverns are strewn with the fra-
gr.int tips of fir l)Ougiis. In many villages there are no taverns, and
the peasants take turns in receiving travellers. The thrifty house-
wife shows you into the best chamlier, the walls of wiiich are hung
round with nule jiictures from tin; Bible ; and brings you her heavy
silver sjmons,—an lieirlonni,—to dip the curdled milk from the p:ni.

You have oaten cakes baked some montlis before ; or bread witii
anise-.seed and corian<Ier in it, or jierliaps a little jiine bark.
Meanwhile the .sturdy husljand has bronglit his Jiorses from the

f)lough, and harnessed them to your carriage. Solitary travellers
come and go in unroutli oiic-liorsH chaises. Most of them h;ive ])ipes
in thfir mouths, and hanging around tln>ir necks in front. ;i leather
wallet, in whicli they cany toliacco. and tlie great bank notes of
the comitry, as large as your two hands. You meet, ai.so, groups of
Dalekarlian peasant women, travelling homeward or town-ward in

39
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pursuit of work. They walk barefoot, carrying in their liands
their shoes, winch have high heels under the hollow of the foot
and soles of birch bark,

'

Frequent, too, are the village churches, standing by the roadside,
each in its own little garden of Gethseniane. In tlie parisli register
great events are doubtless recorded. Some old king was christened
or buried in tliat church: and a little sexton, with a rusty key, shows
you the baptismal font, or the coffin. In the churchyard are a few
flowers, and much green grass; and daily the shadow of the cliurch
spire, with its long tapering finger, counts the tombs, representing
a dial-plate of human life, on which the hours and minutes are the
graves of men. The stones are flat, and large, and low, and per-
haps .sunken, like the roofs of old houses. On .some are armorial
bearings

;
on others only the initials of tlie poor tenants, with a date,

as on tiie roofs of Dutch cottages. Thev' all sleep witli tlieir head.«
to the westward. Each held a lighted taper in his hand when he
died; ami in his coffin were placed his little heart-treasures, and a
piece of money for his last journey. Babes that came lifeless into
tlie world \\ere carried in tiie arms of gray-haired old men to the
only cradle they ever slept in ; and in the shroud of the dead mother
were laid the little garments of tlie child, tliat lived and died in her
bosom. And over this scene the village pa.stor looks from his win-
dow in tlie stillness of midnight, and says in his heart, " How
quietly tliey rest, all the departed !

"

Near tlie clmrchyard gate stands a poor-box, fastened to a post by
iron bands, and secured by a padlock, with a sloping wooden roof to
keep off the rain. If it be Sunday, tlie peasants sit on the church steps
and con tlieir psalm-books. Others are coming down the road witli
their bfloved pastor, wlio talks to them of holy things from beneatli
liis broad-brimmed hat. He speaks of fields and harvests, and of
the iiarable of the sower, that went forth to sow. He leads them to
the Good Shepherd, and to the pleasant pastimes of the spirit-land.
He is their patriarch, and, like Melchizedek, both priest and king,
tliough he has no other throne than tlie church pulpit. Tlie women
carry psalm-books in their hands, wrapped in silk handkerchiefs,
and listen devoutly to the good man's words. But the young men,
like Gallio, care for none of these things. They are busy counting
tlie plaits in the kirtles of the peasant girls, their number being an
indication of the wearer's wealth. It may end in a wedding.

I will endeavor to describe a village wedding in Sweden. It shall
be in summer time, tliat there may be flowers, and in a soutlieni
province, that tlie bride may be fair. Tiie early song of tlie lark
and of chanticleer are mingling in the cle;ir morning air, and the
sun, the heavenly bridegroom with golden locks, ari.-.es in the east,
just as our earthly bridegroom witli yellow hair, arises in the sonth.
In the yard there is a .sound of voices and trampling of hoofs, and
horses are led forth and saddled. The steed tiiat is to bear the
bridegroom has a bunch of flowers ui)on his forehead, and a garland
of corn-flowers around his neck. Friemls from the neighboring
farms come riding in, their blue cloaks streaming to the wind ; and
finally the happy bridegroom, with a whip in ids iiand, and a mon-
gtrous nosegay in the breast of his black jacket, comes forth from
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his cliainber ; and tlien to horse and away, toward tlie village
where the bride already sits and waits.
Foremost rides the Spokesman, followed by some half-dozen vil-

lage musicians. Next comes tlie bridegroom between his two
groomsmen, and tlien forty or fifty friends and wedding guests, half
of them perhaps with pistols and guns in their hands. A kind of
baggage-wagon brings uj) the rear, laden witli food and drink for
these merry pilgrims. At the entrance of every village stands a
triumphal arch, adorned with flowers and ribbons and evergreens

;

and as tliey pass beneath it the wedding guests fire a salute, and the
wliole procession stops. And straight from every pocket flies a
black-jack, filled with punch or brand}-. It is passed from hand to
hand among the crowd

;
provisions are brought from the wagon,

and after eating and drinking and liurrahing, tlie procession moves
forward again, and at length draws near tiie house of the bride.
Four heralds ride forth to announce that a knight and his attend-
ants are in the neigiiboring forest, and pray for hospitalit}'. '"IIow
many are you ? " asks the biide's father. "At least tliree hundred," is

the answer ; and to this the host replies, " Yes ; were you seven
times as many, you should all be welcome ; and in token thereof re-

ceive this cup."' Whereupon eacii herald receives a can of ale; and
soon after tlie whole jovial company comes storming into tlie farm-
er's yai'd, and, riding round the May-pole, wliicli stands in the
centre, alights amid a grand salute and flourish of music.

In the hall sits tlie bride, with a crown upon her head and a tear
in her eye, like the Virgin Mary in old church paintings. She
is dressed in a red bodice and kirtle, with loose linen sleeves. There
is a gilded belt around her waist ; and around her neck strings of
goltien beads, and a golden cliain. On the crown rests a wreatli of
wild roses, and below it another of cypress. Loose over her shoul-
ders falls her flaxen hair ; and her blue innocent eyes are fixed
upon tlie ground. O thou good soul! thou hast hard hands, but a
soft heart ! Thou art poor. The very ornaments tliou wearest
are not thine. Tiiey have been hired for tliis great tlay. Yet art
tliou rich ; rich in health, rich in hope, rich in tiiy lirst, young, fervent
love. Tlie blessing of heaven be upon tliee ! So thinks tiie parish
jiriest, as he joins togetlier the hands of bride and liridogroom, say-
ing in deep solemn tones,— '* I give tiiee in marriage tliis damsel, to
be tliy wedded wife in all honor, and to share tlie half of tliy l)ed,

tliy lock and key, and every third penny wliich you two may
jiossess. or may inherit, and all the riglits which Upland's laws pro-
vide, and the holy king Erik gave."
The dinner is now served, and the bride sits between the bride-

groom and the priest. The Spokesman delivers an oration aft(M- the
aiKriont cust(jm of his fathers, lie interlanis it well with quota-
tioiis from the Bible, and invites the Saviour to be present at this
marriage feast, as he was at the marriage feast in Cana of (ialilee.

The table is not s[)aringly set f(nth. Each makes a long arm, and
tlie feast goes cheerily on. Puiudi and brandy jiass round b(>lueen
the courses, and liere and there a |>ipe is smolced. wiiilo wailing for
the iK^xt dish. They sit long at tablr ; hut, all things must have an
end, so must a Swedish dinner. Then the dance begins. It is led
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off by the bride and the priest, who perform a solemn minuet to-

getlier. Not till after midnight comes the last dance. The girls

form a ring around the bride, to keep her from the liands of the

married women, who endeavor to break through the magic circle

and seize their new sister. After long struggling they succeed
;

and the crown is taken from her head and the jewels from lier neck,

and lier bodice is unlaced, and her kirtle taken off, and like a vestal

virgin, clad all in white, she goes, but it is to her marriage cham-
ber, not to her grave ; and the wedding guests follow her with
lighted candles in their hands. And this is a village bridal.

Nor must I forget the suddenly changing seasons of the Northern
clime. There is no long and lingering spring, unfolding leaf and blos-

som one by one ;—no long and lingering autumn, pompous with
many-colored leaves and the glow of Indian summers. But winter and
summer are wonderful, and pass into each other. The quail has

hardly ceased piping in the corn, when winter from the folds of trail-

ing clouds sows broadcast over the land snow, icicles, and rattling

hail. The days wane apace. Ere long tlie sun hardly rises above the

horizon, or does not rise at all. The moon and the stars shine through

the day ; only, at noon, they are pale and wan, and in the soutliern

sky a red, fiery glow, as of sunset, burns along the horizon, and tlien

goes out. And pleasantly under the silver moon, and under the

silent, solemn stars, ring the steel shoes of the skaters on the frozen

sea, and voices, and the sound of bells.

And now the Northern Lights begin to burn, faintly at first, like

sunbeams playing in the waters of the blue sea. Then a soft crimson

glow tinges the heavens. There is a blush on the cheek of night.

The colors come and go, and change from crimson to gold, from gold

to crimson. Tlie snow is stained with rosy light. Twofold from tlie

zenitli, east and west, flames a fiery sword ; and a broad band passes

atiiwart tlie lieavens, like a summer sunset. Soft purple clouds come
sailing over tlie sky, and through their vapory folds the winking stars

shine white as silver. With such pomp as this is IMerry Christmas

ushered in, though only a single star heralded the first Christmas.

And in memory of that day the Swedish peasants dance on straw,

and the peasant girls throw" straws at the timbered roof of the hall,

and for every one that sticks in a crack shall a groomsman come to

their wedding. Merry Christmas indeed ! For pious souls there

there shall be church songs and sermons, but for Swedish peasants,

brandy and nut-brown ale in wooden bowls, and the great Yulecake
ci-owned with a cheese and garlanded with apples, and upholding a

tliree-armed candlestick over the Christmas feast. They may tell

tales, too of Jons Lundsbracka, and Lunkenfus, and the great Riddar

Finke of Fingsdaga.*
And now the glad, leafy midsummer, full of blossoms and the song

of nightingales, is come ! Saint John has taken the flowers and fes-

tival of heathen Balder ; and in every village there is a May-pole fifty

feet high, wire wreaths and roses and ribbons streaming in the wind,

and a noisy weathercock on top, to tell the village whence tlie wind
cometli anil whither it goetli. The sun does not .set until ten o'clock

at night, and the chiUlren are at play in the streets an hour later.

* Titles of Swedish popular tales.
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Tlie windows and doors are all open, and you may sit and read till

midnight witliuut a candle. O how beautiful is tlie summer night,
which is not night, but a sunless j-et unclouded day, descending upon
earth with dews and shadows, and rcfresliing coolness ! How bi-au-

tiful the lung, mild twilight, which like a silver clasp unites to-day
with yesterday ! How beautiful tlie silent hour, when Morning and
Evening thus sit together, hand in hand, beneath the starless sky of
midnight. From the church-tower in the public square the bell tolls

the hour, with a soft, musical chime, and the watchman, wliose
watch-tower is the belfry, blows a blast in his horn, for each stroke
of the hammer, and four times, to the four corners of the heavens, in
a sonorous voice he chants,

—

" Ho I watchman, ho !

Twelve is the clock I

God keep our town
From fire and brand
And hostile hand 1

Twelve is the clock 1

"

From liis swallow's nest in the belfry he can see the sun all night
long ; and farther north the priest stands at his door in the warm
midnight, and lights his pipe with a common burning glass.

I trust that these remarks will not be deemed irrelevant to the
poem, but will lead to a clearer understanding of it. The translation
is literal, perhaps to a faidt. In no instance have I done the author a
wong, by introducing into his work any supposed improvements or
ei bellisinnents of my own. I have preserved even the measure

;

tlia.; inexorable he.xameter, in which, it must be confessed, the
motions of the English Muse are not unlike those of a prisoner danc-
ing *o the music of his chains; and perhaps, as Dr. Johnson said of
the lancing dog. " the wonder is not that she should do it so well,

but that she should do it at all."

Esf ias Tegner, tlie author of this poem, was born in the parish of

By in Wiirmland. in the year 1782. In 1799 he entered the University
of Lu. rl. as a student: and in 1812 was appointed Professor of Greek
in that institution. In 1824 he became Bisliop of Wexio, which office

lie .still holds. He stands first among all the poets of Sweden, livingor
dead. .lis principal work is Frithiofs Saga ; one of the most remark-
able poems of thr age. This modern Scald has written his name in

immortal runes. Ho is the gloiy and boast of Sweden ; a jjrophet,

lionorfd 'n l.^ own >-oMntry, and adding one more to the list of great
names, that. ^do»*i 1 ei hUtory.



THE SKELETON IN ARMOR.
[The following Ballad was suggested to me while riding on the seashore nl Newport. A

year or two previous a skeleton had been dug up at Fall River, clad in broken and corroded

armor ; and the idea occurred to me of connecting it with the Kound Tower at Newport, gener-

ally known hitherto as the Old Wind-iMill, though now claimed by the Danes as a work of

their early ancestors. Professor Rafn, in the Mejuoires de la. Societe Royale des Anciqnaires

duNordior 1838-1839, says :—
" Tliere is no mistaking in tliis instance the style in which the more ancient stone edifices of

the North were constructed, tlie style wliich belongs to the Roman or Ante-Gothic architec-

ture, and which, especially after the time of Charlemagne, diffused itself from Italy ovei the

wlioie of tlie West and North of Kurope, where it continued to predominate until the close of

the 12th century ; that style, which some authors have, from one of its most striking character-

istics, called the round arch style, the same which in England is denominated Saxon and some-

times Norman architecture.
" On the ancient structure in Newport there are no ornaments remaining, which might pos-

sibly have served to guide us in assigning the probable date of its erection. That no vestige

whatever is found of the pointed arch, nor any approximation to it, is indicative of an earlier

rather than of a later period. From such characteiistics as remain, however, we can scarcely

form any other inference tlian one, in which I am persuadedthatall, who are familiar with Old-

Northern architecture, will concur, that this building was erected at a period de-

cidedly NOT LATER THA.v THE 12TH CENTURY. This remark applies, of course, to the origi-

nal building only, and not to the alterations that it subsequently received ; forlhere are several

such alterations in tlie upper part of the building which cannot be mistaken, and which were

most likely occasioned by its being adapted in modern times to various uses, for example as

the substructure of a wind-mill, and latterly as a hay magazine. To the same times may be rt

fened the windows, tlie fireplace, and the apertures made above the columns. That this build-

ing could not have been erected for a wind-mill is what an architect will easily discern."

I will not enter into a discussion of the point. It is sufficiently well established for the pur-

pose of a ballad ; though doubtless many an honest citizen of Newport, who has passed his

days within sight of the Round Tower, will be ready to exclaim with Sancho, " God bless me!
did I not warn you to have a care of wliat you were doing, for that it was nothing but a wind-

mill ; and nobody could mistake it, but one who had the like in his head."]

" Speak ! speak ! thou fearful

guest !

Who, with thy hollow breast

Still in rude armor drest,

Comest to daunt me !

Wrapt not in Eastern balms,

But with thy flesliless palms
Stretched, as if asking ahns,

Why dost thou haunt me ?

Then, from those cavernous eyes
Pale flashes seemed to rise,

As when the Northern skies

Cileam in December,
And, like tlie water's flow

Under December's snow,
Came a dull voi(;e of woe

From the lieart's chamber.

" I was a Viking old !

My deeds, though manifold,

No Skald in song has told,

No Saga taught thee

!

Take heed, that in thy verse

Thou dost the tale rehearse,

Else dread a dead man's curse ;

For this I sought thee.

" Far in the Northern Land,
By the wild Baltic's strand,

I, with my childish hand,
Tamed the gerfalcon ;

And, with my skates fast-bound,

Skimmed the half-frozen Sound,
That the poor whimpering hound

Trembled to walk on.

" Oft to his frozen lair

Tracked I the grisly bear,

While from my path the hare

Fled like a sliadow
;

44
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Oft through the forest dark
Followed the were-wolf's bark,
Until tlie soaring lark

Sang from the meadow.

" But when I older grew,
Joining a corsair's crew,
O'ertlie dark sea I flew

Witli tlie marauders.
Wild was tiie life we led ;

Many the souls tiiat sped,

Many the hearts tliat bled,

By our stern orders.

" Many a wassail bout
Wore tlie long Winter out ;

Often our midnight shout
Set tiie cocks crowing.

As we the Berserk's tale

Measiire<l in cups of ale,

Draining the oaken pail,

Filled to o'ertlowing.

" Once as I told in glee

Tales of the stormy sea,

Soft eyes did gaze on me,
Burning yet tender ;

And as the wliite stars sliine

On the dark Ncnuay pine.

On that dark lieart of mine
Fell their soft splendor.

' I wooed the blue-eyed maid,
Yielding, yet half afraid.

And in tlie forest's sliade

Our vows were plighted.

Under its loosened vest
Fluttered her little breast.

Like iMrds williin their nest
By the hawk frighted.

" Bright in her father's hall

Shields gleamed upon the wall,

Louil sang tlie minstrels all,

Clijiunting ids glory
;

Wlirii of old Ilildebrand
I asUed Ills daughter's hand,
Mute did the minstixds stand

To liiar my story.

" Whih- (h>' l>ro\vn ale he (lUalTed,

Loud t hi- n t hiM-himipioii I.iuglieil.

And as llic w iiid-giisls w aft

The sea-foam brightly,

So the loud laugh of scorn,
Out of those lips unshorn.
From the deep drinking-horn

Blew the foam lightly.

" She was a Prince's child,

I but a Viking wild.

And though she blushed and
smiled,

I was discarded !

Should not the dove so white
Follow the sea-mew's flight,

AVliy did they leave that night
Her nest unguarded ?

" Scarce had I put to sea,

Bearing the maid with me,

—

Fairest of all was she
Among the Norsemen !

—

When on the white sea-strand,

AVaving his armed hand.
Saw we old Hildebiand,

With twenty horsemen.

" Then launched they to the
blast,

Bent like a reed ench mast,
Vet we were gaining fast,

Wiien the wind failed us

;

And with a snddeu flaw

Came round the gusty Skaw,
So that our foe we saw

Laugh as he hailed us.

" And as to catch the gale

Round veered the flapping sail.

Death ! was the helmsman"s hail,

Deatli without quarter !

Mi<l-ships with iron keel

Struck we her ribs of steel ;

Down her black liulk did reel

Through the l)l;ick water 3

" As with his wings aslant.

Sails tlio flerco <-onnor;int.

Seeking some rocdcy haunt,
W^ith his prey laden,

So toward the open main,
Beating to sea again,
Tlirougli tlie wild hurricane

Bore 1 the maiden.
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" Three weeks we westward bore,
And when the storm was o'er,

Cloud-like we saw tlie shore
Stretching to leeward

;

Tliere for my lady's bower
Built I the lofty tower,
Which, to this very hour,

Stands looking seaward.

" There lived we many years
;

Time dried the maiden's tears
;

She had forgot her fears,

Slie was a mother ;

Death clotlied her mild blue eyes,
Under that tower she lies

;

Ne'er shall the sun arise

On such another 1

" Still grew my bosom then,
Still as a stagnant fen !

Hateful to me were men,
The sunlight hateful!

In the vast forest here,
dad in my warlike gear,
Fell I upon my sj^ear,

O, death was grateful I

'' Thus, seamed with many scars
Bursting these prison bars,
Up to its native stars

My soul ascended !

There from the flowing bowl
DeeiJ drinks the warrior's soul,

^koal ! to the Nortliland ! skoal /"*

—Tlius the tale ended.

* In Scandinavia tliis is tlie customary saluta'^^on when drinking a health. I have slightly
changed the orthography of the word, in order lo preserve the correct pronunciation.

THE WRECK OF -vhe HESPERUS.

It was tlie schooner Hesperus,
Tliat sailed the wintry sea ;

And tlie skipjjer had taken hi"*

little daughter,
To bear him company.

Blue were her eyes as the fairv-

flax,

Her cheeks like the dawn of
day,

And her bosom white as the haw-
tliorn buds.

That ope in the month ff
May.

The skipper he stood beside the
helm.

His pipe was in his mouth,
And he watched how the veering

flaw did blow
The smoke now West, now
South.

Then up and spake an old Sailor,

Had sailed the Spanish Main,
"I pray thee, put into yonder

port.

For I fear a hurricane.

"Last niglit the moon had a
golden ring,

And ;t.o-night no moon we
see !

"

The skipper he blew a whiff from
his pipe,

And a ."'jornful laugh laughed
he.

Colder and colder blew the wind,
A gale from the Northeast

;

The snow fell hissing in the
brine.

And the billows frothed like

yeast-

Down came tlie storm, and smote
amain

The vesr I in its strength ;

SI"? shudder d and paused, like a
frightened steed,

Thenleapedher cable's length.

' Come hither ! come hither ! my
little daughter.

And do not tremble so ;
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For I can weather the roughest
gale,

That ever wind did blow."

He wrapped her warm in his sea-

man's coat
Against the stinging blast

;

He cut a rope from a bi'oken spar,

And bound her to the mast.

"O fatlier ! I hear the church-
bells ring,

O say, what may it be ?
"

" 'T is a fog-bell on a rock-bound
coast !

"

And he steered for the open
sea.

" O father ! I hear the sound of
guns,

O say, what may it be ?
"

" Some ship in distress, that can-
not live

In such an angry sea !

"

"O fatlier! I see a gleaming
light,

O say, what may it be ?
"

But the father answered never a
word,

A frozen corpse was he.

Lashed to the helm, all stiff and
stark,

With his face turned to the
skies.

The lantern gleamed through the
gleaming snow

On his fixed and glassy eyes.

Then tlie maiden clasped her
hands and prayed

Tliat saved she might be ;

And she thought of Christ, who
stilled the wave.

On the Lake of Galilee.

And fast through the midniglit
dark and drear.

Through the whistling sleet

and snow,
Like a slieeted ghost, the vessel

swept
Toward the reef of Norman's
Woe.

And ever the fitful gusts between
A sound came from the land ;

It was the sound of the trampling
surf.

On the rocks and the hard
sea-sand.

The breakers were right beneath
lier bows,

She driftecl a dreary wreck,
And a whooping billow swept the

crew
Like icicles from her deck.

She struck where the-white and
fleecy waves

Looked soft as carded wool,
But the cruel rocks, they gored

her side

Like the horns of an angry
bull.

Her rattling shrouds, all sheathed
in ice,

AVith tlie masts went by the
board :

Like a vessel of glass, she stove
and sank.

He ! ho ! tiie breakers roared!

At daybieak, on the bleak sea-
beach,

A fisherman stood aghast.
To see the form of a maiden fair.

Lashed close to a di-ifting

mast.

The salt sea was frozen on her
lii'oast,

Thp salt tears in her e.ves :

And he saw lier hair, like tlie

brown sea-weed
On Mie billows fall and rise.

Such was tlie wreck of the Hes-
perus,

Til the midniglit and the
snow !

Christ save us all from a death
like this.

On the reef of Norman's Woe!
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THE LUCK OF EDENHALL.

FROM THE GERMAN OF UHLAND.

[Tlie tradition, upon which this ballad is founded, and the " shards of the Luck of Edenhall,"
still exist in England. The goblet is in the possession of Sir Christopher iMusgrave, Bart,
of Eden Hall, Cumberland

; and is not so entirely shattered, as the ballad leaves it.]

First rings it deep, and full, and
mild,

Like to the song of a nightingale;
Then like the roar of a torrent

wild

;

Then mutters at last like the thuu
der's fall.

The glorious Luck of Edenhall !

Of Edenhall, the youthful Lord
Bids sound the festal trumpet's

call ;

He rises at the banquet board,
And cries, 'mid the drunken rev-

ellers all,

" Now bring me the Luck of
Edenhall !

"

The butler hears the words with
pain,

The liouse's oldest seneschal,
Takes slow from its silken cloth

again
The drinking glass of crystal tall

;

They call it The Luck of Edenhall.

Then said the Lord: "This glass
to praise.

Fill with red wine from Portugal! "

The gray -beard with trembling
hand obeyed

;

A purple light shines over all,

It beams from the Luck of Eden-
hall.

Then speaks the Lord, and waves
it light,

" This glass of flashing crystal tall

Gave to my sires the Fountain-
Sprite

;

She wrote in it, If this glass doth
fall,

Farewell then, Luck of Edenhall!

" 'Twas right a goblet the Fate
should be

Of the joyous race of Edenhall!
Deep draughts drink we right will-

ingly
;

And willingly ring, with merry
call,

Kling, klang! to the Luck of Eden-
hall 1

" For its keeper takes a race of
might.

The fragile goblet of crystal tall;

It has lasted longer than is right;
Kling! klang!—with a harder blow

than all

Will I try the luck of Edenhall !

"

As the goblet ringing flies apart,
Suddenly cracks the vaulted hall

;

And through the rift, the wild
flames start;

The guests in dust are scattered
all,

With the breaking Luck of Eden-
hall.

In storms the foe, with fire and
sword

;

He in the night had scaled the
wall.

Slain by the sword lies the youth-
ful Lord,

But holds in his hand the crystal
tall,

The shattered Luck of Edenhall.

On the morrow the butler gropes
alone.

The gray-beard in the desert hall.

He seeks his Lord's burnt skeleton,

lie seeks in the dismal ruin's fall

The shards of the Luck of Eden
ball.
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" The stone wall," saitli he, " doth
fall aside,

Down must the stately columns
fall;

Glass is this earth's Luck and
Pride

;

In atoms shall fall tliis earthlj' ball

One day like the Luck of Edeuhall

!

THE ELECTED KNIGHT.

FROM THE DANISH.

[The following strange and somewhat mystical ballad is from Nyerup and Rahbek's Dcnske
I'isfr of tlie Middle Ages, it seems to refer to the first preaching of Christianity in the
North, and to the institution of Knight-lCrrantry. The three maidens I suppose to be
Faith, Hope, and Charity. The irregularities of the original have been carefully preserved
in the translation.]

Sir Oluf herideth over the plain,

Full seven miles broad and
seven miles wide,

But never, ah never, can meet
with tlie man

A tilt witli him dare ride.

He saw under the hillside

A Knight full well equipped ;

His steed was black, his helm was
barred

;

He was riding at full speed.

He wore upon his spurs
Twelve little golden birds

;

Anon he spurred liis steed with a
clang,

And there sat all the birds and
sang.

He wore upon his mail
Twelve little golden wheels

;

Anon in eddies the wild wind
blew.

And round and round the
wheels they Hew.

He wore before his breast
A lance that was poised in rest

;

And it was sharper than diamond-
stone.

It made Sir Olufs lioart to
groan.

lie wore uiK)n liis lielm,

A wreath of ruddy gold ;

And that gave him tlio JIaidens
Three,

Tlie youngest was fair to be-
hold.

Sir Oluf questioned the Knight
eftsoon

If he were come from heaven
down

;

" Art thou Christ of Heaven,"
quoth he,

"So will I yield me unto thee.'*

" I am not Clirist the Great,
Thou slialt not yield thee yet

;

I am an Unknown Knight,
Three modest Maidens have me

bedight."

" Art thou a Knight elected.

And Iiave- three Maidens thee
bedight

;

So slialt thou ride a tilt this day,
For all tlie Maidens' honor !

"

Tlie first tilt tliey together rode
They put their steeds to the

test
;

The second tilt they together
rode,

Tiiey proved theij* manhood
best.

The third tilt they together rode,
Neither of them woiUd yield :

Tilt; fourth tiltlhe)' together rode,
They both fell on the field.

Now lie tlie lords ujton tlif plain.

And tlifir blood runs unto
death ;

Now sit the Maidens in the high
towei',

The youngest sorrows till death.
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THE CHILDREN OF

THE LORD'S SUPPER.

FROM THE SWEDISH OF BISHOP TEGNER.

Pentecost, daj'^ of rejoicing, liad come. The church of the village

Gleaming stood in tlie morning's sheen. On the spire of tlie belfry,

Tipped with a vane of metal, the friendly flames of the Spring-sun
Glanced like the tongues of fire, beheld Ijy Apostles aforetime.
Clear was the heaven and blue, and May, with her cap crowned with

roses.

Stood in her holiday dress in the fields, and the wing and the
brooklet

Murmured gladness and peace, God's-peace ! with lips rosy-tinted
Whispered the race of the flowers, and merry on balancing branches
Birds were singing their carol, a jubilant hymn to the Highest.
Swept and clean was the churchyard. Adorned like a leaf-woven

arbor
Stood its old-fashioned gate ; and within upon each cross of iron
Hung was a fragrant garland, new twined by the hands of affec-

tion.

Even the dial, that stood on a hillock among the departed,
(There full a hundred years had it stood,) was embellished with

blossoms.
Like to the patriarcli hoary, the sage of his kith and tlie hamlet,
Who on his birthday is crowned by children and children's children,
So stood the ancient prophet, and mute with his pencil of iron
Marked on the tablet of stone, and measured the time and its

changes,
While all around at his feet, an eternity slumbered in quiet.

Also the church within was adorned, for this was the season
When the young, their parents' hope, and the loved-ones of heaven,
Should at the foot of the altar renew the vows of their baptism.
Therefore each nook and corner was swept and cleaned, and the dust

was
Blown from the walls and ceiling, and from the oil-painted benclies
There stood the church like a garden ; the Feast of the Leafy Pavil-

ions*
Saw we in living presentment. From noble arms on the church wall
Grew forth a cluster of leaves, and the preacher's pulpit of oak-

wood
Budded once more anew, as aforetime the rod before Aaron.
Wreathed thereon was the Bible with leaves, and the dove, washed

with silver.

Under its canopy fastened, had on it a necklace of wind-flowers.
But in front of the choir, round the altar-piece painted by Horberg,t

• The Feast of the Tabernacles ; in Swedish, Lofliydaohdgtiden, the I,eaf-huts'-high-tide.

+ The peasant-painter of Sweden. He is known chiefly by his altar-pieces in the village

churches.
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Crept a garlaml <^igantic ; and briglit-curliiig tresses of augels
Peeped, like the suii from a cloud, from out of the shadowy leaf-

work.
Likewise tlie lustre of hrass, new-polished, blinked from the ceiling.

And for lights tiiere were lilies of Pentecost set in the sockets.

Loud i-ang the bells ali'eady ; the thronging crowd was assembled
Far fiOMi valleys and hills, to list to the holy preaching.
Hark ! then roll forth at once the mighty tones from the organ,
Ilcn'er like voices from God, aloft like invisible spirits.

Like as Elias in heaven, when he cast off from him his mantle,
Even so cast otf tlie soul its garments of earth ; and with one voice
Chimed in the congregation, and sang an anthem immortal
Of the sublime W'allin. * of David's harp in the Nortldand
Tuned to the choral of Lullier ; the song on its powerful pinions
Took every living soul, and lifted it gently to heaven.
And every face tlid shine like the Holy One's face upon Tabor,
Lo ! there entered tli<Mi into the church tlie Reverend Teacher.
Father ln> liigliL and 1h» was in the ])arisii : a Christianly plainne.ss

Clothed from his head to his feet the old man of seventy winters.
Friendly was he to beholil, and glad as tlie heralding angel
Walked he among the crowds, but still a contemplative grandeur
Lay on his forehead as clear, as on moss-covered gravestone a sun-

beam.
As in liis inspiration (an evening twilight that faintly

Gleams in the human sonl, even now, from the day of creation)
Th' Artist, the friend of heaven, imagines Saint John when in

Patmos.
Gray, with his eyes n])lifted to heaven, so seemed then the old man

;

Surli was the glance of his «'ye, and .such were his tresses of silver.

All tlu! congregation arose in the ])ews tiiat were numbered.
But witli a cordial look, to the right and the left hand, the old man,
Nodding all hail and peace, disappeared in the innermost chancel.

Sim]»ly and solemnly now proceeded the Christian service,

Singing and prayer, and at last an ardent discourse from the old
man.

Many a moving word and warning, that out of the heart came.
Fell Mice the dew of the morning, like manna, on those in the desert.

Allerward. -.vhen all was finislii'd, the Toacjier reentered the chancel,
Followed therein by tiie yoinig. On the right hand the boys had their

places.

Delicate figures, with close-curling hair and cheeks rosy-blooming.
But on the left-hand of these, there stood the trenuilons lilies,

Tinged with the blushing of the morning, the dillident maidens,

—

Folding their iiands in i»ray<r, and tlnir eyes cast down on the pave-
ment.

Now came, witli (piestion and answer, the catechism. In the begin-
ning

* A distiiiguislied pulpit-or.itor and poet. lie is particularly reiiiarkablv fur the beauty and
sublimity uf his psalms.
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Answered the children with troubled and faltering A-oice, but the old

man's
Glances of kindness encouraged them soon, and the doctrines eter-

nal
Flowed, like the waters of fountains, so clear from lips unpolluted.
Whene'er the answer was closed, and as oft as they named the Re-

deemer,
Lowly louted the boys, and lowly the maidens all courtesied.
Friendly the Teacher stood, like an angel of light there among them,
And to the children explained he the holy, the highest, in few

words,
Tliorougli, yet simple and clear, for sublimity alwaj's is simple.
Both in sermon and song, a child can seize on its meaning.
Even as the green-growing bud is unfolded when Springtide ap-

proaches,
lieaf by leaf is developed, and, warmed by the radiant sunshirte,

Bluslies with purple and gold, till at last the perfected blossom
Opens its odorous chalice, and rocks with its crown in the breezes,

So was unfolded here the Christian lore of salvation.
Line by line from the soul of childhood. The fathers and mothers
Stood behind them in tears, and were glad at each well-worded an-

swer.

Now went the old man up to the altar ;—and straightway trans-
figured

(So did it seem unto me) was then the affectionate Teacher.
Like the Lord's Prophet sublime, and awful as Death and as Judg-

ment
Stood he, the God-commissioned, the soul-searcher, earthward de-

scending.
Glances, sharp as a sword, into hearts, that to him were transpar-

ent
Shot he ; his voice was deep, was low like the thunder afar off.

So on a sudden transfigured he stood tliere, he spake and he ques-
tioned,

'' This is the faith of the Fathers, the faith the Apostles delivered,

I his is moreover the faith whereunto I baptized you, while still

ye
Lay on your mothers' breasts, and nearer the portals of heaven.
Slumbering received you then tlie Holy Clmrch in its bosom

;

Wakened from sleep are ye now, and the light in its radiant splen-
dor

Rains from tiie heaven downward ;—to-day on the threshold of
childhood

Kindly she frees you again, to examine and make your election,

For she knows nought of compulsion, and only conviction desireth.

Tliis is the hour of j^our trial, the turning-point of existence.
Seed for the coming daj's ; witliout revocation departeth
Now from j-our lips the confession ; Bethink ye, before ye make

answer 1
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Think not, O think not with guile to deceive tlie questioning
Teacher.

Sharp is Ids eye to-day, and a curse ever rests upon falseliood.

Enter not witli a lie on Life's journey ; the multitude hears 3'ou,

Brothers and sisters and parents, what dear upon earth is and holy
Standeth before your sight as a witness ; tlie Judge everlasting

Looks from the sun down upon you, and angels in waiting beside
him

Grave your confession iu letters of fire. u])on tablets eternal.

Tims tlien,—believe ye in God. in the Father wlio this world created ?

Him who redeemed it, the Son, and the Spirit wliere both are
united?

"Will ye promise me here, (a holy promise !) to cherisli

God more than all things earthly, and ever}- man as a brother?
Will ye promise me here, to confirm 5'our faith by your living,

Th" heavenly faith of affection ! to hope, to forgive, and to suffer,

Be what it may 3'our condition, and walk before God in upright
ness ?

"Will ye promise me this before God and man ?"—With a clear voice
Answered the young men Yes ! and Yes ! with lips softly-breathing
Answered the maidens eke. Then dissolved from the brow of the

Teacher.
Clouds with the thunders therein, and he spake in accents more

gentle.

Soft as the evening's breath, as harps by Babj'lon's rivers.
'• Hail, then, hail to you all ! To the heirdom of heaven be ye wel-

come !

Ciiildren no more from this day, but by covenant brothers and sis-

ters !

Yet,—for what reason not children ? Of .such is the kingdom of
heaven.

Here upon earth an assemblage of children, in heaven one Father,
Ruling them all as his household,—foi-giving in tuni and chastising,

Tliat is of human life a picture, as Scripture has taught us.

Blessed are tlie pure before God 1 Upon purity and upon virtue

Resteth the Christian Faith ; she herself from on high is descended.
Strong as a man and pure as a child, is the sum of the doctrine,
Whicli the Divine One taught, and suffered and died on the cross

for.

O ! as ye wander this day from childhood's sacred asylum
Downward and ever downward, and deeper in Age's chill valley.

O I how soon will ye come.—too soon—and long to turn backward
Up to its iiilltops again, to tlie sun-illumined, where Judgment
Stood like a fatiier l)efore }'ou, and Pardon, clad like a niofher,

Gave you her hand to kiss, and the loving heart was forgiven,

Life was a play and your hands grasped after the roses of heaven!
Seventy years have I lived already ; the father eternal
Gave me gladness and care ; but the loveliest hours of existence,
Wiien I have steadfastly gazed in tiieir eyes, I have instantly known

them,
Known tiiem all again ;—they were my childhood's ac(|uaintance.

Therefore take from hencefortii, as guides in the paths of existence,
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Prayer, with her eyes raised to heaven, and Innocence, bride of
man's childhood.

Innocence, child beloved, is a guest from the world of the blessed.

Beautiful, and in her hand alii}' ; on life's roaring billows
Swings she in safety, slie heedeth them not, in the ship she is sleep-

ing.

Calmly she gazes around in the turmoil of men ; in the desert
Angels descend and minister unto her ; slie herself knovroth
Naught of her glorious attendance ; but follows faithful and humble,
Follows so long as she may her friend ; O do not reject lier,

For she cometh from God and she holdeth the keys of the heavens.

—

Prayer is Innocence' friend ; and willingly fiyeth incessant
' Twixt tlie earth and the sky, the carrier-pigeon of heaven.
Son of Eternity, fettered in Time, and an exile, the Spirit

Tugs at his chains evermore, and struggles like flames ever upward.
Still he recalls with emotion his father's manifold mansions.
Thinks of the land of his fathers, where blossomed more freshly the

flowers.

Shone a more beautiful sun, and he played with the winged angels.
Then grows the earth too narrow, too close ; and homesick for

heaven
Longs the wanderer again ; and the Spirit's longings are worship

;

Worsliip is called his most beautiful hour, and its tongue is entreaty.
Ah ! when the infinite burden of life descendeth upon us.

Crushes to earth our hope, and, undeT the earth, in the graveyard,

—

Then it is good to pray unto God ; for his sorrowing children
Turns he ne'er from his door, but he heals and helps and consoles

them.
Yet it is better to pray when all tilings are prosperous with us.

Pray in fortunate days, for life's most beautiful Fortune
Kneels down before the Eternal's tlu'one ; and, with hands interfolded,
Praises, thankful and moved, the only giver of blessings.
Or do ye know, ye children, one blessing that comes not from Heaven ?

What has mankind forsooth, the poor ! that it has not received?
Therefore, fall in the dust and pray I The seraphs adoring
Cover witli pinions six their face in the glory of him who
Hung his masonry pendant on naught, when the world he created.
Earth declareth his might, and the firmament uttereth his glory.
Races blossom and die, and stars fall downward from heaven,
Downward like withered leaves ; at the last stroke of midnight, mil-

lenniums
Lay themselves down at his feet, and he sees them, but counts them

as nothing.
Who shall stand in his presence ? The wrath of the judge is terrific.

Casting the insolent down at a glance. When he speaks in his anger
Hillocks skip like the kid, and mountains leap like the roebuck.
Yet,—wliy are ye afraid, ye children ? This awful avenger.
Ah I is a merciful God ! God's voice was not in tlie eartliquake.
Not in the fire, nor tlie storm, but it was in the wliispering breezes.
Love is the root of creation ; God's essence ; worlds without number
Lie in his bosom like children ; he made them for this purpose only.
Only to love and to be loved again, he breathed forth his spirit
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Into the slumbering dust, and upright standing, it laid its

Hand on its heart, and felt it was warm willi a flame out of heaven.
Quench, O quench not that flame ! It is tlie breath of your being.

Love is life, but hatred is deatli. Not father, nor mother
Loved you, as God has loved you ; for 'twas that you may be happy
Gave he his only Son. When he bowed down his head in the deatli-

liour

Solemnized Love its triumph ; the sacrifice then was completed.
Lo ! then was rent on a sudden the vail of the temple, dividing
E;irth and iieaven apart, and the dead from their sepulchres rising

Whispered with pallid lips and low in the ears of each other
Til' answer, but dreamed of before, to creation's enigma,—Atonement

!

Dei)ths of Love are Atonement's dei)ths, for Love is Atonement.
Tlierefore, child of mortality, love thou the merciful Fatiier

;

Wish what tlie Holy One wishes, and not from fear, but affection
;

Fear is tlie virtue of slaves ; but the heart that loveth is willing
;

Perfect was before God, and })erfect is Love, and Love only.

Lovest thou God as tliou oughtest, then lovest thou likewise thy
bretiiren ;

One is tiie sun in heaven, and one, only one, is Love also.

Bears not each liuman figure the godlike stamp on his forehead ?

Readest thou not in liis face thine origin ? Is he not sailing

Lost like tliyself on an ocean unknown, and is he not guided
By the same stars that guide thee? Why shouldst thou hate then

thy brother?
Hatetli he tiiee, forgive ! For 't is sweet to stammer one letter

Of the Eternal's language ;—on earth it is called Forgiveness !

Knowest tliou Him, wlio forgave, with tiie crown of thorns round
liis temples?

Earnestlj' prayed for his foes, for his murderers ? Say, dost thou
know I'lim ?

All ! thou confessest his name, so follow likewise his example.
Think of tliy brother no ill, but throw a veil over his failings.

Guide tlio (MTJiig aright ; for the good, the heavenly shepherd
Took the lost lanilt in his arms, and bore it back to its mother.
This is the fruit of Love, and it is by its fruits th:tt we know it.

Love is the creature's welfare, with God ; but Love among mortals
Is but an endless sifjh ! He longs, and endures, and stands waiting,
Suffers and yet rejoices, and smiles with tears on his eyelids.

Hope,—so is called upon earth, his recompense,—Hope, the befriend-
ing,

l)oes what she can, for she points evermore up to heaven, and faith-

ful

Plunges her anchor's peak in the depths of the grave, and beneath it

Paints a more beiiutifiil world, a dim, but a sweet jda}' of shadows I

Graces, i«Mter than we, have leaned on lier wavering promise.
Having naught else but Hoi)e. Then praise we our Father in

heaven,
ilim, who has given us more ; for to us has Hope been transfigured,

Groping no longer in ni^ht ; she is Faith, she is living assurance.
Faith is eidi^'htened Ilo|)e ; she is Ii^,dit, is the eye of affection,

Dreams of the longing interprets, and carves their visions in marble.
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Faith is the sun of life ; and her countenance shines like the He-
brew's,

For she has looked upon God ; the heaven on its stable foundation
Draws she with chains down to earth, and the New Jerusalem sink-

eth
Splendid with portals twelve in golden vapors descending.
There enraptured she wanders, and looks at the figure majestic.
Fears not the winged crowd, in tlie midst of them all is her home-

stead.
I Therefore love and believe ; for works will follow spontaneous
Even as day does the sun ; the Right from the Good is an off-

spring,
Love is a bodily sliape ; and Christian works are no more than
Animate Love and faitli, as flowers are the animate springtide.
Works do follow vis all unto God ; there stand and bear witness
Not what they seemed,—but what they were only. Blessed is he

who
Hears their confession secure ; they are mute upon earth until death's

hand
Opens the mouth of the silent. Ye children, does Death e'er alarm

you?
Death is the brother of Love, twin-brother is he, and is only
More austere to beliold. With a kiss upon lips that are fading
Takes he the soul and departs, and rocked in the arms of affection,
Places the ransomed child new-born, 'fore the face of its father.
Sounds of his coming already I hear,—see dimly his pinions,
Swart as the night, but with stars strewn upon them ! I fear not be-

fore him.
Death is only release, and in mercy is mute. On his bosom
Freer breathes, in its coolness, my breast ; and face to face stand-

ing
Look I on God as he is, a sun unpolluted by vapors ;

Look on the light of the ages I loved, the spirits majestic.
Nobler, better than I ; thev stand by tlie tluone all transfigured.
Vested in white, and with harps of gold, and are singing an anthem,
Writ in the climate of heaven, in the language spoken by angels.
You, in like manner, ye children beloved, he one day shall gather.
Never forgets he the weary ;—then welcome, ye "loved ones, here-

after !

Meanwhile forget not the keeping of vows, forget not tlie prom-
ise,

Wander from lioliness onward to holiness ; earth shall ye lieed
not

;

Earth is but dust and heaven is light ; I have pledged you to heaven.
God of the Universe, hear me ! thou fountain of Love everlasting.
Hark to the voice of thy servant ! I send up my prayer to thy

heaven !

Let me liereafter not miss as thy throne one spirit of all these,
Whom tliou hast given me here ! I have loved them all like a

father.
May they bear witness for me, that I tauglit them the way of sal-

vation.
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Faithful, so far as I knew of thy word ; again maj' they know me,
Fall on tiieir Teacher's breast, and before thy face niaj' I place them.
Pure as they now are, but only more tried, and exclaiming witli glad-

ness,

Father, lo ! I am here, and the children, whom thou hast given
me !

"

"Weeping he spake in these words ; and now at tlie beck of the old
man

Knee against knee they knitted a wieath round tiie altar's enclos-
ure.

Kneeling he read then the prayers of the consecration, and softly
With liim tlie children read ; at the close, with tremulous accents,
Asked tiie peace of heaven, a benediction upon them.
Now should liave ended his task for tiie day ; the following Sunday
Was for the young appointed to eat of the Lord's holy Supper.
Sudden, as struck from the clouds, stood tiie Teacher silent and laid
His hand on his forehead, and cast his looks upward ; while tiioughts

high and lioly

Flew through the midst of his soul, and his eyes glanced with wonder-
ful briglitness.

" On the next Sunday, who knows ! perhaps I shall rest in the grave-
yard !

Some one, perhaps, of yourselves, a lily broken untimely,
Bow down his head to the earth ; why delay I? the hour is accom-

plished.

Warm is the heart ;—I will so ! for to-day grows the harvest of
heaven.

Wiiat I began accomplish I now ; for what failing therein is

L the old man, will answer to God and tlie reverend father.
Say to me only, ye children, ye denizens now-come in heaven,
Are ye ready this day to eat of the bread of Atonement ?

Wliat it denotetii, that know ye full well. I have told it j'ou often.
Of tiie new covenant a symliol it is, of Atonement a token,
'Stablislied between earth and heaven. Man by his sins and trans-

gressions
Far has wandered from God, from his essence. 'Twas in the begin-

ning
Fast by tlie Tree of Knowledge he fell, and it hangs its crown o'er the
I'all to this day ; in the Tiiought is the fail ; in tlie Heart the Atone-

ment.
THfiiiite is tlie Fall, tiie Atonement infinite likewise.
S(;e I iieiiind me, as far as tiie old man remenilieis, and forward,
Far as Hope in her fligiit can reacii witli her wearied itinions.
Sin and AtoneiiKMit incessant go througli tin* lifetime of mortals.
Brouglit fortli is sin full-grown : Itut AtoniMiient sleeps in our i)osoms
Still as tiie cradled babe ; and drcanis of hciivcn jiihl of angels.
Cannot aw;ike to sensation ; is like; flie tones in the harp's strings,
Sj)irits imprisoned, tiiat wait evermore the deliverer's fingei'.

Tlierefore, ye ciiildren l)eIov('d, descended tiie I'rince of Atonement,
WoUe the sluniberer from sleep, and she stund.s now with eyes all re-

splendent,



58 LONGFELLOW'S POEMS.

Bright as the vault of the sky, and battles with Sin and o'eicomes her.
Downward to earth he came and tvanstiguied, tlience reascended,
Not from the heart in likewise, for there he still lives in tlie Spirit,
Loves and atones evermore. So long as Time is, is Atonement.
Tlierefore with reverence receive this day her visible token.
Tokens are dead if tlie tilings do not live. Tiie light everlasting
Unto the blind man is not, but is born of the eye tluit has vision.
Neitlier in bread nor in wine, but in tiie lieait "tliat is halhnved
Lietli forgiveness enshrined ; the intention alone of amendment
Fruits of the earth ennobles to heavenly tilings, and removes all
Sin and the guerdon of sin. Only Love witli liis arms wide extended
Penitence, weeping and praying ; the Will that is tried, and wjiose

gold flows
Purified forth from tlie flames ; in a word, mankind by Atonement
Breaketh Atonement's bread, and drinketli Atonement's wine-cup.
But he wlio cometh up hither, unworthy, witli hate in his bosom,
Scoffing at men and at God, is guilty of Christ's blessed body.
And the Redeemer's blood ! To himself he eateth and drinketh
Deatli and doom ! AjkI from this, preserve us, thou Heavenly Father I

Are ye ready, j^e cliildren, to eat of the bread of Atonement ?
"

Tims witli emotion lie asked, and togetlier answered the cliildren
Yes ! with deep sobs interrupted. Then read he the due supplica-

tions,

Read the Form of Communion, and in chiiued the organ and anthem
;

O ! Holy Lamb of God, wlio takest away our transgressions,
Hear us ! give us thy peace ! have mercy, have mercy upon us !

Th' old man, with trembling hand, and heavenly pearls on his eye-
lids.

Filled now the chalice and paten, and dealt round the mystical
sj^mbols.

O ! then seemed it to me as if God, with the broad eye of mid-day,
Clearer looked in at the windows, and all the trees in the churchyard
Bowed down their summits of green, and tlie grass on tiie graves

'gan to shiver.

But in tlie children, (I noted it well ; I knew it) there ran a
Tremor of holy rapture along through their icy cold members.
Decked like an altar before them, there stood the green earth, and

above it

Heaven opened itself, as of old, before Stephen ; they saw there
Radiant in glory the Father, and on iiis right hand the Redeemer.
Under them Jiear they the clang of harpstrings, and angels from gold

clouds
Beckon to them like brothers, and fan with their pinions of purple.

Closed was the Teacher's task, and with heaven in their hearts and
their faces.

Up rose the children all, and eacli bowed him, weeping fullj' sorely.

Downward to kiss that reverend hand, but all of them j^ressetl he
Moved to his bosom, and laid, wnth a prayer, his hands full of bless-

ings,
Now on the holy breast, and now on the innoceut tresses.
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MISCELLANEOUS.

THE VILLAGE BLACKSMITH.

Under a spreading cliestnut tree,

Tlie village siiiilhy stands ;

The smith, a mighty man is he,

With large and sinewy hands
;

And the muscles of his brawny
arms

Are strong as iron bands.

His hair is crisp, and black, and
long.

His face is like the tan ;

His brow is wet with honest
sweat,

He earns whate'er he can,

And looks the whole world in

the face,

For he owes not any man.

Week in, week out from morn
till night.

You can hear his bellows blow ;

You can hear him swing his

heavy sledge,

"Witii measured beat and slow,

Like a sexton ringing the village

bell,

When the evening sun is low.

And children coming home from
school

Look in at the open door
;

They love to see the flaming
forge.

And hear the bellows roar.

And catch the burning sparks that

Liko chaff from a threshing
floor.

He goes on Sunday to tlie duirch,
And sits among his boys

;

He hears the parson pray and
preach,

He hears his daughter's voice,

Singing in the village choir,

And it makes liis heart rejoice.

It sounds to hiin like her mother's
voice

Singing in Paradise !

He needs must think of her once
more.

How in tlie grave she lies ;

And witli liis hard, rough hand
he wii)es

A tear out of liis eyes.

Toiling,—rejoicing,—sorrowing,
Onward througli life he goes ;

Each morning sees some task
begin,

Eacli evening sees its close ;

Something attempted, something
done,

Has earned a night's repose.

Thanks, thanks to thee, my
wortliy frieiiil.

For the lesson tliou lias taught I

Thus at the flaming forge of life

Our fortunes nuist lie wrought

;

Thus on its sounding an vil sliaped

Each burning deed and tlioughtl

The

ENDYMION.

moon has hid therising
stars ;

Her level rays, like golilen bars.

Lie on tlie landscape green.
With shadows brown between.

And silver white the river gleams.
As if Diana, in her dreams.
Had droi)t her silver bow,
Upon the meadows low.

On snch a trriiKpiil night as tliis.

She woke Endymion with a kiss,
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When, sleeping in the grove,
He dreamed nc b of her love.

Like Dian's skiss, unaskt, un-
sought,

Love gives itself, but is not
bought

;

Nor voice, nor sound betrays
Its deep, impassioned gaze.

It comes,—the beautiful, the free,

TJie crown of all luimanity,

—

In silence and alone
To seek the elected one.

It lifts the bonghs, whose shad-
ows deep.

Are Life's oblivion, the soul's

sleep,

And kisses the closed eyes
Of him, who slumbering lies.

O, weary hearts ! O, slumbering
eyes

O, drooping souls, whose desti-

nies
Are fraught with fear and

pain
Ye shall be loved again !

No one is so accurst by fate.

No one so utterly desolate,
But some heart, though un-

known.
Responds unto his own.

Responds,—as if with unseen
wings.

An angel touched its quivering
strings

;

And whispers, in its song,
" Wliere hast thou stayed so

long I

"

THE TWO LOCKS OF HAIR.

FROM THE GERMAN OP PFIZER.

A YOUTH, light-hearted and con-
tent,

I wander tlu'ough the world
;

Here, Arab like, is pitched my
tent

And straight again is furled,

Yet oft I dream, that once a wife
Close in my heart was locked.

And in the sweet repose of life

A blessed child I rocked.

I wake ! Away that di-eani,

—

away !

Too long did it I'emain !

So long, that both by night and
day

It ever comes again.

The end lies ever in my tliought
',

To a grave so cold and deep
The mother beautiful was

brought

;

Then dropt the child asleep.

But now the dream is wholly
o'er,

I batlie mine eyes and see ;

And wander througli the woi'ld

once more,
A j'outh so light and free.

Two locks,—and they are won-
drous fair,

—

Left me that vision mild
;

The brown is from the mother's
hair.

The blond is from the child.

And when I see that lock of gold.

Pale grows the evening-red ;

And when the dark lock I be-
hold,

I wish that I were dead.

IT IS NOT ALWAYS MAY.

NO HAY PAJAROS EN LOS NIDOS DE
ANTANO.—S2)anisJi Proverb.

The sun is bright,—the air is

clear.

The darting swallows soar and
sing.
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And from the stately elms I hear
The bluebird prophesying

Spring.

So blue yon winding river flows,

It seems an outlet from the

sky,
Wliere -vvaiting till the west wind

blows,
The freiglited clouds at anchor

lie.

All things are new ;—the buds,

the leaves
That gild the elm-tree's nod-

ding crej>t,

And even the nest beneath the
eaves ;

—

There are no birds in last year's

nest

!

All things rejoice in youth and
love,

The fulness of their first de-

light !

And learn from tlie soft heavens
al)ove

The melting tenderness of

night.

Maiden, that read'st this simple
rhyme,

Enjoy thy youth, it will not
stay ;

Enjoy the fragrance of thy prime,
For O ! it is jiot always May !

Enjoy the Spring of Love and
Youtli,

To .some good angel leave the
rest

;

For Time will teach thee soon
the truth,

Tliere are no birds in last year's

uest

!

The vine .still clings to the mould-
ering wall,

But at everv gust the dead leaves

fall,
'

And the day is dark and
dreary.

My life is cold, and dark, and
dieary ;

It rains, anil the wind is never
\\eary ;

My thoughts still cling to the
mouldering Past.

But the hopes of youth fall thick
in the blast.

And the days are dark and
dreary.

Be still, sad heart I and cease
repining ;

Behind the clouds is the sun still

shining.
Thy fate is tlie common fate of all.

Into each life some rain must
fall,

Some days must be dark and
dreary.

THE RAINY DAY.

The day is cold, and dark, and
dreary ;

It rains, and the wind is never
weary

;

GOD'S-ACRE.

I LIKE that ancient Saxon phrase,
which calls

The burial-ground God's-Acre I

It is just

;

It consecrates each grave within
its walls.

And breathes a benison o'er the
sleeping dust.

God's-Acre ! Yes, that bk'.ssed

name imparts
Comfort to those, who in the

gravo have sown
The seeil. that tiicy had gariicrcd

in tlieir hearts.

Their brejid of life, alas ! no
more their own.

Into its furrows .sluill we all be
cast.

In the sure faith, that wo shall

rise again
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At the great harvest, wlien the
archan gel's blast

Shall winnow, like a fan, tlie

chaff and grain.

Then shall the good stand in im-
mortal bloom.

In the fair gardens of that
second birth

;

And each bright blossom, mingle
its perfume

With that of flowers, which
never bloomed on earth.

With thy rude ploughshare.
Death, turn up the sod,

And spread the furrow for the
seed we sow

;

This is the field and Acre of our
God,

This is the place, where human
harvests grow

TO THE RIVER CHARLES.

River ! that in silence windest
Through the meadows, bright

and free.

Till at length thy rest thou findest

In the bosom of the sea

!

Four long years of mingled feel-

ing,

Half in rest, and half in strife,

I have seen tli\' waters stealing
Onward, like tlie stream of life.

Thou has taught me. Silent River !

Many a lesson, deep and long
;

Thou liast been a generous giver ;

I can give thee but a song.

Oft in sadness and in illness,

I have watched thy current
glide,

Till the beauty of its stillness

Overflowed me, like a tide.

And in better hours and brighter.
When I saw thy waters gleam,

I have felt nij^ heart beat lighter.
And leap onward with thy

stream.

N(jt for this alone I love thee.
Nor because, thy v,?aves of lilue

From celestial seas above thee
Take their own celestial hue.

Where yon shadowy woodlands
liide thee

And thy waters disappear.
Friends I love have dwelt beside

thee.
And have made thy margin

dear.

More than this ;—thy name re-

minds me
Of three friends, all true and

tried
;

And that name, like magic, binds
me

Closer, closer to thy side.

Friends my soul with joy remem-
bers !

How like quivering flames they
start.

When I fan the living embers
On the liearth-stone of my

heart

!

'T is for this, thou Silent River !

That my spirit leans to thee
;

Thou hast been a genei'ous giver,

Take this idle song from me.

BLIND BARTIMEUS.

Blind Bartiineus at the gates
Of Jericho in darkness waits ;

He liears the crowd ;—he hears a
breath

Say, " It is Clirist of Nazareth !

"

And calls, in tones of agony,
''Irjaov, hTierjaov /je >

The thronging multitudes in-

crease ;

Blind Bartimeus, hold thy peace !
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But still, above the noisy crowd,
The beggar's cry is slirill aiitl

loud
;

Until thev say, " He calletli

theeV'
Oapaei, iyeipai, (puvd ae !

Tlien saith tlio Ciirist, as silent

stands
The crowd, " Wlwit wilt thou at

my hands ^
"

And lie replies, ••
• ) give me light

!

Rabbi, restore tlie blind man's
sight !"

And Jesus answers, "TTraye.

'II nlcTic GOV aeauKE at: !

Ye tiiat have eyes, yet cannot see.

In darkness anti in misery.
IJrcall t bose miglity VoicesThree,
l//rr(/r, v'/hjG6v lie I

Qdpcei iyeipai viraye !

"H Tzianc aov aiauKi ae !

THE GOBLET OF LIFE.

I'lLLED is Life's goblet to the
brim ;

And tiiough my eyes with tears
are dim.

1 see its sparkling bubbles swim.
And chauiit a melanciioly hymn

Witli solemn voice and slow.

Ni-t purple flowers,—no garlands
green.

Conceal the goblet's shade or
sheen.

Nor maddening draughts of Hip-
pocrene,

Like gleams of sunshine, flash
between

Thick leaves of mistletoe.

TInsgoljlet, wrouglit with cuirions

art,

Is filled with watfMs. that upstart,
When the deep iuuiitains of tlie

heait.

IJy strong convulsions rent a|)arl,

Are running all to waste.

And as it mantling passes round.
With fennel it is wreathed and

crowned,
Whose .seed and foliage sun-

imbrowned,
Are in its waters steeped and

drowned,
And give a bitter taste.

Above the lowly plants it towers,
The fennel, with its yellow

flowers.
And in an earlier age than ours
Was gifted with the wondrous

powers,
Lost vision to restore.

It gave new strength, and fearless
mrtod ;

And gladiators, licrce and rude,
Mingled it iu tlieir daily food ;

And he who battled and subdued,
A wreath of fennel wore.

Then in Life's goblet freely press,
The leaves that give it bitterness,

Nor prize the colored waters less,

For in th}' darkness and distress

New light and strength they
give I

And he who has not learned to
know

How false its sparkling bubbles
sliow.

How bitter are the drops of woe.
With which its brim may over-

flow,

Ho iias not learned to live.

Tlie prayer of Ajax was for light

;

Through all that dark and des-
perate light.

The blackness of that noonday
niglit.

He asked but the reliirn of sight.

To see his foeman's face.

Let our unceasing, earnest prayer
lie, too, for light,— for strength

to bear
Oui' portion of t.lic weight of care,

That cruslies into duuil) (i(\spair

One half the human race.
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O suffering, sad humanity !

ye atiiifted ones, who lie

Steeped to tlie h'ps in misery,
LonJ•in,l,^ and yet afraid to die,

I'atient, tliongh sorely tried !

1 pledge you in this cup of grief,

Where floats the fennel's bitter

leiif!

Tlie Battle of our Life is brief.

The alarm,—the struggle,—the
rehef,

—

Tlien sleep we side by side.

MAIDENHOOD.

Maiden ! with the meek, brown
eyes

In whose oi'bs a shadow lies

Like tlie dusk in evening skies !

Thou whose locks outshine the
sun,

Golden tresses, wreathed in one.

As the braided streamlets run !

Standing, with reluctant feet,

Wiiere tiie brook and river meet,
Womanhood and childhood fleet

!

Gazing, with, a timid glance.
On the brooklet's swift advance,
On the river's broad expanse !

Deep and still, that gliding stream
Beautiful to tliee nuist seem,
As the river of a dream.

Then why pause with indecision.

When bright angels in thy vision

Beckon thee to fields Elysian ?

Seest thou shadows sailing by.
As the dove, with startled eye.

Sees the falcon's shadow fly ?

nearest thou voices on the shore.

That oin- ears ])erceive no more.
Deafened by the cataract's roar ?

O, thou child of many praj^ers !

Life hath quicksands,—Life hath
snares

!

Care and age come unawares !

Like the swell of some sweet
tune.

Morning rises into noon.
May glides onward into June.

Childhood is the bough, wliere
slumbered

Birds and blossoms many-num-
bered ;

—

Age, that bough with snows en-

cumbered.

Gather, then, each flower that
grows,

When the young heart overflows.
To embalm that tent of snows.

Bear a lily in thy hand
;

Gates of brass cannot withstand
One touch of that magic wand.

Bear through sorrow, wrong, and
ruth.

In thy heart the dew of youth.
On thy lips the smile of truth.

O, that dew, like balm, shall

steal

Into the wounds, that cannot
heal.

Even as sleep our eyes doth seal :

And that smile, like sunshine,
dart

Into many a sunless heart,

For a smile of God thou art.

EXCELSIOR.

The shades of night were falling

fast,

As through an Alpine village

passed
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A youth, who bore, 'mid snou-
unci ice,

A banner with the strange device,
Excelsior !

His brow was sad ; his eye be-

neath,
Fhished like a falchion from its

sheatli.

And like a silver clarion rung
Tlie accents of tliat unknown

tongue.
Excelsior !

In happy homes he saw the light

Of houseliold fires gleam warm
and bright,

Above, the spectral glaciers
shone.

And from Iiis lips escaped a
groan,

Excelsior f

"Try not the Pass ! " the old man
said ;

" Dark lowers the tempest over-
head,

The roaring torrent is deep and
wide !

"

And loud that clarion voice re-

plied,

Excelsior I

' O stay," the maiden said, " and
rest

riiy wear}'^ head upon this

breast I

"

A tear stood in his bright blue eye.
But still he answered, with a

sigh.

Excelsior !

" Beware the pine-tree's withered
branch !

Beware the awful avalanche !

"

This was the peasant's last Good-
night,

A voice replied, far up the height,
Excelsior !

At break of day, as heavenward
The pious monks of Saint Ber-

nard
Uttered the oft-repeated prayer,
A voice cried through the start-

led air.

Excelsior 1

A traveller, by the faithful hound,
Half-buried in the snow was

found,
Still grasping in his hand of ice

That banner with the strange de-
vice,

Excelsior I

There in the twilight cold and
gi-ay.

Lifeless, but beautiful, he lay,

And from the sky, serene and
far,

A voice fell, like a falling star,

Excelsior I

POEMS ON SLAVERY.
riie followinf; poems, with one exception, were written at sea, in tlie latter part of October.
I had not then heard of Dr. Channing's death. .Since tliat event, the poem addressed to him
is no longer appropri.ile. I liave decided, however, to let it remain "vs it was written, a
feeble testimony of my admiration for a great and good man.

J

TO WILLIAM E. CHANNING.
I'llK pagf's of thy book I read,
.And its I closed eatih one.

My licurt, responding, ever said,
" Servant of (Jotl t well done 1"

Well done ? Thy words are great
and bold

;

At times they seem to me,

Like Luther's in the days of old,

Ilalf-ljattles for tlie free.

Go on, until this land revokes
Tiie old and cliartered Lie,

Tlie feuilul ciuse, wlioso whips
and yokes

Insult humanity.
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A voice is ever at thy side

Speaking in tones of might,
Like tlie proplietic voice, that

cried
To John in Patmos, " Write !

"

Write ! and tell out tins bloody
tale ;

Record this dire eclipse,

Tliis Dav of Wrath, this Endless
Wail,

This dread Apocalypse !

THE SLAVE'S DREAM.

Beside the ungathered rice he
lay,

His sickle in his hand
;

His breast was bare, his matted
hair

Was buried in the sand.

Again, in the midst and shadow
of sleep,

He saw his Native Land.

Wide through the landscape of

his dreams
The lordly Niger flowed ;

Beneath the palm-trees on the
plain

Once more a king he strode ;

And heard the tinkling caravans
Descend the mountain-road.

He saw once more his dark-eyed
queen

Among her children stand ;

They clasped his neck, they
kissed his cheeks,

They held him by the hand !

—

A tear burst from the sleeper's

lids

And fell into the sand.

And then at furious speed he rode
Along the Niger's bank ;

His bridle-reins were golden
chains.

And, with a martial clank,

At each leap he could feel his

scabbard of steel

Smiting his stallion's flank.

Before him. like a blood-red flag,

The bright flamingoes flew ;

From morn till night he followed
their flight,

O'er plains where the tama-
rind grew.

Till he saw the roofs of Caffre

huts.
And tlie ocean rose to view.

At niglit he heard the lion roar,

And the hyena scream.
And the river-horse, as he crushed

the reeds
Beside some hidden stream ;

And it passed, like a glorious >-','ll

of drums.
Through the triumph of his

dream.

The forests, with their myriad
tongues,

Shouted of liberty ;

And the Blast of the Desert cried

aloud,
With a voice so wild and free.

That he started in his sleep and
smiled

At their tempestuous glee.

He did not feel the driver's whip.

Nor the burning heat of day ;

For Death liad illumined the

Land of Sleep,

And his lifeless body lay

A worn-out fetter, that the soul

Had broken and thrown away.

THE GOOD PART,

THAT SHALL NOT BE TAKEN AWAY.

She dwells by Great Kenhawa's
side.

In valleys green and cool ;

And all her hope and all her
pride

Are in the village school.

Her soul, like the transparent air

That robas the hills above,
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Though not of eartli, encircles

there
AH things with arms of love.

And thus she walks among her
girls

With praise and mild rebukes ;

Subduing e'en rude village churls

By her angelic looks.

She reads to them at eventide
Of One who came to save ;

To cast the captive's chain aside

And liberate the slave.

And oft the blessed time fore^

tells

When all men shall be free ;

And musical, as silver 1)ells,

Tlieir falling chains shall be.

And following her beloved Lord,
In decent poverty,

She makes her life one svreet rec-

ord
And deed of charity.

For she was rich, and gave up all

To break the iron bands
Of tliose wlio waited in her hall,

And labored in her lands.

Long since beyond the Southern
Sea

Their outbound sails have sped.

While she, in meek humility.
Now earns her daily bread.

It is their prayers, which never
cease.

That clothe her with such grace
;

Their blessing is tlie light of peace
That shines upon her face.

THE SLAVE IN THE DISMAL
SWAMP

In dark fens of the Dismal Swamp
The hunted Negro lay;

He saw the fire of the midnight
camp,

And heard at times a horse's

tramp
And a bloodhound's distant

bay.

Where will-o'-the-wisps and glow-
worms shine.

In bulrusli and in brake ;

Where waving mosses shroud the
pine.

And the cedar grows, ^nd the
poisonous vine

Is spotted like the snake;

Where hardly a human foot could
pass.

Or a human heart would dare.

On the quaking turf of the green
morass

He crouched in the rank and
tangled grass.

Like a wild beast in his lair.

A poor old slave, infirm and
lame;

Great scars deformed his face:

On his forehead he bore tlie

brand of shame.
And the rags, that hid his man-

gled frame.
Were the livery of disgrace.

All things above were bright and
fair.

All things were glad and free ;

Lithe squirrels darted here and
tliere,

And wild birds filled the echoing
air

With songs of Liberty.

On him alone was the doom of

pain,
From the morning of his birth ;

On him alone tlie curse of Cain
Fell, like a flail on tlie garnered

grain.
And struck him to the ei'rth.
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THE SLAVE SINGING AT
MIDNIGHT.

Loud he sang the psalm of David !

He, a Negro and enslaved,
Sang of Israel's victory.

Sang of Zion, bright and free.

In that hour, when night is

calmest.
Sang he from the Hebrew Psalm-

ist,

In a voice so sweet and clear

That I could not choose but hear,

Songs of triumph, and ascriptions,

Such as reached the swart Egyp-
tians,

Wlien upon the Red Sea coast
Perished Pharaoh and his host.

And the voice of his devotion
Filled my soul with strange emo-

tion;

For its tones by turns were glad,
Sweetly solemn, wildly sad.

Paul and Silas, in their prison,

Sang of Christ, the Loi"d arisen.

And an earthquake's arm of
might

Broke their dungeon-gates at
night.

But, alas 1 what holy angel
Brings theSlave this glad evangel?
And what earthquake's arm of

might
Breaks his dungeon-gates at

night ?

THE WITNESSES.

In Ocean's wide domains.
Half buried in the sands.

Lie skeletons in chains.
With shackled feet and hands.

Beyond the fall of dews.
Deeper than plummet lies.

Float ships, with all their crews,
No more to sink nor rise.

There the black Slave-ship swims.
Freighted with human forms.

Whose fettered, fieshless limbs
Are not the sport of storms.

These are the bones of Slaves ;

They gleam from the abyss ;

Tliey cry, from yawning waves,
" We are the Witnesses !

"

Within Eartli's wide domains
Are markets for men's lives ;

Tlieir necks are galled witli

chains.
Their wrists are cramped with

gyves.

Dead bodies, that the kite

In deserts makes its prey
;

Murders, tliat with affright

Scare schoolboys from their
play 1

All evii thouglits and deeds ;

Anger, and lust, and pride ;

The foulest, rankest weeds.
That choke Life's groaning tide !

These are tlie woes of Slaves ;

They glare f i cm the abyss ;

They cry, from unknown graves,
" We are the Witnesses !"

THE QUADROON GIRL.

The Slaver in the broad lagoon
Lay moored with idle sail

:

He waited for the rising moon.
And for the evening gale,

Under the sliore his boat was
tied.

And :\\\ lier listless crew
Watclied the gray alligator s^'de

Into the still bayou.

Odors of orange-flowers, and
spice,

Reached them f'*om time to

lime,
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Like airs that breathe from Para-
dise

Upon a world of crime.

The Planter, under his roof of
thatcli,

Smoked thouglit fully and slow ;

The Slaver's tluinib was on tlie

latch,

He seemed in liaste to go.

He said, " My ship at anchor rides

In yondei broad lagoon

;

I only wait tlie evening tides.

And the rising of the moon."

Before them, with her face up-
raised.

In timid attitude.

Like one half curious, half
amazed,

A Quadroon maiden stood.

Her ej'es were large, and full of

light,

Her arms and neck were bare
;

No garment she wore save a
kirtle bright

And her own long, raven liair.

And on her lips there played a
smile

A holy, meek, and faint.

As liglits in some catliedral aisle

The features of a suint.

*' The soil is barren,—the farm is

old ;

"

Tlie tliouglitful Planter said ;

Then looked upon tlie Slaver's
gold,

And then upon tlie maid.

His heart witliin liim was at strife

With sueli accursed gains
;

For he knew wliose passions gave
her life,

Whose blood ran in her veins.

But the voice of nature was too
weak ;

He took the glittering gold I

Then pale as death grew the
maiden's cheek

Her liands as icy cold.

The Slaver led her from the door,
He led her by the hand,

To be his shive and paramour
In a strange and distant land !

THE WARNING.

Beware ! The Israelite of old,

wlio tore
The lion in his path,—when,

])oor and blind.

He saw the blessed light of heaven
no more.

Shorn of his noble strength and
forced to grind

In prison, and at last led forth
to be

A pander to Philistine revelry,

—

Upon the pillars of the temple
laid

His desperate hands, and in its

overthrow
Destroyed himself, and with him

those who made
A cruel mockery of his sightless

woe

;

The poor, blind Slave, the scoflf

and jest of all,

Expired, and thousands perished
in the fall !

There is a poor, blind Samson in

this land,
Siiorn of his strength, and

bound in bonds of steel,

AVho may, in some grim revel,

raise his hund,
And shake the pillars of this

Commonweal,
Till thti vast Temple of our liber-

ties

A sluijK'h'ss in.'iss of wreck and
rubbish lies.
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THE SPANISH STUDENT.

What's done we partly may compute,
But know not what's resisted.— Burns.

DRAMATIS PERSONS.
Victorian 1 Students of AlcalA.
HVPOHTO )

The Count of Lara 1 Gentlemen ofMadrid.
Don Carlos )

The Archbishop of Toledo.
A Cardinal.
Beltran Cruz ado Count of the Gyfisies,

Bartolome Roman A young Gypsy.

The Padre Cura of Guadarrama.
Pedro Crespo Alcalde.

Pancho Aguacil.

Francisco Lara's servant.

(;nisPA
'. I'kiorian's servant.

B A ltasar Innkeeper.

Preciosa A Gypsy girl.

Angelica A poor girl.

M ARi ina ^^'^ Padre Cura s niece.

Dolores Preciosa's maid.
Gypsies, Jilnsiciatis, etc.

THE SPANISH STUDENT.

ACT I.

SCENK ' The Count of Lara's chambers. Night. 2Vie Count in his

nressing-goivn, smoking and conversing icith Don Carlos.

Lara. You were not at the play to-niglit, Don Carlos ;

How happened it ?

Don C. I liad engagements elsewhere.

Pray who was there ?

Lara. Why, all the town and court.

Tlie house was crowded ; and tlte Imsy fans

Among tlie gayly dressed and ixTl'iimed ladies

Fluttered like butterflies among the flowers.

There was the Countess of Medina Celi

;
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The GoV)lin Lady with her Phantom Lover,
Her Lindo Don Diego ; Dona Sol,

And Dona Serafina, and her cousins.
Don C. What was the phvy ?

Lara. It was a dull affair
;

One of those comedies in which you see,

As Lope saj'S,* the liistory of tlie worhl
Brouglit down from Genesis to the Day of Judgment.
There were three duels fouglit in tlie first act.

Three gentlemen receiving deadly wounds.
Laying their hands upon their hearts, and saying,
" O, I am dt'ad I

"' a lover in a closet.

An old hidalgo, and a gay Don Juan,
A Doiia Inez with a black mantilla.
Followed at twilight by an unknown lover,
Who looks intently where he knows she is not !

Don C Of course, the Preciosa danced to-night ?

Lara And never better. Every footsteja fell

As lightly as a sunbeam on the water.
I think the girl extreme)}' beautiful.
Don C. Almost bej'ond the privilege of woman :

I saw her in the Prado yesterday.
Her step was royal,—queen-like.—and her face
As beautiful as a saint's in Paradise.
Lara. May not a saint fall from her Paradise,

And be no moi"e a saint ?

Don C. Why do you ask ?

Lara. Because I have heard it said this angel fell,

And, though she is a virgin outwardly,
Within she is a sinner ; like those panels
Of doors and altar-pieces the old monks
Painted in convents, with the Virgin Mary
On the outside, and on the inside Venus

!

Don C. You do her wrong : indeed, you do her wrong !

She is as virtuous as she is fair.

Lara. How credulous you are ! Why look you, friend,
There's not a virtuous woman in Jladrid,
In this whole city ! And would you persuade me
That a mere dancing girl, who shows lierself,

Nightly, half naked, on the stage, for money,
And with voluptuous motions fives the blood
Of inconsiderate youth, is to be held
A model for her virtue?
Don C. You forget

She is a Gypsy girl.

Lara. And therefore won
The easier.

* " La crtlcra

de un Espanol sentado no sc templa,
sino le rcpresenlaii en dos lif)ras

hasta el final juicio desde el ( Ic'iiesis."'

J^o/e dc Vegm.
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Do7i C. Nay, not to be won at all I

The only virtue that a gypsy prizes

Is chastity. Tliat is her only virtue.

Dearer than life she holds it. I remember
A Gypsy woman, a vile, shameless bawd,
Whose craft was to betray the young and fair

;

And yet this woman was above all bribes.

And when a noble lord, touched by her beauty,
Tlie wild and wizard beauty of her race,

Offered her gold to be what she made otliers,

Sbe turned upon him, with a look of scorn,
And smote him in the face 1

Lara. And does that prove
That Preciosa is above suspicion ?

Don C. It proves a nobleman may be repulsed
When he thinks conquest easy. I believe
That woman, in her deepest degradation.
Holds something sacred, something undefiled,
Some pledge and keepsake of her higher nature,
And, like tlie diamond in the dark, retains
Some quenchless gleam of the celestial light !

Lara. Yet Preciosa would have taken the gold.

Don C. (rising.) I do not think so.

Lara. I am sure of it.

But why this haste? Stay yet a little longer.
And fight the battles of j'our Dulcinea.
Don C. 'T is late. I must begone, for if I stay
You will not be persuaded.
Lara, Yes ; persuade me.
Do7i C. No one so deaf as he who will not hear I

Lara. No one so blind as lie who will not see !

Don C. And so good night. I wish you pleasant dreams
And greater faith in woman. [Exit,

Lara Greater faith I

I have the greatest faith ; for I believe
Victorian is her lover. I believe
That I shall be to-morrow ; and thereafter
Another, and another, and another,
Cliasing each other through her zodiac.

As Taurus chases Aries.

{Enter Francisco ivith a casket.)

Well, Francisco,
What speed with Preciosa ?

Fran. None, my lord.

She sends your jewels back, and bids me tell you
She is not to V)e purchased by your gold.

Lara. Then I will try some other way to win her.

Pray, dost thou know Victorian ?

Fran. Yes, my lord
;

I saw hini at the jeweller's to-da^.
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Lara. What was lie doing there !

Fran. I saw him buy
A golden ring, that hid a rubj' in it.

Lara. Was there another like it?

Fran. One so like it

I could not choose between them
iMra It is well.

To-morrow morning bring that ring to me.
Do not forget. Now light me to my bed.

\Exe\int.

Scene II. A street in Madrid. EnterCm^vx.folloivedhy musicians,
trUIi a bagpipe, guitars, and other instruments.

CJtispa. Abernuncio Satanas !
* and a plague on all lovers who

ramble about at night, drinking the elements, instead of sleeping
quietly in their beds. Ever}' dead man to his cemetery, say I ; and
every friar to his monastery. Now, here's my master, Victorian,
yesterday a cow-keeper, and to-day a gentleman ; yesterday a student,
and to-day a lover; and I must be up later than the nigiitingale, for
as the abbot sings so nmst tlie sacristan respond. God grant he may
soon be married, for then siiall all this serenading cease. Ay, marry !

marry I marry ! ^Mother, what does marry mean ? It means to spin,
to bear cliildren. and to weep, my daughter ! And, of a truth, there
is something more in matrimony tiian tlie wedding-ring. {To the
musiciiins.) And now, gentlemen. Pax vobiscum ! as tlie ass .said to
tlie cabbages. Pray, walk this way ; and don't hang down your
heads. It is no disgrace to have an old father and a ragged shirt.

Now, look you, you are gentlemen who lead the life of crickets
;
you

enjoy hunger by day and noise by nigiit. Yet, I beseech you, for this

once Ite not loud, but pathetic ; for it is a serenade to a damsel in bed,
and not to the Man in tiie Moon. Your object is not to arou.se and
terrif\', but to soothe and bring lulling dreams. Tlierel'ore, each
.shall not play upon his instrument as if it were the only one in the
universe, l>ut gently, and with a certain modesty, according with the
others. Pray, how may I call tiiy name, friend?

First Mns. (ieronimo Gil, at your service.
Cliispa. Every till) smells of the wine that is in it. Pray, Gero-

niiiio, is not Saliirday an unpleasant day with thee ?

/7/-.s^ Mus. Why so ?

Cliispa. because I have heard it said that Saturday is an unpleas-
ant day witli those wiio have l)ut one shirt. Moreover, I have seen
thee at tbe tavern, and if thou canst run as fast as thou canst driidc,

I sliould like to hunt liares witli tliee. What instrument is tiiat?

/•'/'/•.s7 Mns. An Aragonese liagpipe,

Cliispa. Pray, art thou related to the bagpiper of Uujalance, who
asked a lUtaravedi for playing, and ten for leaving off?

First Mns. No, your honor.
Cliispii. I am glad of it. What oilier instruments have we?
* " Digo Sefiora, respondio .Sancho, lo que teiiRo diclio, que dc Ins .izotes abernuncio.

Abernuncio, habeis dc dccir, Sancho, y no como dccis, dijo cl Uu<iiic."

—

Don Quixote, I'.irt

II., ch. 35.
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Second and third Musicians. We play the bandurria.
Chispa. A pleasing instrument. And thou ?

Fourth Mtis. The fife.

Chispa. I like it ; it has a cheerful, soul-stirring sound, that soars

up to my lady's window like the song of a swallow, And you others ?

Other Mas. We are tiie singers, please your honor.
Chispa. You are too many. Do you think we are going to sing

mass in the cathedral of Cordova? Four men can make but little use
of one shoe, and I see not how you can all sing in one song. But fol-

low me along the garden wall. That is the way my master climbs to
the lady's window. It is by the Vicar's skirts that the devil climbs
into the belfry. Come, follow me, and make no noise.

[Exeunt.

Scene III. Preciosa's chamber. She stands at the open window.

Prec. How slowly through the lilac-scented air

Descends the tranquil moon ! Like thistle-down
The vapory clouds float in the peaceful sky

;

And sweetly from yon hollow vault of shade
The niglitingales breathe out their souls in song.
And hark ! what songs of love, what soul-like sounds,
Answer them from below !

Serenade.

Stars of the summer night \

Far in yon azure deeps.
Hide, hide your golden light I

She sleeps

!

My lady sleeps I

Sleeps

!

Moon of the summer night

!

Far down yon western steeps,

Sink, sink in silver light

!

She sleeps

!

My lady sleeps !

Sleeps 1

Wind of the summer night

!

Where yonder woodbine creeps.
Fold, fold tliy pinions light I

She sleeps !

My lady sleeps !

Sleeps

!

Dreams of tlie svimmer night I

Tell her, her lover keeps
Watch ! wliile in slumbers light

She sleeps !

My lady sleeps

!

Sleeps 1



THE SPANISH STUDENT. 75

(Enter Victorian by the balcony.)

Vict. Poor little dove ! Thou tremblest like a leaf !

Prec. I am so frightened ! T is for tliee I tremble 1

I hate to have thee climb that wall by night

!

Did no one see thee ?

Vict. None, my love, but thou.
Prec. 'Tis very dangerous ; and wlien thou art gone

I chide mj-self for letting thee come here
Thus stealthily by night. Where hast thou been?
Since yesterday I liave no news from thee.

Vict. Since yesterday I 've been in Alcala.
Ere long the time will come, sweet Preciosa,
When that dull distance shall no more divide us ;

And I no more shall scale thy wall by night
To steal a kiss from thee, as I do now.

Pi-ec. An honest thief, to steal but what thou givest.

Vict. And we shall sit together unmolested.
And words of true love pass from tongue to tongue,
As singing birds from one bough to another.

Pi-ec. That were a life indeed to make time envious

!

I knew that thou wouldst visit me to-night.

I saw thee at the play.

Vict. Sweet child of air I

Never did I behold thee so attired

And garmented in beauty as to-night

!

What hast thou done to make thee look so fair?

Prec. Am I not always fair ?

Vict. Ay, and so fair

Tliat I am jealous of all eyes tliat see thee,

And wish that they were blind.

Prec. I heed them not

;

When thou art present, I see none but thee !

Vict. There's nothing fair nor beautiful, but takes
Sometliing from thee, that makes it beautiful.

Prec. And yet thou leavest me for those dusty books.

Vict. Thou comest between me and those books too often t

I see thy face in everything I see !

The paintings in the chapel wear thy looks,

The canticles are changed to sarabands.
And with the learned doctors of the schools
I .see thee dance cachuchas.

Prec. In good sooth,

I dance with learned doctors of the schools
To-morrow morning.

Vict. And with whom, I pray ?

Prec. A grav:> and reverend Cardinal, and his Grace
The Archbishop of Toledo.

Vict. What mad jest

Is this ?

Fi-ec. It is no jest : indeed it is not,

Vict. Prithee, explain thyself.
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Prec. Why, simply thus.
Thou knowest the Pope has sent here into Spain
To put a stop to dances on the stage.

Vict. I have heard it whispered.
Prec. Now the Cardinal,

Wlio for this purpose comes, woukl fain behold
With his own eyes these dances ; and the Archbishop
Has sent for me

—

Vict. That thou mayest dance before them I

Now viva la cachucha ! It will breatlie
The fire of youth into these gray old men ?

'Twill be thy proudest conquest

!

Prec. Saving one
;

And yet I fear these dances will be stopped.
And Precioso be once more a beggar.

Vict. The sweetest beggar that e'er asked for alms

;

With such beseeching eyes, that when I saw thee
I gave my heart away I

Prec. Dost thou remember
When first we met?

Vict. It was at Cordova.
In the cathedral garden. Thou wast sitting
Under the orange trees, beside a fountain.

Prec. 'Twas Easter-Sunday. The full-blossomed trees
Filled all the air with fragrance and with joy.

The priests were singing, and the organ sounded,
And then anon the great cathedral bell.

It was the elevation of the Host.
We both of us fell down upon our knees,
Under the orange boughs, and prayed together.
I never liad been happy till that moment.

Vict. Thou blessed angel

!

Prec. And vt^hen thou wast gone
I felt an aching hei'e. I did not speak
To any one that day. But from that day
Bartolome grew hateful unto me.

Vict. Remember him no more. Let not his shadow
Come between thee and me. Sweet Preciosa !

I loved thee even then, though I was silent

!

Prec. I thouglit I ne'er should see thy face again.
That fa^•e^^ell liad a sound of sorrow in it.

Vict. Tliat was tlie first sound in the song of love 1

Scarce more than silence is, and yet a sound.
Hands of invisible sjurits touch tlie strings
Of that mysterious instrument, the soul.
And play the prelude of our fate. We hear
The voice prophetic, and are not alone.

Prec. That is my faith. Dost thou believe these warnings?
Vict. So far as this. Our feelings and our thoughts

Tend ever on, and rest not in the Present.
As drops of rain fall into some dark well.
And from below comes a scarce audible sound,
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So fall our thoughts into a dark Heroafter,
Anil tlieir mysterious echo reaches us.

Prec. I have felt it so, but fouml no words to say it

!

I cannot reason ; I can only feel I

But tiiou hast language for all thouglits and feelings.

Thou art a scludar ; and sometimes I think
We cannot walk together in this world !

Tiie distance tliat divides us is too great

!

Henceforth tliy pathway lies aiuong the stars ;

I must not hold thee back.
T7c'^ Thou little sceptic I

Dost thou still doubt ? What I most prize in woman
Is her affections, not her intellect !

The intellect is iinite ; but the affections
Are infinite, and cannot be exhausted.
Compare me with the great men of the earth

;

AViiat am I ? Why, a pygmy among giants I

Bat if thou lovest,—mark me ! I say lovest,

The greatest of thy sex excels thee not

!

The world of the affections is thy world,
Not that of man's ambition. In that stillness

Which most becomes a woman, calm and holy,
Thou sittest by tlie fireside of the heart.

Feeding its flame. The element of fire

Is pure. It cannot change nor hide its nature,
But burns as brightly in a Gypsy camp
As in a })alace hall. Art thou convinced ?

Prec. Yes. that I love thee, as the good love heaven;
But not that I am worthy of that heaven.
How shall I more deserve it ?

Vict. Loving more.
Pvec. I cannot love thee more ; my heart is full.

Vict. Tlien let it overflow, and I will drink it.

As in the summer time the thirsty sands
Drink the swift waters of the Manzanares,
And still do thirst for more.
A Watchman {in the street). Ave Maria

Purissima ! 'T is midnight and serene I

Vict. Hear'st thou that cry V

Prec. It is a Jiateful sound,
To scaie thee from me !

V^ict. As tliH hunter's horn
Dotii scare the timid stag, or bark of hounds
The moor-fowl from his mate.

Prec. Pray do not go 1

Vict. I must away to Alcala to-night.

Tliink of me wlien I am away.
Prec. Fear not.

I liave no thouglits that <lo not think of thee.

Vict, {giving lur a ring). And to rett'nd thee of my love take
this

;

A serpent, emblem of Eternity
;
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A ruby,—say, a drop of my heart's blood.
Prec. It is an ancient saying, that tlie ruby

Brings ghidness to the wearer, and preserves
Tlie heart pure, and, if laid beneath the pillow,

Drives away evil dreams. But then, alas I

It was a serpent tempted Eve to sin,

Vict. What convent of barefooted Carmelites
Tauglit thee so much theology ?

Prec. {lai/ing her hand ujjon his mouth). Hush ! hush I

Good-night ! and may all holy angels guard tliee !

Vict. Good-night ! good-night. Tliou art my guardian angel 1

I have no other saint than thou to pray to !

{He descends hy the balcony.)

Prec. Take care, and do not hurt thee. Art thou safe ?

Vict, {from the garden). Safe as my love for thee !

But art thou safe ?

Otliers can climb a balcony by moonfight
As well as I. Pray, shut thy window close

;

I am jealous of the perfumed air of night
That from this garden climbs to kiss thy lips.

Prec. {throwing doum her handkerchief) . Thou silly child ! Take
this to blind thine eyes.

It is my benison !

Vict. And brings to me
Sweet fragrance from tliy lips, as the soft wind
Wafts to the out-bound mariner the breath
Of the beloved land he leaves behind.

Prec. Make not thy voyage long.

Vict. To-morrow night
Sliall see me safe returned. Thou art the star

To guide me to an anchorage. Good niglit !

My beauteous star ! My star of love, good night

!

Prec. Good night

!

Watchman {at a distance). Ave Maria Purissima

!

Scene IV. An inn on the road to AkaM. Baltasar asleep on a
bench. Enter Chispa.

Chispa. And here we are, half-way to Alcala, between cocks and
midniglit. Bo(ly o' me ! what an inn this is ! Tlie liglits out, and
the hmdiord asleep. Hola I ancient Baltasar !

Bait, {xvaking). Here I am.
Chisjja. Yes, there you are, like a one-eyed Alcalde in a town

without inhabitants. Bring a light, and let me have supper.

Bait. Where is your master?
Chispa. Do not trouble yourself about him. We have stopped a

moment to breathe our horses; and, if he chooses to walk up and
down in the open air, looking into the sky as one who hears it rain,

that does not satisfy my hunger, you know. But be (^uick, for I am
in a hurry, and every man stretches his legs according to the length

of his coverlet. What have we here ?



THE SPANISH STUDENT. ;9

Bait, (setting a light on the table). Stewed rabbit.

(Jhiftpa (eating). Conscience of Portalegre ! Stewed kitten, you
moan !

Halt. And a pitclier of Pedro Ximenes, witli a roasted pear in it.

Chispa (drinking). Ancient Baltasar, aniigo ! You know how to

cry wine and sell vinegar. I tell you this is nothing but Vino Tinto
of La Mancha, with a tang of the swine-skin.

Bait. I swear to j-ou bj' Saint Simon and Judas, it is all as 1 say.

Chispa. And I swear to you, by Saint Peter and Saint Paul, that

it is no such thing. Moreover, your supper is like the liidalgo'«

dinner, very little meat, and a great deal of tablecloth.

Bait. Ha ! ha ! ha !

Chispa. And more noise than nuts.

Bait. Ha ! ha ! ha ! You must have your joke. Master Chispa.

But shall I not ask Don Victorian in, to take a draught of the Pedro
Ximenes?

Chispa. No; you might as well say, " Don't-you-want-some ?" to

a dead man.
Bait. Why does he go so often to Madrid ?

Chispa. For the same reason that he eats no supper. He is in love.

"Were you ever in love, Baltasar ?

Bait. I was never out of it, good Chispa. It has been the torment
of my life.

Chispa. "What! are you on fire, too, old haystack? Why, we
shall never be able to i)Mt you out.

Vict, (ivithont). Chispa!
Chispa. Go to bed, Pero GruUo, for the cocks are crowing.
Vict. Ea! Chispa! Chispa!
Chispa. Ea ! Seiior. Come with me, ancient Baltasar, and bring

water for the horses. I will pay for the supper to-morrow.
{Exennt

Scene V. Victorian's chambers at Alcald. Hypolito asleep in an
arm-chair. He aivakes slowly.

Hypo. I must have been asleep ! ay, sound asleep I

And it was all a droam. O sleep, sweet sleep 1

Whatever form tiiou takest, thou art fair.

Holding unto our lii)s thy goblet filled

Out of Oblivion's well, a healing draught

!

The candles have burned low ; it must be late.

Wiiere can Victorian be? Like Fray Carrillo,*

The only place in which one cannot find hiiu

Is his own cell. Here's his guitar, that seldom
Feels tlie caresses of its master's hand.

Open thy silent lips, sweet instrument

!

• The allusion here is to a Spanish I'.nigrain.
" Siei.ipre Kray (arrilli) cstAs

cansandoiios ac.i fiiera ;

quien en In i elda csliivicra

para no vcric jamas !

"

Bdhl lU I'ltber. Floresta, No. 255.



80 LONGFELLOW'S POEMS.

And make dull midnight merry witli a song.

{He plays and sings.)

Padre Francisco !
*

Padre Francisco !

What do you want of Padre Francisco?
Here is a prett}' young maiden
Who wants to confess her sins !

Open the door and let her come in,

I will shrive her from every sin.

{Enter Victorian.)

Vict. Padre Hypolito ! Padre Hypolito !

Hypo. What do you want of Padre Hypolito ?

Vici Come, slirive me straight ; for, if love be a sin,

I am the greatest sinner that doth live.

I will confess the sweetest of all crimes,
A maiden wooed and won.
Hypo. The same old tale

Of the old woman in the chimney corner,
Wlio, wliile the pot boils, says, " Come here, my child;
I'll tell tliee a story of Jiiy wetlding-day."

Vict. Nay, listen, for my lieart is full ; so full

Tliat I must speak.

Hfipo. Alas ! that heart of thine
Is like a scene in the old play ; the curtain
Rises to solemn music, and lo ! enter
The eleven tliousand virgins of Cologne !

Vict. Nay, like the Sibyl's volumes, tliou shouldst say ;

Those that remained, after tlie six were burned.
Being lield more precious than tlie nine together,
But listen to my tale. Dost tliou remember
The Gypsy girl we saw at Cordova
Dance the Romalis in Jhe market-place?
Hypo. Thou meanest Preciosa,
Vict. Ay, the same.

Thou knowest how her image haunted me
Long after we returned to Alcala
She's in Madrid.
Hypo. I know it.

Vict. And I'm in love.

Hypo. And therefore in ]Madrid when thou shouldst be
In Alcala.

Vict. O pardon me, my friend.
If I so long have kept this secret from thee

;

* This is from an Italian popular song.
" ' Padre Francesco,
Padre Francesco !

'

—Cosa volete del PadrelFrancesco

—

' V ' fe una bella ragazzina
Che si vuole confessar !

'

Fatte 1' entrare, fatte 1' entrare !

'

Che la Voglio confcssare.

Kopisch. Volksthumliche Poesien aus alien Mundarten Italiens

und seiner Iiisehi, p. 194.
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But silence is the charm that guards such treasures,

And, if a word be spoken ere tlie time,

They sink again, they were not meant for us.

Hypo. Ahis ! ahis ! I see tliou art in h^ve.

Love keeps the cold out better tiian a cloak.

It serves for food and raiment. Give a Spaniard
His mass, his oUa, and his Dona Luisa,

—

Thou knowest the proverl). But pray tell me, lover

How speeds thy wooing ? Is the maiden coy ?

Write her a song, beginning with an Ave
Sing as the monk sang to the Virgin Mary

Ave ! ciijns calcem dare
Nee centenni coiiimendare

Sciret Seraph studio !
*

Vict. Pray, do not jest ! This is no time for it I

I am in earnest !

Hypo. Seriously enamored ?

What, ho ! The Primus of great Alcala
Enamored of a Gypsy ? Tell me frankly.

How meanest thou ?

Vict. I mean it lionestly.

Hypo. Surely thou wilt nut marry her

!

Vict. .
Why not ?

Hypo. She was betrothed to one Bartolome
If I remember rightly, a young Gypsy
Who danced with her at Cordova

Vict. They quarrelled,

And so the matter ended.
Hypo. But in truth

Thou wilt not marry hei\

Vict. I" truth I will.

Tiie angels sang in heaven when she was born !

She is a precious jewel I have found
Among the tilth and rubbisli of tlie world.

I'll stooj) for it ; but when I wear it here.

Set on my forehead like the morning star.

The world may wonder, but it will not laugh.

Hypo. If thou wear"st nothing else upon thy forehead,

T will be indeed a wonder.
Vict. Out upon thee,

With tiiy un.seasonable jests ! Pray, tell me,
Is there no virtue in the world?
Hypo. Not much.

What, think'st thou, is .she doing at this moment ;

Now, while we .speak of her V

Vict. She lies asleep

And, from her parted lips, her genth^ l)reath

Comes like the fragrance from the lii)s of flowers.

From a monkish liyinn of the twelfth century, in Sir Alexander Crokc's Lisa^ on (lie

Origin. Progress, and Decline o/ Rhyiniiig Latin I'crse, p. 109.

6
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Her tender limbs are still, and, on her breast,
The cross slie prayed to, ere siie fell asleep,
Rises and falls with the soft tide of dreams.
Like a light barge safe moored.
Hypo. Which means, in prose

She's sleeping with her mouth a little open I

Vict. O, would I liad tlie old magician's glass
To see her as slie lies iu childlike sleep !

Hppo. And wouldst thou venture V

Vict. Ay, indeed I would !

Hypo. Thou art courageous. Hast thou e'er reflected
How much lies hidden in that one word, iioiv ?

Vict. Yes ; all the awful mystery of Life !

I oft have thought, my dear liypolito,

That could we, by some spell of n;agic, change
The world and its inhabitants to stone.
In the same attitudes they now are in.

What fearful glances downward nii^^lit we cast
Into the hollow chasms of luniiaii life !

What groups should we behold almiit the d( allibed

Putting to sliame the group of Niobe !

What joyful welcomes, and what sad farewells !

What stony tears iu those congealed eyes !

What visible joy or anguish in those cheeks !

What bridal ]K)mps, and what funeral shows !

What foes, like gladiators, fierce and struggling !

What lovers with their marble lips together !

Hiipo. Ay, there it is ! and, if I were in love,

That is the very point I nuist should dread.
This magic glass, these magic s])ells of thine.

Might tell a tale were hetlci- left untold.
For instance, tli(\v might show us tlij' fair cousin,
The Lady Violante, bathed in tears
Of love and anger, like the maid of Colchis,

Whom thou, another faithless Argonaut,
Having won that golden fleece, a woman's love,

Desertest for this Glance.
Vict. Hold thy peace :

She cares not for me. She may wed another.
Or go into a convent, and, thus dying.
Marry Achilles in the Elysian Fields.

Hypo, (rising). And so, good-night! Good-morning, I

should say.

{Clock strikes three.)

Hark ! how the loud and ponderous mace of Time
Knocks at the golden portals of the day !

And so, once more, good-night ! We'll speak more largely

Of Preciosa when we meet again.
Get thee to bed, and the magician. Sleep,

Shall show her to thee, in his magic glass,

In all her loveliness. Good-night

!

[Exit.
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Vict. Good-night !

But not to bed ; for I must read awliile.

{Throws himself into the ann-cltair which HYP0LiT0 7«as left, and lays

a large book open upon his knees.)

Must read, or sit in reverie and watch
The cliaiiKi'ig color of the waves that break

Upon the idle seashore of the mind !

Visions of i'\anie ! tiiatonce did visit me,
Making niglit glorious with your smile, where are ye?

O, who shall give me, now that ye are gone.

Juices of those immortal i)lants that, bloom
U[)on 01vmi)ns. making us immortal V

Or teach' me where that wondrous mandrake grows
Whose magic root, torn from the earth with groans,

At midnight hour, can scare the fiends away,
And make tlie mind prolific; in its fancies?

I have tlie wisii, but want the will to act !

Souls of great men departed ! Ye whose words
Have come to light from the swift river of Time,

Like Roman swords found in the Tagus' bed,

Where is tlie strength to wield the arms ye bore?

From tiie barred visor of Antiquity
Reflected shines the eternal liglit of Truth,

As from a mirror ! All the means of action

—

The shapeless masses—the materials

—

Lie everywhere about us. What we need
Is tiie celestial fire to change the fiint

Into transparent crystal, bright and clear.

That tire is genius ! The rude peasant sits

At evening in his smoky cot, and draws
With charcoal unc-outh figures on the wall.

The son of genius comes, foot-sore with travel,

And begs a shelter from the inclement night.

He takes tiie channial from the peasant's hand,

And, by the magic of his t()r(;ii at once
Transfigured, all its hidden virtues shine,

And, in the eyes of the astonished (down,

It ^'le;ims a diamond ! Even thus transformed,

RikIh poimlar trailitions and old tales

Shine as immortal poems, at tlie tou<;h

Of some poor, houseless, liomcU-ss, wandering bard,

Wiio had but a night's lodging for his ])ains.

But there are brighter dreams than those of Fame,
Whicli are tlie dicams of Love ! Out ol' the heart

Ristis the liright iilcal of tliese dreams,
As from .some woodland fount a spirit rises

And sinks again into its silent deejis.

Ere tlu' enamored knight can touch her robe I

'T is tills ideal that the soul of man,
Like the enamored knight beside the fountain,

Waits for upon tlie maigin ot Life's stream ;
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Wuits to heboid her rise from the dark waters,
Clad ill a mortal shape ! Alas ! how many
Must wait in vain ! The streajii flows evermore,
But from its silent deeps no spirit rises !

Yet I, born under a propitious star,

Have found tlie briglit ideal of my dreams.
Yes! she is ever witli me. 1 can feel,

Here, as I sit at midnight and alone,
Her gentle breathing ! on my breast can feel
Tiie jiressure of her head ! God's benison
Rest ever on it ! Close those beauteous eyes,
Sweet Sleep ! and all tlie flowers that bloom at night
With balmy lips breathe in her ears my name

!

Gradually sinks asleep)

ACT II.

Scene I. Preciosa's diamber. Morning. Preciosa and Angelica.

Prec. Why will you go so soon ? Stay yet awhile.
Tlie poor too often turn a\A-ay unheard
From hearts that shut against them with a sound
That will be heard in heaven. Pray, tell me more
Of your adversities. Keep nothing from ure.

What is your landlord's name?
Aug. The Count of Lara.
Prec. The Count of Lara ? O, beware that man I

Mistrust his pity,—hold no parley with him !

And rather die an outcast in the streets
Than touch his gold.
Aug. You know him, then !

Prec. As much
As any woman may, and yet be pure.
As you would keep your name without a blemish,
Beware of him !

Aug. Alas ! what can I do?
I cannot choose my friends. Each, word of kindness.
Come whence it may, is welcome to the poor,

P)'ec. Make me your friend. A girl so j'oung and fair
Sliould have no friends but those of her own sex.

What is your name ?

Ang. Angelica
Prec. Tliat name

Was given you, that you might be an angel
To her who bore you ! When your infant smile
Made her home Pnradise, you were her angel.
O, be an angel still ! She needs that smile,
So long as you are innocpiit, fear nothing.
No one can harm you ! I am a poor girl,

Whom chance has taken from tlie public streets.

I have no other shield than jnine own virtue :
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That is the charm whicli has protected me

!

Amid a thousand perils, I liave worn it

Here on my heart ! It is my guardian angel.

Ang. (rising). I tliank you for this counsel, dearest lady.

Prec. Thank me by following it.

Ang. Indeed I will.

P)-ec. Pray, do not go. I liave mucli more to say.

Ang. My mother is alone. I dare not leave her.

Prec. Some other time, then, when we meet again.
You must not go away with words alone.

( Gives It cr a pn rse.

)

Take this. Would it were more.
Ang. I thank you, lady.

Prec. No thanks. To-morrow come to meet me again.
I dance to-night,—perliaps for the last time.
But what I gain, I promise sliall he yours,
If that can save you from the Count of Lara.
Ang. O, my dear lady ! how sluiU I be grateful

For so much kindness ?

Prec. I deserve no thanks.
Tliank Heaven, not me.
Ang. Both Heaven and you.
Prec. Farewell I

Remember that you come again to-morrow.
Ang. I will. And may the blessed Virgin guard you,

And all good angels. [^Exit,

Prec. May they guar<l tliee too,

And all the poor ; for tliey have need of angels.
Now bring me, dear Dolores, my basquiiia.

My richest maja dress,—my dancing dress.

And my most precious jewels ! j\Iake me look
Fairer than niglit e'er saw me ! I've a prize
To win this day, worthy of Pi'eciosa

!

{Eater Beltran Cruzado.)

Cruz. Ave Maria !

Prec. O God ! my evil genius

!

Wliat seekest thou here to-day ?

Cruz. Tliyself,—my child.

Prec. What is tliy will with me ?

Cruz. (Jold ! gold !

Prec. I gave thee j'esterday ; I have no more.
Ciniz. The gold of the Busne,—give me his gold !

Prec. I gave the last in charity to-day.
Cruz. That is a foolish lie.

Prec. It is the truth.
Cruz. Curses upon thee ! Thou art not my child !

Hast thou given gold away, and not to me?
Not to thy father ? To whom, then ?

Prec. To one
Who needs it more.
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Crriz. No one can need it more.
Prcc. Thou art not poor.
Cr)iz. What, I, vvho lurk about

In dismal suburbs and unvvliolesome lanes
;

I, who am housed worse than the galley slave
;

I, who am fed worse than the kennelled hound
;

I, who am clothed in rags,—Beltran Cruzado,

—

Not poor

!

Free. Tliou hast a stout lieart and strong hands.
Tliou canst supply thy wants ; what wouldst thou more?

Cruz. Tlie gold of tlie Biisne !
* give me his gold !

Free. Beltran Cruzado ! hear me once for all.

I speak tlie truth. So long as I had gold,
I gave it to thee freely, at all times,
Never denied thee ; never had a wish
But to fulfil thine own. Now go in peace !

Be merciful, be patient, and, ere long,
Thou shalt have more.

Cruz. And if I have it not.
Thou shalt no longer dwell heie in rich chambers,
Wear silken dresses, feed on dainty food.
And live in idleness ; but go with me,
Dance the Romalis in the public streets.

And wander wild again o'er field and fell

;

For here we stay not long.
Free. What ! march again ?

Cruz. Ay, with all speed. I liate the crowded town 1

I cannot breathe shut up within its gates !

Air,—I want air, and sunshine, and blue sky,
The feeling of the breeze upon my face.

The feeling of the turf beneath ni}- feet.

And no walls but the far-off mountain tops.

Then I am free and strong.—once more myself,
Beltran Cruzado, Count of the Cales ! f

Free. God speed thee on thy march !—I cannot go.
Cruz. Remember who I am, and wlio thou art 1

Be silent and obey ! Yet one thing more.
Bartolome Roman

—

Free, {iritli emotion). O I beseech thee I

If my obedience aiul blameless life,

If iny humility and meek submission
In all things hitherto, can move in thee
One feeling of compassion ; if thou art
Indeed my father, and canst trace in me
One look of her who bore me, or one tone
That doth remind thee of her, let it plead
In my behalf, who am a feeble girl.

Too feeble to resist, and do not force me
To wed that man ! I am afraid of him !

* Busne is the name given by the Gypsies to all who are not of their race.

t The Gypsies call themselves Cales. See Horrow's valuable and extremely interesting

w(.rk, The Zmcali; or an Account of the Gyfsies in Sj>ai)i. London, 1841.
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I do not love him ! On my knees I beg thee
To use no violence, nor do in liaste

Wliat cannot be undone !

Cntz. O cliild, cliild, child!

Thou hast betrayed tliy secret, as a bird

Betrays her nest, by striving to conceal it.

I will not leave tliee here in the great city

To be a grandee's mistress. !Make thee ready
To go witli us ; and vmtil then remember
A watchful eye is on thee. [Exit.

Pt-ec.
'

Woe is me

!

I have a strange misgiving in my lieart

!

But that one deed of cliarity I'll do,

Befall wluit may ; they cannot take that from me. [Exit.

Scene II. A room in the Archbishop's Palace. Tlie Archbishop
and a Cardinal seated.

AreJdh Knowing how near it touched the public morals,

And tliat our age is grown corrupt and rotten

By such excesses, we have sent to Rome,
Beseecliing tliat his Holiness would aid

In curing the gross surfeit of the time,

By seasonable stop put here in Spain
To bull-tights and lewd dances on tlie stage.

Ail this you know.
Card. Know and approve,
Archb. And farther.

That, by a mandate from liis Holiness,

Tiie first have been suppressed.
Card. I trust forever.

It was a cruel sport.

Archb. A barbarous ])astime,

Disgraceful to the land that calls itself

Most Catliolic and Christian.

Card. Yet the i)eople

Murmur at tliis ; aJid, if the public dances
Should 1)1' condemned upon too slight occasion.

Worse ills might follow than the ills we cure.

As I'anem et Circeiincs was the cry,

Among the Roman jjopulace of old,

So J'aii 11 ToroH is the cry in Sp;iin.

llenre I woidil act advisedly hi'r«'in ;

And therefore have induced your grace to see

These natioiial dances, ere we interdict them.

{Enter a Servant. )

Srrv. The dancing-girl, and with her the musicians
Your graci- was pleased to oider, wait without.

Archb. Bid them come in. Now shall your (-yes behold
In what angelic yet voluptuous shape;

The Devil came to t«mpt Saint Anthony,
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{Enter Preciosa ivith a mantle thrown over her head. She advances
slowly, in a modest, half-timid attitude.)

Card, (aside). O, vvliat a fair and ministering angel
Was lost to lieaven wlien tliis sweet woman fell !

Free, (kneeling before the Archb.) I liave obeyed the order of
your grace.

If I intrude upon your better hours,
I i)r()tfer tliis excuse, and here beseech
Your holy benediction.
Archb. May God bless thee,

And lead thee to a better life. Arise.
Card, (aside). Her acts are modest, and her words discreet I

I did not look for this. Come hither, child.
Is tliy name Preciosa?

Prec. Thus I am called.
Card. Tliat is a Gypsy name. Who is thy father?
Free. Beltran Cruzado, Count of the Cales.
Archb. I Iiave a dim remembrance of that man

;He was a bold and reckless character,
A sunburnt Ishmael

!

Card. Dost thou remember
Tlij' earlier days ?

I^rec. Yes ; by the Darro's side
My cliildhood passed. I can remember still
The river, and tlie mountains capped with snow ;

Tlie villages, where, yet a little child,
I told tlie traveller's fortune in tlie street

;

The snuiggler's horse, the brigand and the shepherd
;

The march across the moor; the halt at noon
;

The red fire of the evening camp, that lighted
The forest where we slept ; and, farther back,
As in a dream or in some former life,

Gardens and palace walls.
Archb. 'T is the Alhambra,

Under wliose towers the Gypsy camp was pitched.
But the time wears

; and we would see thee dance.
Free. Your grace siiall be obeyed. '

(She lays aside her mantilla. The music of the each ucha is played,
and the dance begins. The Archbishop and the Cardinal look on
with gravity and an occasional frown ; then make signs to each
other ; and, as tlie dance continues, become more and more i)leased
and excited : and at length rise from their seats, throw their caps
in the air, and applaud vehemently as the scene closes.)

Scene III. The Frado. A long avenue of trees leading to the gate
of Atocha. On the right the dome and sjjires of a convent. A
fonntaia. Evening. Don Carlos and Hypolito meeting.

Don C. Hola ! good-evening, Don Hypolito.
Hypo. And a good-evening to my friend, Don Carlos.

Some lucky star has led my steps this way.
I was in search of you.
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jy-jn C. Comniaiid nie always.

Hypo. Do you remember, in Quevedo's Dreams,

The miser, who, upon the Day of Jiulgiuent,

Asks if his money-bags would rise ?
*

Don C. I Jo
;

But what of tliat ?

IIi/po. I am that wretched man.
Don C. You mean to tell nie yours have risen empty?
Hypo. And amen ! said my Cid Campeador.f
Don C. Pray, how much need you ?

Hypo. Some half dozen ounces

Wliich, with due interest

—

Don C. (giving his lyurse). "What, am I a Jew
To put my moneys out at usury ?

Here is my purse.

Hypo. Thank you. A pretty purse,

]\Iade by the hand of some fair ]\Iadrilefia ;

Perhnps a keepsake.
Don C. No, 't is at your service.

Hypo. Thank you again. Lie tliere, good Chrysostom,
And with thy golden mouth remind me often

I am the debtor of my friend.

Don C. But tell me,
Come you to-day from Alcala ?

Hypo. This moment.
Don C. And pray, how fares the brave Victorian ?

Hypo. Indifferent well : that is to say, not well.

A damsel has ensnared him with the glances

Of her dark, roving eyes, as herdsmen catch

A steer of Andalusia with a lazo.

He is in love.

Don C. And is it faring ill

To be in love ?

Hypo. In his case very ill.

DonC. ^Vhyso?
Hypo. For many reasons. First and foremost,

Because he is in love with an ideal
;

A creature of his own imagination ;

A child of air ; an echo of ids lieart
;

And, like a lily on a river floating.

She floats uimmi the river of iiis thought ! %

Don C, A common thing with poets. But who is

"i Y volviendomci un Lido, vi a un Avariciito, que estaba preguntando A otro, (que por

haber sido embalsamado, y estar lexos sus tripas no hablaba, porque no habian Uegado si

habian de resucitar aqucl dia todos los enlerrados; si resucitariati unos bolsoiies suyos.'"— A'l

Sue&o de las Caiaveras.

t A line from the ancient Poema del Cid.
" Amen, dixo Mio Cid el Campeador."

Line 3044.

\ This expression is from Dante

;

" Si che chiaro

Per essa scenda della mentc il fiunie."

Byron has likewise used the expression; though 1 do not recollect in which of his poem».
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This floating lily ? For, in fine, some woman,
Souie living woman, ^—not a mere ideal,

—

Must wear tl)e outward semblance of his thought.
Who is it? Tell me.
Hypo. Well, it is a woman !

But, look you, from the coffer of liis heart
He brings forth precious jewels to adorn her,
As pious priests adorn some favorite saint
Witli gems and gold, until at lengtli she gleams
One blaze of glory. Without tliese, you know
And the priest's benediction, 't is a doll.

Don <J. Well, well ! who is this doll ?

Hypo. Why, wlio do you think?
Don C. His cousin Violante.
Hypo. Guess again.

To ease his laboring heart, in the last storm
He threw her overboard, with all her ingots.

Don C. I cannot guess ; so tell me who it is.

Hypo. Not I.

Don C. Why not ?

Hypo, (mysteriously). Wliy ? Because Marl Franca*
Was married four leagues out of Salamanca !

Don C. Jesting aside, who is it?

Hypo. Preciosa.
Don C. Impossible ! The Count of Lara tells me

Slie is not virtuous.
Hypo, Did I say slie was ?

Tiie Roman Emperor Claudius had a wife
Whose name was Messalina, as I think

;

Valeria Messalina was her name.
But hist ! I see him yonder through the trees,

Walking as in a dream.
Don C. He comes this way.
Hypo. It has been truly said by some wise man,

That money, grief, and love cannot be hidden.

{Enter Victorian in front.)

Vict. Where'er thy step has passed is holy ground.
These groves are sacred ! I behold thee walking
Under these shadowy trees, where we have walked
At evening, and I feel thy presence now ;

Feel that the place has taken a charm from thee,

And is forever hallowed.
Hypo. Mark liim well !

See how he strides away with lordly air.

Like that odd guest of stone, that giim Commander
Who comes to sup with Juan in the play.

Don C. What lio ! Victorian !

* A common Spanish pioverb, used to turn aside a question one does not wish to answer;
" Pnrque caso Mari Franca

quatio lujuas de Salamanca."
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Hypo. Wilt thou sup wiili us?
Vict. Hola! amigoal Faitli, I did not see you.

How fares Don Carlos ?

Don C. At your service ever.
Vict. How is that young and green-eyed Gaditana

Tliat 3'ou both wot of ?

Don C. Ay, soft, emerald eyes I
*

Slie has gone back to Cadiz.
Hifpo. Ay de m i !

Vict. You are mucli to blame for letting her go back.
A pretty girl ; ami in hor tender eyes
Just lliat st)ft sliade of green we sometime see
In cvt'Diiig skies.

Ilyjio. But, speaking of green eyes,
Are thine green?

Yict. Not a whit. AVhy so ?

Hypo. 1 think
Tlie slightest shade of green would be becoming,
For thou art jealous.

Vict. No. I am not jealous.

Hiipo. Thou shouldst he.

Vict. Wliy ?

Hypo. Because thou art in love.

.\nd tliey who are in love are always jealous.

Therefore tliou sliouklst be.

Vict. ^larry. is that all ?

Farewell ; I am in haste. Farewell, Don Carlos.

Thou .sayest I sliould be jealous ?

Hy])o. Ay, in truth
I fear tliere is reason. Be upon thy guard.
I hear it whispered tliat the Count of Lara
Lays siege to the same citadel.

T7c^ Indeed !

Tlien lie will have his labor for his pains.

Hypo. He does not think so, and Don Carlos tells me
He l)oasts of his success.

\'ict. How's this, Don Carlos?
Don C Some hints of it I heard from his own lips.

He spoke but lightly of the lady's virtue,

As a gay man might speak.

* The Spaniards, with good reason, consider this color of the eye as beautiful, and celebrate

it in sung ; as, fur exanipu: in the well known 1'ilinncico

;

" Ay ojuelos verdes,

ay los Miis ojiiehis,

ay JKigan lus cielos
~ que de mi te acuerdesi

TenRo coiifi.Tnza

de mis vcrdcs ujus."
Bdlit de Faher. Fhrtsta, No. 255.

Dante speaks of P.catricc's eyes as c-nier.Tlds. lUin^ntorlo xxxi. 116. I„Tnii says, in his

AnHotazioHi, " Kraiiu i suoi ucthi d' uii turchino vcrdicciu, biinile u quel del mare."



02 LONGFELLOW'S POEMS.

Vict. Deatli and damnation !

I'll cut his lying tongue out of his intmtli,

And tlirow it to my dog ! But no, no, no !

This cannot be. You jest, indeed you jest.

Trifle uitli me no more. P'or otherwise
We are no longer friends. And so, farewell

!

[Exit.
Hi/po. Now what a coil is here ! Tlie Avenging Child*

Hunting tlie traitor Quadros to his deatli.

And tlie great Moor Calaynos, when he rode
To Paris for the ears of Oliver,
Were nothing to him ! O hot-headed youth !

But come ; we will not follow. Let us join
The crowd that pours into the Prado. There
We sliiiU find meri'ier company ; I see
Tlie Marialonzos and tiie Aimavivas,
And fifty fans, that beckon me already. [Exeunt.

Scene IV. Preciosa's chamber. She is sitting, ivith a hook in her
hand, near a table, on which are flotcers. A bird singing in its
cage. The Count of Lara enters behind vnperceived.

Prec. (reads). All are sleeping, weary heart!
Thou, thou only sleepless art I

Heigho ! I wish Victorian here.
I know not what it is makes me so restless !

(The bird sings.)

Thou little prisoner with thy motley coat,
That from thy vaulted, wiry dungeon singest,
Like thee I am a captive, and, like thee,
I have a gentle jailer. Jack-a-day !

All are sleeping, weary heart

!

Thou, thou only sleepless art

!

All this throbbing, all this aching,
Evermore shall keep tlieo waking,
For a heart in soriow breaking
Thinketh ever of its smart ! f

Thou speakest truly, poet ! and inetliinks
More liearts ai'e breaking in this -world of ours
Than one would say. In distant villages
And solitudes remote, where winds have wafted
Tile barbed seeds of love, or birds of jiassage
Scattered them in their flight, do they t:ikf; root.
And grow in silenc^, and in silence perish.
Who liears the falling of the forest leaf ?

* .See tlie ancient Ballads of /f / hifniiie Vengador, and Calaynos.
t From the Spanish. BdliFs Floresta. No. 282.
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Or wlio takes note of every flowor that dies ?

Heigho ! I wish Victorian would come.
Dolores !

{Turns to lay down her hook, and perceives the Count.)

Ha!
Lara. Senora, pai-don me !

Prec. How's this? Dolores!
Lara. Pardon nie

—

Prec. Dolores

!

Lara. Be not alarmed ; I found no one in waiting.
If I have been too hold

—

Prec. (tiiriiiiKj her back upon hun.) You are too bold!
Retire ! retire, and leave me !

Lara, Jly dear lady,
First hear me ! I beseech you, let me speak !

'Tis for your good I come.

'

Prec. {turniiuj toivard him vith iudi(/)iafion). Begone! Begone!
You are tlie Count of Lara, but your deeds
AVould make tiie statues of your" ancestors
Blush on tlieir tombs! Is it Castilian honor,
Is it Castilian pride, to steal in here
Upon a friendless girl to do her wrong ?

shame ! siiame ! sliame! that you, a nobleman,
Should be so little nolde in vour thoughts
As to send jewels here to win ni}' love,
And tliink lo buy my honor witli your gold !

1 have no words to tell you how I scorn you !

Begone ! The sight of you is hateful to me !

Begone, I say !

Lara. Be calm ; I will not harm you.
Prec. Because you dare not.
Lara. I dare anything.

Therefore beware ! You are deceived in me.
In this false world, we do not always know
Who are our friends, and who our enemies.
\ye all liave enemies, and all need friends.
Even you, fair Preciosa, here at court
Have foes, who seek to wrong you.

Prec. If to this
I owe the honor of the present visit,

You might have s[)ared the coming. Having spoken,
Once more 1 beg you, leave me to myself.

Lara. I thought it but a friendly part to tell you
What stninge reports are current here in town.
For my own self. I do not credit them ;

Btit there are many who, not knowing you.
Will lend a readicu' ear.

I'rec. There was no need
That you should take upon yoiuself the (luty
Of telling me these tales.
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Lara. Malicious tongues
Are ever busy with your name.

Free. Alas!
I have no protectors, I am a poor girl.
Exposed to insults and unfeeling jests.

'

They wound me, yet I cannot shield myself.
I give no cause for these reports, I live
Retired; am visited by none,

Lara. By none?
U, thtn, indeed, you are much wronged!

Prec. How mean you?
Lara. Nay, nay, I will not wound your gentle soul

By the report of idle tales.

Prec. Speak out.
What are these idle tales ? You need not spare me.

Lara. I will deal frankly with you. Pardon me;
This window, a? I think, looks toward the street,
And this into tbe Prado, does it not?
In yon high house, beyond the garden wall,

—

You see the roof tij ere just above the trees,—
There lives a friend, who told me yesterday,
That on a certain night,—be not offended
If I too plainly speak,—he saw a man
Climb to your chamber window. You are silent!
I would not blame you, being young and fair—

{H« tries to embrace her. She starts back and draws a dagger from her
bosom.)

Free. Beware! Beware! I am a Gypsy girl!
Lay not your hand upon me. One step nearer
And I will strike!

Lara. Pray you, put up that dagger.
Fear not.

Free. I do not fear. I have a heart
In whose strength I can trust.

""-

Lara. Listen to me.
I come here as your friend,—I am your friend—,
And by a single word can put a stop
To all those idle tales, and make your name
Spotless as lilies are. Here on my knees,
Fair Preciosa! on my knees I swear,
I love y..u even to madness, and that love
Has driven me to break the rules of custom.
And force myself unmasked into your presence.

("VicTOBiAN enters behind)

Free. Eise, Count of Lara! That is not the place
For such as you are. It becomes you not
To kneel before me. I am str ngely moved
To see one of your rank thus low and humbled;
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For your sake I will put aside all anger,

All unkiiul feeling, all dislike, and speak
111 gentleness, as most becomes a woman,
And as my heart now prompts me. I no more
Will hate you, for all liate is jtainful to me.

Bnt if. without offending modesty
And tliat reserve wiiicii is a woman's glory,

I may speak freely, I will teach my heart

To love you.
Lava. O sweet angel

!

Prec. Ay, in truth,

Far better tlian you love yourself or me.
Lara. Give me some sign of this,—the slightest token.

Let me but kiss your hand !

Prec. Nay, come no nearer.

The words I utter are its sign and token.

MisundtrsLand me not ! Be not deceived !

Tlie love wherewith I love you is not such
As you would offer me. For you came here

To take me from tiie only tiling I have,

]Mv lionor. You are wealthy, you iiave friends

And kindred, and a thousand pleasant hopes

That till your heart witli happiness ; hut I

Am poor, and friendless, liaving but one treasure ;

And you would take that from me. and for what?
To flatter your own vanity, and make me
What you'would most despise. O Sir, such love,

That seeks to h.irm me. (jannot be true love.

Indeed it cannot. But my love for you
Is of a different kind. It seeks your good.

It is a holier feeling. It rebukes
Your earthly passion, your unchaste desires.

And bids you look into your heart, and see

How you do wrong tliat Ijetter nature in you,

And grieve your soul with sin.

Lara. I swear to you,

I would not harm you ; I would oidy love you.

I would not tnke yo\ir honor, but restore it,»

And in return 1 ask but some sliglit mark
Of your affection. If indeed you love me.
As vou confess you do, O let me thus
Witli this embrace

—

Vict, {nialilmi fonrard). Hold! Hold! This is too much.
What means tiiis outrage?
Lara. First, what right have you

To nuestion thus a nobleman of Spain ?

Vict. I too am noble, and you are no more

!

Out of my sight

!

Ijtra. Are you the master here?
Vict. Ay. here and elsewhere, wlnMi the wrong of others

Gives me tlie right !

Prec. {to Laua) Go, 1 beseech you, go !
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Vict. I shall have business with you, Count, anon !

Lara. You cannot come too soon. \^Exit.

Free. Victorian.

we have been betrayed !

Vict. Ha ! ha ! betrayed I

'Tis I liave been betrayed, not we !—not we !

Prec. Dost thou imagine

—

Vict. I imagine nothing :

1 see how 't is thou whilest the time away
When I am gone !

Free. O speak not in that tone
It wounds me deeply.

Vict. 'T was not meant to flatter.

Free. Too well thou knowest the presence of that man
Is luiteful to me !

Vict. Yet I saw thee stand
And listen to him, when he told his love.

Free. I did not heed his words.
Vict. Indeed thou didst.

And answeredest them with love.

Free. Hadst thou heard all

—

Vict. I heard enough.
Free. Be not so angr}^ with me.
Vict. I am not angry : I am very calm.
Free. If thou wilt let me speak

—

Vict. Nay, say no moi'e.

I know too much already. Thou art false I

I do not like these Gypsy marriages !

Where is the ring I gave thee ?

Free. In my casket.

Vict. There let it rest ! I would not have thee wear it

:

I tliought thee spotless, and thou art polluted !

Free, I call tlie Heavens to witness

—

Vict. Nay, nay, nay I

Take not the name of Heaven upon thy lips

!

They are forsworn !

Fi-ec. Victorian ! dear Victorian !

Vict. I gave up all for thee ; myself, my fame,
My hopes of fortune, ay, my very soul

!

And thou hast been my ruin ! Now, go on !

Laugh at my folly with thy paramour.
And. sitting on the Count of Lara's knee.

Say what a poor, fond fool Victorian was !

( He casts her from Mm and imshes out.)

Prec. And this from thee !

(Scene closes.)

Scene V. The Count of Lara's rooms. Enter the Count,

Lara. There's nothing in this world so sweet as love,
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And next to love the sweetest tiling is hate !

I've learned to hate, and tlierefore am revenged.
A silly girl to i)lay the prude with me !

The fire that I have kindled !

—

{Enter Francisco.)

Well, Francisco,

What tidings from Don Juan !

Fran. Good, my lord
;

He will be present,
Lara. And the Duke of Lermos ?

Fran. Was not at home.
Lara. How with the rest ?

Fran. I've found
The men j'ou wanted. They will all be there,

And at the given signal raise a whirlunid
Of such discordant noises, that the dance
Must cease for lack of music.

Ijtra. Bravely done.
Ah ! little dost thou dream, sweet Preciosa,

What lies in wait for thee. Sleep shall not close

Thine eyes this night ! Give me my cloak and sword.
[Exennt.

Scene VI. A retired spot beyond the city gates.

Enter Victorian and Hypolito.

Vict. O shame ! O shame ! Why do I walk abroad
By daylight, wlien the very sunshine mocks me.
And voices, and familiar siglits and sounds
Gry " Hide tliyseif "'

! O what a thin partition

Doth sliut out from the curious world the knowledge
Of evil deeds that have been done in darkness !

Disgrace lias many tongues. My fears are windows,
'I'iirough wiiich all eyes seem gazing. Every face

Expresses some suspicion of my siiame,

And in derision seems to smile at me !

Hypo. Did I not caution thee ! Did I not tell thee

I was but half persuaded of her virtue?
Vict. An<l y<'t, Ilypolito, we miiy be wrong.

We may be over-liasly in coiKlemning !

The Count of Lara is a cursed villain.

Hypo. And therefore is she cursed, loving him.
Vict. Slie does not love him ! 'Tis for gold ! for gold 1

Hypo. Ay, but remember, in the public streets

lie sliows a golden ring tiie Gypsy gave him,
A seri)ent with a ruby in its mouth.

Vict. Slie liad tiiat ring from mo! God ! she is false!

lint 1 will l)e reveiigt'il ! The hour is passed.
Wiiere .stays the coward?

Uy})!). Nay, ho is no coward
;

A villain, if thou wilt, but not a coward.
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I've seen him play with swords ; it is his pastime,
And therefore be not over-confident,
He'll task tliy skill anon. Look, here he comes.

(Enter Lara, folloioed by Francisco.)

Lara. Good-evening, gentlemen.
Hypo. Good-evening, Count.
Lara. I trust I liave not kept you long in waiting.

Vict. Not long, and yet too long. Are you prepared?
Lara. I am.
Hypo. It grieves me much to see this quarrel

Between you, gentlemen. Is there no way
Left open to accord this difference.

But you must make one with your swords ?

Vict. No! none!
I do entreat th^e, dear Hypolito.
Stand not between me and my foe. Too long
Our tongues have spoken. Let these tongues of steel

End our debate. Upon your guard. Sir Count I

(They fight. Victorian disarms the Count.)

Your life is mine ; and what shall now withhold, me
From sending your vile soul to its account?
Lara. Strike ! strike !

Vict. You are disarmed. I will not kill you.

I will not murder you, Take up your sword.

(Francisco Jiands the Count his sword, and Hypolito interposes.'^

Hypo. Enough I Let it end here ! The Count of Lara
Has shown himself a brave man, and Victorian

A generous one, as ever. Now be friends.

Put up your swords ; for, to speak frankly to you,
Your cause of quarrel is too slight a thing
To move you to extremes.
Lava. I am content

I sought no quarrel. A few liasty words,
Sjjoken in tlie heat of blood, have led to tiiis.

Vict. Nay, something more than that.

Lara. I understand you.
Tlierein I did not mean to cross your path.

To me the door stood open, as to others.

But, had I known tlie girl belonged to you.

Never would I have sought to win her from you.

The truth stands now revealed ; she has been false

To both of us.

Vict. Ay. false as hell itself !

Lara. In truth I did not seek her ; siie sought me

;

And told me iiow to win her, telling mo
The hours when she was oftenest left alone.
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Vict. Say, can you prove this to me ! O, pluck out
These awful doubts, tliat goad me into madness

!

Let me know all ! all ! all

!

Lara, You shall know all.

Here is my page, who was tlie messenger
Between us. Question him. Was it not so,

Francisco ?

Fran. Ay, my lord.

Lara. If fartlier proof
Is needful. I have here a ring she gave me.

Vict. Pray let me see that ring ! It is the same !

{Throws it upon the groiviid, and tramples upon it.)

Thus maj' she perish who once wore that ring I

Thus do I spurn her from me ; do tlius trample
Her memory in the dust ! O Count of Lara,
We botli have been abused, been mucliabu.sed !

I tliank you for your courtesy and frai.kness.

Though, like the surgeon's hand, yours gave me pain,
Yet it has cured my blindness, and I thank you.
I now can see the folly I have done,
Thougli 't is, alas ! too late. So fare you well

!

To night I leave this hateful town forever.

Regard me as your friend. Once more, farewell

!

Hypo. Farewell, Sir Count.
[Exeunt Victorian and Hypolito.

Lara. Farewell ! farewell

!

Thus have I cleared the field of my worst foe !

I have none else to fear ; the fight is done,
The citadel is stormed, the victory won !

[Exit ivith Francisco.

Scene VII. A lane in the suburbs. Night. Enter Cruzado and
Bartolome.

Cruz. And so. Bartolome, the expedition failed. But where wast
thou for the most part ?

Bart. In the Guadarrama mountains, near San Ildefonso.
(Jruz. And thou bringest nothing back willi thee? Didst thou

rob no one ?

Bart. Tliere was no one to rob. save a party of .students from
Segovia, who looked as if tliey would rob us ; and a jolly little friar,

who had nothing in his pockets but a missal and a loaf of bread.
Cruz. Pray, then, what brings thee back to Madrid ?

Bart. First tell me what keeps tlice here?
Cruz. Preciosa.
Bart. And slie brings me back. Hast thou forgotten thy promise ?

Cruz. The two years are not pa.ssed yet. Wait patiently. The
girl shall be thine.
Barf. I hear she has a Busne lover.

Cruz. That is notliing.

Bart. I do not like it. I hate him,—the son of a Busne harlot.
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He goes in and out, and speaks with her alone, and I must >5tand

aside, and wait his pleasure.
Cruz, Be patient, I say. Thou shalt have thy revenge. When the

time comes, thou shalt waylay him.
Bart. Meanwhile, show me her liouse.

Cruz. Come tliis wa3\ But thou wilt not find her. She dances at
the play to-night.
Bart. No matter. Show me the house. [Exe^lnt.

Scene VIII. The Tlieatre. The orchestra plays the cavhucha.
Sound of castanets behind the scenes. The curtain rises, and discov-
ers Pkeciosa in the attitude of commencing the dance. The ca-
chucha. Tuimdt ; hisses ; cries of ' • Brava

!

" and '

' Afuera

!

" She
fcdters and pauses. The music stoj^s. General confusion. Pre-
ciosA faints.

Scene IX. The Count of Lara's chambers. Lara and his friends
at supper.

Lara. So, Caballeros, once more many thanks !

You have stood by me bravely in this matter.
Pray, fill your glasses.

Don J. Did j'ou mark, Don Luis,
How pale she looked, wlien first the noise began.
And tlien stood still, with her large ej'es dilated !

Her nostrils spread ! her lips ajiart ! lier bosom
Tumultuous as the sea !

Don L. I pitied her.

Lara. Her pride is humbled ; and this very night I mean to visit

her.

Don J. Will you serenade her?
Lara. No music ! no more music !

Don L. Why not music ?

It softens many hearts.

Lara, Not in the humor
She now is in. Music would madden her.

Don J. Tiy golden cymbals.
Don L. Yes, try Don Dinero

;

A mighty wooer is your Don Dinero.
Lara. To tell the truth, then, I have bribed her maid.

But, Caballeros, you dislike this wine.
A bumper and away ; for the night wears.
A health to Preciosa !

{They rise and drink.)

All. Preciosa.

Lara, (holding up his glass) . Thou bright and flaming minister of
Love I

Thou wonderful magican ! who hast stolen

My secret from me, and mid sighs of passion
Caught from my lips, with red and fiery tongue,
Her precious name 1 O never more henceforth
Shall mortal lips press thine ; and never more
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A mortal name l>e whispered in tliine ear.

(ju ! keep my secret !

{Drinks and dashes the gohlet doivn.)

Don J. lie! viissa est !

{Scene closes.)

Scene X. Street and garden n-all. Night. Enter Cruzado and
Bartolome.

Cruz. Tliis is tlie garden wall, and above it, yonder, is her lioiise,

Tlie window in wiiieh thou seest the light is her window. But we
will not Ko in now.
Bart. Why not?
L'rnz. Because she is not at home.
Bart. No matter; we can wait. But how is this? Tlie gate is

hulti'd. (Simnd of gnitars, and voices in a neighboring street.)

Hark ! There comes her lover with his infernal serenade ! Hark !

Song.

Good-night ! Good-night, beloved I

I come to watch o'er thee !

To be near tliee.—to be near thee,
Alone is peace for me.

Thine eyes are stars of morning,
Thy lips are crimson flowers !

Good-night ! Good-night, beloved.
While I count the weary hours.*

Cniz. They are not coming this way.
Bart. Wait, they begin again.

Song {coming nearer).

All ! thou moon that shinest
Argent-clear above !

All night long enligliten

i\[y sweet lady-love !

Moon that shinest,

All night long enlighten I

Bart. Woe be to him, if he comes this waj' I

Cruz. Be quiet, they are passing down the street.

Song {dying away).

The nuns in the cloister

Sang to each other
;

For so many sisters

Is there not one brother I

* From the Spniiisli ; .is nre likewise the songs immediately following, and that which com-
mences the first s( euu uf Act 1 1

1
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Ay, for the partridge, mother !

The cat has run away with the partridge I

Puss ! puss ! puss I

Bart. Follow that ! follow that ! Come with me, Puss I puss I

(Exeunt. On the opposite side enter the Count of Lara and gentle-
men, with Francisco.

)

Lara. The gate is fast. Over the wall, Francisco,
And draw the bolt. There, so and so, and over.
Now, gentlemen, come in. and help me scale
Yon balcony. How now ? Her light still burns.
Move warily. Make fast the gate, Francisco.

{Exeunt. Reenter Cruzado and Bartolome.)

Bart. They went in at the gate. Hark ! I hear them in the gar-
den. (Tries the gate.) Bolted again! Vive Christo! Follow me
over tiie wall.

{They climh the loall.)

Scene XI. Preciosa's bed-chamber. Midnight. She is sleeping in an
armchair, in an undress. Dolores iratching her.

Dolo. Slie sleeps at last

!

{Opens the window and listens.)

All silent in the street,

And in the garden. Hark !

Prec. (in her sleep). I must go hence !

Give me my cloak !

Dolo. He comes ! I hear his footsteps !

Prec. Go tell them that I cannot dance to-night

;

I am too ill ! Look at nie ! See the fever
That burns upon my cheek ! I must go hence.
I am too weak to dance.

{Signal from the garden.)

Dolo. (from the windoio) . Who 's there ?

Voice (from belojo). A friend.

Dolo. I will undo the door. Wait till I come.
Prec. I must go hence. I pray you do not harm me I

Shame ! shame ! to treat a feeble woman thus I

Be you l)ut kind, I will do all things for you.
I 'm ready now,—give me my castanets.
Where is Victorian ? Oh, tliose hateful lamps I

They glare upon me like an evil eye.

I cannot stay. Hark ! how they mock at me I

They hiss at me like serpents ! Save me ! .save me I

{Slie ivakes.)

How late is it, Dolores?
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Dolo. It is midiiiglit.

Prec. We must be patient. Smooth this pillow for me.

(She sleeps again. Noise from the garden and voices.)

Voice. Muera

!

Another Voice. O villains ! villains!

Lara. So ! have at you !

Voice. Take that

!

Lara. O. I am wounded !

Dolo. {shutting the ivindow). Jesu Maria f

ACT III.

Scene I, A cro-ssroad through a wood. In, the backgrotmd a distant
village spire. Victorian and Hypolito, as travelling students,
until guitars, sitting under the trees. YIyfoiato plays and sings.

Song.

All, Love !

Perjured, false, treacherous Love I

Enemy
Of all that inankind may not rue !

Most untrue
To him wlio keeps most faith with thee.

Woe is me

!

The falcon has the eyes of the dove.
Ah. Love !

Perjured, false, treacherous Love 1

Vici. Yes, Love is very busy with his shuttle,
Is ever weaving;; into life's dull warp
Brifjlit, gorgeous flowers and scenes Arcadian

;

Hanging our gloomy prison-liouse about
Witli tapestries, (hat make its walls dilate

In never-ending vistas of delight.

Hijpo. Thinking to walk in those Arcadian pastures,
Thou liast run thy noble head against the wall.

Song {continued.)

Thy deceits
Give us clearly to comprehend,

Whitiier tend
All thy pleasures, all thy sweets!

They are cheats.
Thorns below and flowers above.

All. Love !

Perjured, false, treaclierous Love I

Vict. A very pretty song. I thank thee for i(.
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Hypo. It suits thy case.
^'c^- Indeed, I think it does.

What wise man wrote it ?

Hypo. Lopez Maldonado.
Vict. In truth, a pretty song.
Hiipo. Witli mucli truth in it.

I hope tiiou wilt profit by it ; and in earnest
Trj' to forget tliis lady of tliy love.

Vict. I will forget her I All dear recollections
Pressed in my lieart, like flowers within a book,
Shall be torn out, and scattered to the winds !

I will forget her ! But perhaps hereafter.
When she shall learn liow heartless is the world,
A voice v.-ithin her will repeat my name,
And she will say, " He was indeed my friend !

"

O, would I were a soldier, not a scholar,
That the loud march, the deafening beat of drums,
The shattering blast of the brass-throated trumpet.
The din of arms, the onslaught and the storm.
And a swift death, might make me deaf forever
To the upbi-aidings of this foolish heart !

Hypo. Then let that foolish heart upbraid me more!
To conquer love, one need but will to conquer.

Vict. Yet, good Hypolito, it is in vain
I throw into Oblivion's sea the sword
That pierces lae ; for. like Excalibar,
With gemmed and flashing hilt, it will not sink.
There rises from below a hand that grasps it,

And waves it in the air ; and wailing voices
Are heard along the sliore.

Ifypo. And yet at last
Down sank Excalibar to rise no more.
This is not well. In truth, it vexes me.
Instead of whistling to the steeds of Time,
To make them jog on merrily with life's burden.
Like a dead weight thou hangest on the wheels.
Thou art too young, too full of lusty health
To talk of dying.

Vict. Yet I fain would die !

To go through life, mdoving and unloved
;

To feel that thirst and hunger of the soul
We cannot still ; that longing, that wild impulse.
And struggle after something we have not
Anil caimot have ; the effort to be strong

;

And, like the Spartan boy, to smile, and smile,
While secret wounds do bleed beneatli the cloaks
All this the dead feel not,—the dead alone !

Would I were with them !

Hypo. We shall all be soon
Vict. It cannot be too soon ; for I am weary

Of the bewildering masquerade of Life,
Where strangers walk as friends, and friends as strangers

;
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Where whispers overheard betray false liearts
;

And tlirough the mazes of the crowd we cliase

Some form of loveliness, that smiles, and beckons,
And clieats lis witli fair words, only to leave us
A mockery and a jest ; maddened,—confused,

—

Not knowing friend from foe.

Hypo. Why seek to know ?

Enjoy the merry shrove-tide of thy youtli

!

Take each fair mask for what it gives itself,

Nor strive to look beneath it.

Vict. I confess.

That were the wiser part. But Hope no longer
Comforts my soul. I am a wretched man,
Mucli like a poor and shipwrecked mariner.
Who, struggling to climb up into tlie boat.

Has both his bruised and bleeding hands cut off,

And sinks again into tlie weltering sea,

Helpless and liopeless !

Hijpo. Yet thou shalt not perish.

Tlie strength of tliine own arm is tliy salvation.

Above thy head, tlirough rifted clouds, tliere shines

A glorious star. Be patient. Trust thy star !

(Sound of a village hell in the distance.)

Vict. Ave Maria ! I hear the sacristan

Ringing the chimes from yonder village belfry !

A solemn sound, that echoes far and wide
Over the red roofs of the cottages.

And bids tlie laboring hind a-field. the shepherd,
^Juarding his flock, the lonely muleteer,
And all the crowd in village streets, stand still,

And breathe a prayer unto the blessed Virgin !

Hypo. Amen! amen! Not half a league from hence
The village lies.

Vict. This path 'will lead us to it,

Over the wheat fields, where the shadows sail

Across the running sea, now green, now blue,

And, like an idle mariner on the main,
Whistles the ipiail. Come, let us hasten on.

[Exei.int.

^ CENE H. Public square in the village of Gitadarrama. The Ave
Maria still tolling. A croivd of villagers, n-ith their liatsin their

}iaiids,as if in pratjcr. In front, a grotip of Gijpsics. The bell

rings rings a merrier peal. A Gypsy dance. Enter Pancho Peuuo
followed by CUESPO.

Pan. Make room, ye vagabonds and (Jypsy thieves 1

Make room for the Alcalde and for me !

Pedro ('. Keep silence all ! 1 have an edict liere

From our most gracious lord, the King of .Spain,
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Jerusalem, and the Canary Islands,
Which I shall publish in the market-place.
Open your ears and listen !

{Enter the Padre Cura at the door of his cottage.)

Padre Cura,
Good-day ! and, pray you, hear this edict read.
Padre C. Good-day, and God be with you ! Pray, what is it?
Pedro C. An act of banishment against the Gypsies I

(Agitation and murmurs in the crowd.)

Pan. Silence !

Pedro C. (reads). '• I hereby order and command,
That the Egyptian and Chaldean strangers,
Known by the name of Gypsies, shall henceforth
Be banished from the realm, as vagabonds
And beggars ; and if, after seventy days.
Any be found within our kingdom's bounds,
Tliey shall receive a hundred laslies each

;

The second time, sliall have tlieir ears cut off ;

The third, be shives for life to him who takes them,
Or burned as heretics. Signed, I, tiie King."
Vile miscreants and creatures unbaptized 1

You hear the law ! Obey and disappear !

Pan. And if in seventy days you are not gone,
Dead or alive I make you all my slaves.

(Tlie Gjjpsies go-out in confiision, showing signs offear and discon-
ten t. Pancho follows.

)

Padre C. A righteous law ! A very righteous law !

Pray you sit down.
Pedro C. I thank you heartily.

(lliey seat them.'ielves on a bench at tJie Padre Cura's door. Sounds
of guitar.^ heard at a distance, approaching during the dialogue
wJiicJi follows.)

A very rigliteous judgment, as you say.

Now tell me, Padre Cura,—you know all things,

—

How came these Gypsies into Spain ?

Padre C. Why, look you ;

They came with Hercules from Palestine,
And hence are tiiieves and vagrants, Sir Alcalde,
A i the Sinioniiics from Simon Magus.
And, look j'ou, as Fray Jayme Bleda says,

There are a livmdred marks to prove a Moor
Is not a Christian, so 't is with the Gypsies.
They never marry, never go to mass,
Never ba^ *^ize their children, nor keep Lent,
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NTor see the inside of a cliurch,—nor—nor
Pedro C. Good reasons, good, substantial reasons all

!

No matter for the otlier ninetj-five.

They should be burned, I see it plain enough,
They should be burned.

(Enter Victorian and Hypolito jjlaying.)

Padre C. And praj', wliom have we liere?

Pedro C. More vagrants ! By Saint Lazarus, more vagrants !

Hypo. Good-evening, gentlemen! Is this GuadarramaV
Padre C. Yes, Guadarrama, and good-evening to you.
Hypo. We seek the Padre Cura of the village

;

And, judging from your dress and reverend mien,
i'ou naust be he.

Padre C. I am. Pray, what's your pleasure ?

Hypo. We are poor students, travelling in vacation.

You know this mark ?

{Touching the icooden spoon in his hat-band.)

Padre C. (joyfully). Ay, know it, and have worn it.

Pedro C. (aside). Soup-eaters! by the mass! The worst of
vagrants !

And there's no law against them. Sir, your servant. [Exit.

Padre C. Your servant, Pedro Crespo.
Hypo. Padre Cura,

From tlie first moment I beheld your face,

I said within myself, " This is the man !

"

Tliere is a certain something in your looks,

A certain scholar-like and studious something,

—

You understand,—which cannot be mistaken ;

Wliich marks you as a very learned man,
In fine, as one of us.

Vict, (aside). What impudence I

Hypo. As we approached, I said to my companion,
" That is tlie Padre Cura ; mark my words !

"

Meaning your Grace. '• Tlie otlier man." said I,
" Who sits so awkwardly upon the bench,
Must be the sacristan,"
Padre C. Ah ! said you so ?

Why, tliat was Pedro Crespo, the Alcalde !

Hypo. Indeeil ! you much astonish me ! His air
Was not so full of liignity and grace
As an Alcalde's should be.

Padre C. That is true.
He is out of humor with some vagrant Gypsies,
Who have tluur camp liere in (he neighborhood.
There is nothing so uMiiignifii-il as anger.

Hypo. The Pailrc Cura will excuse our boldness.
It from his well-known iiosi)itality,

We crave a lodging for the night.
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Padre C. I pray you !

You do me lionor ! I am but too liappy.

To liave siicli guests beneath my humble roof.

It is not often that I have occasion
To speak with scholars ; and Emollit mores,
Nee shut esse feros, Cicero says.

Hypo. 'T is Ovid, is it not ?

Padre C. No, Cicero.

Hypo. Your Grace is right. You are the better scholar.

Now what a dunce was I to tliink it Ovid !

But liang me if it is not I (Aside.)

Padre 0. Pass this way.
He was a very great man, was Cicero !

Pray j ou, go in, go in ! no ceremony. [Exeunt.

Scene III. A room in the Padre Cuba's house. Enter the Padre
and Hypolito.

Padre C. So then, Senor, you come from Alcala
I am glad to hear it. It was there I studied.

Hypo. And left behind an honored name, no doubt.
How may I call your Grace ?

Padre C. Geronimo
De Santillana, at your Honor's service.

Hypo. Descended from the Marquis Santillana?

From the distinguished poet ?

Padre C. From the Marquis,
Not from the poet.

Hypo. Why, they were the same.
Let me embrace you ! O some lucky star

Has brought me hither ! Yet once more !—once more I

Your name is ever green in Alcala,

And our professor, when we are unruly,

Will shake his hoary head, and say, " Alas!

It was not so in Santillana's time !

"

Padre C. I did not tiiink my name remembered there.

Hypo. More than remembered ; it is idolized.

Padre C. Of what professor speak j'ou?

Hypo. Timoneda.
Padre C. I don't remember any Timoneda.
Hypo. A grave and sombre man, whose beetling brow

O'er'hangs the rushing current of his speech
As rocks o'er rivers hang. Have you forgotten ?

Padre C. Indeed, I have. O, tiiose were pleasant days,

Those college days ! I ne'er shall see the like !

I liad not buried then so many hopes

!

I had not buried then so many friends !

I've turned my back on what was then before me
;

And the bright faces of my young companions
Are wiinkled like my own, or ai-e no more.
Do you remember Cueva?
Hyjw. Cueva ? Gueva ?
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Padre C. Fool tliat I am ! He was before your time.

You're a mere boy, and I am an old man.
Hypo. I sbouM not like to try my strength with you.
Padre C. Well* well. But I forget ; you must be hungry,

Martina ! ho ! Martina ! 'T is my niece.

{Enter Martina.)

Hi/po. You may be proud of such a niece as that.

I wish I Iiad a niece. Emollit mores. (Aside.)

lie was a very great man, was Cicero !

Your servant, fair Martina.
Mart. Servant, sir.

Padre C. Tiiis gentleman is hungry. S^f tiiuu to it.

Let us have supper.
Mart. 'T will he ready soon.

Padre C. And bring a bottle of my Val-de-Penas
Out of tlie celhir. Stay ; I'll go myself.
Pray you, Senor, excuse me. [Exit.

Hypo. Hist ! Martina I

One word with you. Bless me ! what handsome eyes !

To-day there have been Gypsies in tlie vilhige.

Is it not so?
Mart. There have been Gypsies liere.

Hypo. Yes, and tiiey told your fortune.

Mart, (einbarrassed)

.

Told my fortune ?

Hypo. Yes, }'es ; I know tliey did. Give me your hand.
I'll tell you wliat they said. They said,—they said,

The shepherd boy that loved you was a clown,
And liim you sIiouM not marry. Was it not ?

Mart, (surjjrised). How know you that ?

Hypo. O, I know more than tliat.

What a soft, little hand ! And then they said,

A cavalier from court, handsome, and tall

And rich, should come one day to marry you.
And you sliould be a lady. Was it not?
He lias arrived, the liandsome cavalier.

{Tries to kiss lier. She runs off. Enter Victorian, with a letter.)

Vict. The muleteer has come.
Hypo. So soon ?

Vict. I found him
Sitting .'it supper by the tavern door,
.And, from a jjitchcr that he lield aloft

His wiiole arm's length, drinking tlie blood-red wine.
Hypo. What news from Court ?

Vivt. He brought this letter only. {Reads.)
O cursed perfidy ! Why did I let

Tliiit lying tongue deceive m«> ! Preciosa,
Swi'et Brecios.i ! how art thou av(Mige<l !

f/ypo. What news is this, that makes thy cheek turn pale,

And thy hand tremble?
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Vict. O, most infamous !

The Count of Lara is a damned villain !

Hypo. That is no news, forsooth.
Vict. He strove in vain

To steal from me tlie jewel of my soul,

The love of Preciosa. Not succeeding,
He swore to be revenged ; and set on foot
A plc«t to ruin her, which has succeeded.
Slie has been hissed and liooted from the stage,
Her reputation stained by slanderous lies

Too foul to speak of ; and, once more a beggar,
She roams a wanderer over God's green earth,
Housing with Gypsies !

Hypo. To renew again
The Age of Gold, and make the sliepherd swains
Desperate with love, like Gasper Gil's Diana.
Redit et Virgo !

Vict. Dear Hypolito,
How have I wronged tliat meek, confiding heart I

I will go seek for her ; and witii my tears
Wash out tlie wi-ong I've done her !

Hypo. O bevs^are I

Act not tliat folly o'er again.
Vict. Ay,folly,

Delusion, madness, call it what thou wilt,
I will confess my weakness,—I still love her !

Still fondly love her !

{Enter the Vaviry.Cvra..)

Hypo. Tell us. Padre Cura,
Who are these Gj'psies in the neighViorhood ?

Padre C. Beltran Cruzado and his crew.
Vict. Kind Heaven,

I thank thee ! She is found ! is found again !

Hypo. And have they with them a pale, beautiful girl,

Called Preciosa ?

Padre C. Ay, a pretty girl.

The gentleman seems moved.
Hypo. Yes, moved with hunger

;

He is half famished with this long day's journey.
Padre C. Then, i^ray you, come this way. The supper waits.

[Exeunt.

Scene IV. A post-house on the road to Segovia, not far from the
village of Giiadarrama. Enter Chispa, cracking a whip and sing-
ing tlie Cachnclia.

Chispa. Hallo ! Don Fulano ! Let us liave horses, and quickly.
Alas, poor Chispa! what a dog's life dost thou lead! I thought,
when I left my old master Victorian, the student, to serve nij' new
master Don Carlos, tlie gentleman, that 1, too, should lead the life
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of a gentleman ; should go to hed early, and get up late. For when
the abbot plays cards, wli.it can you expect of the friars ? But, in

running away from the tluinder, I have run into the lightning.

Here I am in hot chase after my master and his (iypsy girl. And a
good begituiing of the week it is, as he said \\ ho was hanged on
Monday morning.

(Enter Don Carlos.)

Don C. Ai-e not the horses ready yet ?

Chisjvi. I sliould tiiink not, for the liostler .seem.s to be asleep.

Ho! within there ! Horses! horses ! horses ! (He knocks at the gate
with his irliij), and enter Mosquito, j^^ittinrj on his jacket.)

Mos. Pray, have little patience. I'm not a musket.
Chinpa. Healtli ami i)istareens ! I'm glad to see you come on

dancing, jiadre ! Pray, what's the news?
Mos. You cannot have fresli horses ; because there are none.
Chispa. Cachiporra ! Throw that bone to another dog. Dol look

like your aunt ?

Mns. No ; she has a beard.
Chispa. Go tf) ! go to !

Mos. Are you from Madrid ! <

Chispa. Yes ; and going to Estramadura. Get us horses.
Mos. What's the news at Court ?

Chispa. Why, the latest news is, that I am going to set up a coach,
and I have already bought the whip.

(Strikes liim round the legs.)

Mos. Oh ! oh ! you hurt me !

Don. C Enoughof this folly. Let us liave horses. (Gives money
to JIOSQUITO.) It is almost dark ; and we are in haste. But tell me,
has a hand of Gyjjsies passed tiiis way of lute?

^[os. Yes ; and they are still in the neighborhood.
Don. C. And where?
Mos. Across the fields yonder, in the woods near Guadarrama.

[Exit.
Don C. Now this is lucky. We will visit the Gypsy camp.
Chispa. Are you not afraid of the evil eye ?

*

Have you a stag's iiorn witii you ?

J)())i ('. Fear not. We will pass the night at the village.
Chispa. And sleep like the Squires of Hernan Daza, nine under

one blanket.
Don C. I hope we may find the Preciosa among them.

• In the Gilano language, casting tlie evil eye is ctlWcA Quere/ar vasula, which sim|)ly means
making sick, and wliith, a< cording to the common superstition, is accomplislicd by c,\sting an
evil Ifjok at people, especially children, who, from the tenderness ol their constitution, are

supposed to he more easily bliglited than those of a more mature age. After receiving the
evil glance, they fall sick, and die in a few hours.

" The Spaniards have very litlle lo say respecting the evil eye, though the belief in it is very
prevalent, especially in Anadalusia, amongst the lower ordi'rs. A slag's horn is considered a
good safeguard, and on that account a small horn, tifipcd with silver, is frequently attached to

the children's necks by means of a cord braided from the hair of a black mare's tail. .Should

the evil glance be cast, it is imagined that the horn receives it, and iiistanlly snaps asunder.
Such horns may be purchased in somo of the silversmiths' shops at .Seville."

HoKROw's /.incali. Vol. I. ch. ix.



112 LONGFELLOW'S POEMS.

Chispa. Among the Squires ?

Don C No ; among tlie Gypsies, blockhead !

Chispa. I liope we may ; for we are giving ourselves trouble enough
on her account. Don't you think so ? However, there is no catch-
ing trout without wetting one's trousers. Yonder come the liorses.

[Exeunt.

Scene V. TJie Gypsy camp in the forest. Night, Gypsies ivoi^Jcing at
a forge. Others playing cards by the firelight.

Gyps, {at the forge sing).

On the top of a mountain I stand,
Witli a crown of red gold in my hand.
Wild Moors come trooping over the lea,

O how from tlieir fury shall I flee, flee, flee?

O how from their fury shall I flee ?
*

First Gyj)s. (playing). Down with your John-Dorados, my
pigeon. Down with your John-Dorados, and let us make an end.

Gyps, '{at the forge sing.)

Loud sang the Spanish cavalier
And thus his ditty ran :

God send the Gypsy lassie here,

And not the Gypsy man.

First Gyp. {playing). There you are in your morocco !

Second Gyp. One inore game. The Alcalde's doves against the

Padre Cura's new moon.
Fii'st Gyp. Have at you, Chirelin.

Gyps, {at the forge sing)

.

At midnight when the moon began
To show her silver flame,

There came to him no Gypsy man,
The Gypsy lassie came.

* This and the following scraps of song are from Borrow's Zincali ; or an Account of tite

Gypsies in Spain.
The Gypsy words in the same scene may be thus interpreted;

/ohn-Dorados, pieces of gold.

Figeon. a simpleton.

Ill your tnorocco, stripped.

DoTcs, sheets.

Moon, a shirt.

Chirelin, a thief.

!\[nrcig:alleros, those who steal at nightfall.

Rnstilleros, foot-pads.

Hermit, highway-robber.
Planets, candles.

Commandments, the fingers.

Saint Martin asleep, to rob a person asleep.

Lanterns, eyes.

Goblin, i)olice officer.

Papagayo, a spy.
, ^. , .

Vineyards and DancingJohn, to take flight.
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(^«^cr Beltran Cruzado.)

Cniz. Come hither, Murcigalleros and Rastilleros ; leave work,
leave play ; listen to your orders for the night. {Speaking to the

right.) You will get to the village, mark you, by the stone cross.

Gyps. Ay

!

Cruz {to the left). And you, by the pole with the hermit's head
upon it.

Gyps. Ay

!

Cruz. As soon as you see the planets are out, in with you, and be
busy with the ten commandments, under the sly, and Saint Martin
asleep. D' ye hear?

Gyps. Ay

!

Cruz. Keep your lanterns open, and, if you see a goblin or a papa-
gayo, take to your trampers. Vineyards and dancing John '' is the
word. Am I cominehended ?

Gyps. Ay ! ay !

Cruz. Away, then !

{Exeunt severally. Cruzado wnlks up the stage, and disappears
among the trees. Enter Preciosa.)

Prec. How strangely gleams through the gigantic trees
Tlie red liglit of the forge ! Wild beckoning shadows
Stalk through tlie forest, ever and anon
Rising and bending with the flickering flame.
Then flitting into darkness ! So within me
Strange hopes and fears do beckon to each other,
My brightest iiopes giving dark fears a being.
As the liglit does the sliadow. Woe is me !

How still it is about me, and how lonel\'

!

(Bartolome rushes in.)

Bart. Ho ! Preciosa !

Prec. O, Bartolome I

Tiiou here?
Bart. Lo ! I am here.
Prec. Wlience comest thou ?

Bai't. From tlie rough ridges of tiie wild Sierra,
Erom caverns in the rocks, from hunger, tliirst,

And fever ! Like a wild wolf to the siieepfold
Come I for thee, my lamb !

Prec. O toucli me not
Tlie Count of Lara's blood is on thy hands !

The Count of Lara's curse is on tliy soul

!

Do not come near me ! Pray, begone from here !

Thou art in danger ! They have set a price
Upon tliy head !

Bart. Ay. and I've wandered long
Among tlie mountains ; and for many days
Have seen no human face, save the rough swinelierd's.
The wind anrl rain iiave been my .sole comjianion-s.
I shouted to them from the rocks thy name,
And the loud echo .sent it buck to me,

8
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Till I grew mad. I could not stay from thee,
And I am here ! Betray me, if thou wilt.

Prec. Betray thee ? I betray tliee ?

Bart. Preciosa I

I come for thee ! for thee I thus brave death !

Fly with me o'er the borders of this realm !

Fly with me !

Prec. Speak of that no more. I cannot.
I am thine no longer.
Bart. O, recall the time

When we were cliildren ! how we played together,
How we grew up together ; how we plighted
Our hearts unto each other, even in childhood !

Fulfil thy promise, for tlie liour has come.
I am hunted from the kingdom, like a wolf !

Fulfil thy promise.
Prec T was my father's promise,

Not mine. I never gave my heart to thee.
Nor promised thee my hand !

Bart. False tongue of woman !

And heart more false I

Prec. Nay, listen unto me,
I will speak frankly. I have never loved thee ;

I cannot love thee. Tliis is not my fault.
It is my destiny. Thou art a man
Restless and violent. What wouldst thou with me,
A feeble girl, who have not long to live.

Whose heart is broken ? Seek anotiier wife.
Better than I, and fairer ; and let not
Thy rash and headlong moods estrange her from thee.
Thou art unliappy in thi§ hopeless passion.
I never .sought thy love ; never did aught
To make thee love me. Yet I pity thee.
And most of all I pity thy wild heart,
That hurries tliee to crimes and deeds of blood.
Beware, beware of that.
Bart. For thy dear sake,

I will be gentle. Thou shalt teacli me patience.
Prec. Then take this farewell, and depart in peace.

Thou must not linger here.
Bart. Come, come with me.
Prec. Hark ! I hear footsteps.
Bart. I entreat thee, come !

Prec. Away ! It is in vain.
Bart. Wilt thou not come ?

Prec. Never

!

Bart. Tlien woe, eternal woe upon thee !

Thou shalt not be another's. Thou shalt die. {Exit.
Prec. All holy angels keep me in this hour 1

Spirit of her who bore me, look ujwn me

!

Mother of God, the glorified, protect me !

Christ and the saints, be merciful unto me 1
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Yet why should I fear death ? "What is it to die?

To leave all disappointinent. care, and sorrow,

To leave all falstliood, treachery, and unkindness,
All ignominy, sutfering, and despair,

And be at rest forever! O. dull heart.

Be of good cheer ! When thou shalt cease to beat,

Then shalt thou cease to suffer and complain !

(£/(/(?/• ViCTOKiAN and Hypolito behind.)

Vict. 'T is she ! Behold, how beautiful she stands
Under tlie tent-like tree !

Hypo. A woodland nymph I

Vict. I pray thee, stand aside. Leave me.
Hypo. Be wary.

Do not betray thyself too soon.

Vict, (disgtii.sing his voice). Hist! Gypsy!
Prec. (aside with emotion). That voice ! that voice from heaven I

O speak again !

Who is it calls?

Vict. A fi lend.

Pvec. (aside) 'T is he ! 'T is he !

I thank thee, Heaven, that thou hast heard my prayer,
And sent me this protector ! Now be strong.

Be strong, my heart ! 1 must dissemble here.

False friend, or true?
Vict. A true friend to the true.

Fear not ; come hither. So : can you tell fortunes ?

Prec. Not in the dark. Come nearer to the tire.

Give me your hantl. It is not crossed. I see.

Vict, [putting a piece of gold into her hand.) There is the cross.

Prec. Is 't silver ?

Vict. No, 't is gold.

Prec. Tlieie's a fair lady at the Court, who loves you,
And for yourself alone.

Vict. Fie, the old story !

Tell me a better fortune for my money
;

Not this old woman's tale !

Prec. You are passionate ;

And this same passionate humor in your blood
Ibis marred your fortune. Yes; I see it now;
The line of life is crossed b}- many maiks.
Shame ! shame ! O you have wronged the maid who loved you I

How could you do it?

Vict. I never loved a maid
;

For siie 1 loved was then a maid no more.
Prec. How know you that ?

Vict.
'

A little bird in the air

Whispered the secret.

Prec. There, take back your gold !

Your hand is cold, like a deceiver's iiand !

There is n<j i)lessing in its c^harity !

Make lier your wife, for you have been abused ;
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And you shall mend your fortunes, mending liers.

Vict, (aside). How like an angel's speaks tlie tongue of woman,
"When pleading in another's cause lier own !—
That is a pretty ring upon your finger,
T*ray give it nie. [Tries to take Ihe ring.)

Prec. No ; never from my hand
Sliall that be taken !

Vict. Why, 't is but a ring.
I '11 give it back to you; or, if I keep it,

Will give you gold to buy twenty such.
Prec. VVliy would you have tliis ring ?

Vicl. A traveller's fancy,
A whim, and notliing more. I would fain keep it

As a memento of the Gypsy camp
In Guadarrama, and the fortune-teller
Wlio sent me back to wed a widowed maid.
Pray, let me have the ring.

Prec. No, never ! never!
I will not part with it, even when I die

;

But bid my nurse fold my pale fingers tlius,

Tliat it may not fall from them. 'T is a token
Of a beloved friend, who is no more.

Vict. How ? dead ?
Prec. Yes ; dead to me ; and worse than dead.

He is estranged ! And yet I keep tliis ring.
I will rise witli it from my grave liereafter,

To prove to him that I was never false.

Vict, (aside). Be still, my swelling heart ! one moment, still 1

Wliy, 't is tlie folly of a love-sick girl.

Come, give it me, or I will say 'tis mine,
And tliat you stole it.

Prec. O, you will not dare
To utter such a fiendish lie !

Vict. Not dare?
Look in my face, and say if there is aught
I liave not dared, I would not dare for thee !

(SJie rushes into his arms.)

Prec. 'T is thou ! 't is thou ! Yes
;
yes ; my heart's elected I

My dearest-dear Victorian ! my soul's lieaven !

Wlicre has thou been so long? Why didst thou leave me?
Vict. Ask me not now, my dearest Preciosa.

Let me forget we ever have been parted !

Prec. Hadst thou not come

—

Vict. I pray tliee, do not chide me /

Prec. I should have perished here among these Gypsies.
Vict. Forgive me, sweet ! for what I made tliee suffer.

Tliink'st thou this heart could feel a moment's joy,
Thou being absent ? O, Ijelieve it not

!

Indeed, since that sad hour I have not slept.
For thinking of tlie wrong I did to thee !

Dost thou forgive me? Say, wilt thou forgive me?
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Prec. I have forgiven thee. Ere tliose words of anger
VV^ere in tlie book of Heaven writ down against thee,

I liad forgiven tliee.

Vict. I'm tlie veriest fool

That walks tlie earth, to have believed thee false.

It was the Count of Lara

—

Prec. Tliat bad man
Has worked nie harm enough. Hast tliou not lieard

—

Vict. I have heard all. And yet speak on, speak on [

Let me but liear thy voice, and I am happy
;

For ever}' tone, like some sweet incantation,
Calls up the buried i>ast to plead for me.
Speak, my beloved, speak into my heart,
^Vhatever fills and agitates thine own.

(Tltey icalk aside.)

Hypo. All gentle quarrels in the pastoral poets
All passionate love scenes in the best romances,
All chiuste embraces on the public stage.

All soft adventures, which the liberal stars

Have winked at, as the natural course of things.

Have been surpassed here by my friend, the student,
And this sweet Gypsy lass, fair Preciosa !

Prec. Senor Hypolito ! I kiss your hand.
Pray, shall I tell your fortune !

lii/jjo. Not to-night

;

For, should you treat me as you did Victorian,
Ami send me back to marry maids forlorn,

Mj' wedding day would last from now till Christmas.
Chisjni (Hu'fJii)i). What ho ! the Gypsies, ho ! Beltran Cruzado 1

Halloo! halloo! halloo! halloo!

{Enters booted with a whip and lantern.)

Vict. What now ?

Why such a fearful din ? Hast thou been robbed ?

Chi-tpn. Ay, robbed and murdered ; and good-evening to you,
My worthy masters.

Vict. Speak ; what brings thee here?
Chi.spa (to Preciosa). Good news from Court good news I Beltran

Cruzado,
The Count of the Cales, is not your father.

But your true father has returned to Spain
La«len with wealth. You are no more a Gypsy.

Vict. Strange as a Moorish tale !

Chispa. And we have all

Been drinking at the tavern to your health,

As wells drink in November, when it rains.

Vict. Where is the gentleman ?

Chispa. As the old song says,

His body is in Segovia,
His soul is jn Mfi'l'"!.
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Prec. Is this a dream 1 O, if it be a dream,
Let me sleep on, and do not wake me yet

!

Repeat thy story ! Say I'm not deceived !

Say that I do not dream ! I am awake
;

This is tlie Gypsy camp ; this is Victorian,
And this his friend, Hypolito ! Speak ! speak !

Let me not wake and find it all a dream !

Vict. It is a dream, sweet child ! a waking dream,
A blissful certainty, a vision bright
Of tliat rare happiness, which even on earth
Heaven gives to those it loves. Now art thou rich,
As thou wast ever beautiful and good

;

And I am now the beggar.
Prec. {giving him her hand) . I have still

A hand to give.

Chispa (aside). And I have two to take.
I've heard my grandmother say, that Heaven gives almonds
To those who have no teeth. That's nuts to crack.
I've teeth to spare, bvit wliere shall I find almonds?

Vict. Wiiat more of this strange story ?

Chispa. Nothing more.
Your friend, Don Carlos, is now at the village,
Showing to Pedro Crespo, tlie Alcalde,
The proofs of what I tell you. The old hag.
Who stole you in your childliood, has confessed,
And probably they 'IL hang lier for the crime,
To make the celebration more complete.

Vict. No ; let it be a day of general joy
;

Fortune comes well to all, tliat comes not late.
Now let us join Don Carlos.

Hj/2W. So farewell.
The student's wandering life ! Sweet serenades,
Sung under ladies' windows in the night,
And all that makes vacation beautiful !

To you, ye cloistered shades of Alcala,
To you, ye radiant visions of romance.
Written in books, but here surpassed by truth,
The Baclielor Hypolito returns.
And leaves tlie Gypsy with the Spanish Student.

Scene VI. A jmss in the Ouadarrama mountains. Early morning.
A muleteer crosses the stage, sitting sidetvays on his mule, and light-
ing a paper cigar with flint and steel.

Song.

If thou art sleeping, maiden,
Awake and open thy door,

'T is the break of day, and we must away,
O'er meadow, and mount, and moor.

Wait not to find thy slippers.
But come with thy naked feet

;



THE SPANISH STUDENT. 119

We shall have to pass tlirough the dewy grass,

Ami waters wide and fleet.*

{Disappears doini the }mss. Enter a Monlc. A Shepherd appears
uti Hie locks above.)

Monk. Ave Maria, gratia Plena. Ola ! good man !

Shep. Ola

!

Monk. Is this tlie road to Segovia?
Shep. It is, your reverence.

Monk. How far is it?

Shep. I do not know.
Monk. Wliat is that yonder in the valley ?

Shep. San Ildefonso.

Monk. A long way to breakfast.

Shep. Ay, marry.
Monk. Are there robbers in these mountains ?

Stiep. Yes. and worse than that.

Monk. What ?

Shep. Wolves.
Monk. Santa Maria ! Come with me to San Ildefonso, and thou

shalt 1)6 well rewai'ded.

Shep. What wilt thou give me?
Monk. An Agnus Dei and mj- benediction.

(TJiey disappear. A vioiinted Contrabandista passes, wrapped in

his cloak, and a gun at liis saddle-bow. He goes down the pass
singing.)

Song.

Worn with speed is my good steed,

And I march me hurried, worried ;

Onward, caliillilo, mio.
With the white star in thy forehead !

Onward, for here comes the Uonda,
And I hear their rifles crack !

Ay, jaleo ! Ay, ay, jaleo

Ay, jaleo ! They cross our track.

(Song dies atony. Enter Pheciosa, on horseback, attended by Victo-

rian, Hypolito, Don Carlos, and Chispa, oji/oo^ ««d armed)

Vict. This is the higliest point. Here let us rest.

See, Preciosa, see how all about us
Kneeling, like hooded friars, the misty mountains
Receive the benediction of the sun !

O glorious sight !

Prec. Most beautiful indeed!
Hypo. Most wonderful !

Vict. And in 1 he vale below,
Where yonder steeples fiasli like; litled halberds,

Sau Idlefonso, from its noisy l»(!l fries,

From the Spanish ; as is likewise tiie song of llie Contrabandista.
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Sends up a salutation to tlie mom.
As if an army smote their brazen shields,
And sliouted victory !

Prec. And which way lies
Segovia ?

Vict. At a great distance yonder.
Dost thou not see it ?

Pi'ec. No. I do not see it.

Vict. The merest flaw that dents the horizon's edge.
There, yonder

!

Hypo. 'T is a notable old town,
Boasting an ancient Roman aqueduct,
And an Alcazar, builded by tlie Moors,
Wherein, you may remember, poor Gil Bias
Was fed on Pan del Rey. O, many a time
Out of its grated windows have I looked
Hundreds of feet plumb down to tlie Eresma,
That, like a serpent through the valley creeping,
Glides at its foot.

Prec. O, yes ! I see it now.
Yet rather with my heart, than with mine eyes.
So faint it is. Anil, all my thoughts sail thitlier,
Freighted with prayers and hopes, and forward urged
Against all stress of accident, as, in
Tiie Eastern Tale, against the wind and tide,
Great shijjs were drawn to the Magnetic Mountains,
And there were wrecked, and perished in the sea

!

{She iveeps.)

Vict. O gentle spirit ! Thou didst bear unmoved
Blasts of adversity and frosts of fate !

But the first ray of sunshine that falls on thee
Melts tliee to tears ! O, let thy weary lieai't

Lean upon mine ! and it sliall faint no more,
Nor tliirst, nor liunger ; but be comforted
And filled with my affection.

Prec. Stay no longer
My fatlier waits. Methinks I see liim there.
Now loolcing from the window, and now watching
Each sound of wheels or footfall in the .street,

And saying, " Hark ! she comes !
" O father ! father

!

{They descend the pass. Chispa remains behind.)

Chispa. I have a father, too, but he is a dead one. Alas and alaclc-

a-day ! Poor was I born, and poor do I remain. I neither win nor
lose. Thus I wag througli the world, half the time on foot, and tlie

other half walking ; and always as merry as a thunderstorm in the
night. And so we plough along, as the fly said to tlie ox. Who
knows what may happen? Patience, and shuffle the cards! I am
not yet so bald, that you can see my brains ; and ])erhaps. after all, I

shall some day go to Rome and come back Saint Peter. Benedicite !

[Exit,
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(A 2^ciuse. Then enter Bartolome icildly. as if in jitti^auit, ivitJi a car
bine in his hand.)

Bart. Tliey passed this way. I liear their horses' hoofs I

Yonder I see them ! Come, svveet caramillo,

This serenade shall be the Gypsy's last

!

(Fires down the pass.)

Ha ! ha ! Well whistled my sweet oaramillo.

Well whistled !—I liave missed her !—O, my God !

(The shot is returned. Bartolome /a/Zs.)

THE BELFRY OF BRUGES,

AND OTIIEll POEMS.

CARILLON.

In the ancient town of Bruges,
In the quaint old Flemisli city,

As the evening shades descended,
Low and loud and sweetly blend-

ed,

Low at times and loud at times.
And changing like a poet's

rhymes,
Rang the beautiful wild chimes
From the Belfry in the market
Of tlie ancuent town of Bruges,

Then, witli deep sonorous clangor
Calmly answering their sweet

anger,
When the wrangling bells had

ended,
Slowly struck tlie clock eleven,
And, from out the silent Jieaven,

Silence on the town descended.
Silence, silence ever3'w]iere.

On the earth and in the air.

Save that footsteps here and
there

Of some burglier home reluni-

By the street lamps famtly Ixirn-

For a moment wolce tin; rcliocs

Of the ancient town of Bruges,

But amid my broken slumbers
Still I heard tliose magic num-

bers.

As thev loud proclaimed tlie

flight

And stolen marches of the niglit
;

Till their chimes in sweet ct)llis-

ioii

Mingled witli each wandering
vision,

Mingled with the fortune-telling
Gypsy-bands of dreams and fan-

cies,

Which amid the waste expanses
Of tlie silent land of trances
Have their solitary dwelling.
All else seemed asleep in Bru-

ges,

In the quaint old Flemish city.

And I thought liow like these
chimes

Are tlie poet's airy rhymes.
All his rhymes and roundelays,
His conceits, and songs, and

ditties.

From the belfry of his brain,
Scattered downward, though in

vain,
On the roofs and stones of cities !

For l>y night tlie drowsy cai"

Untler its curt-iins cannot hear
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And by day men go their ways,
Hearing the music as they pass,

But deeming it no more, ahis !

Thau tlie liollovv sound of brass.

Yet perchance a sleepless wight.
Lodging at some humble inn
In tlie narrow lanes of life,

When the dusk and husli of night
Shut out the incessant din
Of daylightand its toil and strife,

May listen with a calm delight
To the poet's melodies.
Till lie hears, or dreams he hears,
Intermingled with the song,
Thougiits that he has clierislied

long
;

Hears amid the chime and sing-
i"g-

The bclLs of liis own village ring-
ing,

And wakes, and finds his slum-
berous eyes

Wet with most delicious tears.

Thus dreamed I, as by night I

lay
In Bruges, <it tlie Fleur-de-Ble,
Listening with a wild deligiit

To the chimes that, tlirougli the
niglit.

Rang tlieir changes from tlie

Belfry
Of that quaint old Flemish city.

THE BELFRY OF BRUGES.

In the market-place of Brnges stands the belfry old and brown
;

Thrice consumed and tlirice rebuilded, still it watches o'er the town.

As the summer morn was breaking, on that lofty tower I stood.

And the world threw off the darkness, like the weeds of widow-
hood. .

Thick with towns and hamlets studded, and with streams and
vapors gray.

Like a shield embossed with silver, round and vast the landscape lay.

At my feet the city slumbered. From its chimneys, here and tliere.

Wreaths of snow-white smoke, ascending, vanished, ghost-like, into
air.

Not a sound rose from the city at that early morning hour,
But I heard a heart of iron beating in the ancient tower.

From their nests beneath the rafters sang the swallows wild nnd
high ;

And the world, beneath me sleeping, seemed more distant tlian the
sky.

Then most musical and solemn, bringing back tlie olden times.
With their strange, unearthly changes rang the melanchoh' chimes,

Like the psalms from some old cloister, when the nuns sing in the
choir

;

And the great bell tolled among them, like tlie chanting of a friar.

Visions of the days departed, shadowy ))hantoms filled my brains;

They who live in liistory only seemed to walk the earth again ;



THE BELFRY OF BRUGES. l23

All the Foi'esters of Flanders* —might}' Baldwin Bras de Fer,
Lyderick du Bucq and Cressy, Philip, Guy de Danipierre.

I beheld the pageants splendid, that adorned those days of old
;

Stately dames, like queens attended, knights who bore the Fleece of
Gold

; t

Lombard and Venetian merchants with deep-laden argosies ;

Ministers from twenty' nations ; more tluin royal pomp and ease.

I beheld proud Maximilian, kneeling humbly on the ground
;

I beheld the gentle Mary, hunting with herliawk and hound
; J

" And her lighted bridal chamber, where a duke slept with the
queen,

And the armed guard around them, and the ssvord unsheathed be-
tween.

I behelil the Flemish weavers, with Nanmr and Juliers bold,
Marching homeward from the bloody battle of the Spurs of Gold

; g

* The title of Foresters was given to the early governors of Flanders, ajipointed by the kings
of France. Lyderick du I'.ucq, in the days of Clotaire the Second, was the first of them ; and
Heaudoin Hras-de-Fer, who stole away the fair Jiiditli, daughter of Charles the Bald, fiom the
French court, and married her in Bruges, was the last. After him, the title of Forester was
changed to that of Count. Philippe d'Alsace, Guy do Dampierre, and Louis de Crecy, coming
later in the order of time, were therefore rather Counts than Foresters. Philippe went twice
to the Holy Land as a Crusader, and died of the plague at St Jean-d'Acre, sliortly after the
capture of the city by tlie Christians. Guy de Dampierre died in the prison of t'ompiegne.
Louis de Crecy was son and successor of Robert de liethune, who strangled his wife, Volande
de I'ourgogne, with the bridle of his horse, for having poisoned, at the age of eleven years,

Charles, liis son by his first wife. lilanche d'Anjou.
t When Philippe-le-Hel, king of France, visited Flanders with his queen, she was so aston-

ished at the magnificence of the dames of P>ruges, that she exclaimed, " Je croyais etre seule
reine ici, mais il parait que ceux de Flandre qui se trouvent dans nos prisons sont tons des
princes, car leurs femmcs sont habillees comme des princesses et des reines."

When the burgomasters of Ghent, I'ruges, and Vpres went to Paris to pay homage to King
John, in 1351, they were received with great pomp and distinction; but, being invited to a

festival, they observed that their seats at t.ilile were not furnished with cushions; wliercu|)on,

to make known their disjileasure at this want of regard to their dignity, they folded their richly

embroidered cloaks and seated themselves upon them. On rising from table, they left their

cloaks behind them, and, being informed of tlieir apparent forgetfulness, Simon van F3ertrycke,

burgomaster of P)ruges, replied, "We Flemings are not in the habit of carrying away our
cushions after dinner."

Philippe de P.onrgogne, surnamed Le Bon, espoused Isabella of Portugal, on the loth of

January, 1430, and on the same day instituted the famous order of the Fleece of Gold.

J Marie de Valois, Duchess of Burgundy, was left by tlie death of her father, Charles-le

T(5meraire, at the age of twenty, the riclest heiress of F'urope. She came to Bruges, as

Countess of Flanders, in 1477. and in the same year was married by proxy to the Archduke
Maximilian. According to the custom of the time, the Duke of Bavaria. Maximilian's sub-

stitute, slept with the princess, 'ihey were both in comjiltte dress, separated by a naked
sword, and attended by four armed guards. ^L^rie was adoied by her subjects for her gentle-

ness and her many other virtues.

Maximilian was son of the F'.mperor Frederick the Tliird, and is the same person mentioned
afterward in the poem of Xurt'iiiberg as the K.dser .M.ixiinili.iu, and the hero Pfinzing's poem
of Temri/iuik. Ffaving l)een imprisoned by the revolted burghers of Bruges, tluy refused to

release him, till he consented to kneel in the public square, and to swear on the iloly Fhan-
gelists and the body of .Saint Doiiatus that he would not take vengeance upon them for their

rebellion,

g'rliis battle, the most memorable in F'lemish history, was fought under the walls of Court-

ray, on the irth of Julv, 1302, between the Frejich aiul the Flemings, the former commanded
by Robert, Comie d'.Artois. and tlie latter by Giiillaume de Juliers, and Jean, Comte de
Namur. I'he French army was completely routed, with a loss of twenty thousand infantry
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Saw the fight at Minnewater, saw the White Hoods moving west,*
Saw great Artevelde victorious scale the Golden Dragon's nest.f

And agnin tlie whiskered Spaniard all the land with terror smote
;

And again the wild alarm sounded from the tocsin's throat
;

Till tlie bell of Ghent responded o'er lagoon and dike of sand,
" I am Roland ! I am Roland ! there is victory in the land !

"
X

Tlien the sound of drums aroused me. The awakened city's roar
Chased the phantoms I had summoned back into their graves once

more.

Hours had passed away like minutes ; and, before I was aware,
Lo ! the sluidow of the belfry crossed the sun-illumined square.

a:id seven tlinusaiid cavalry; among whom were sixty-tliree princes, dukes, and counts, seven
liundred lords-lianneret, and eleven hundred noblemen. 'I'lie flower of the French nobility

perished on that day, to wliich history has given the name of the ^mir'iee dfs Eperotn d\)r,
from the great number of golden spurs found on the field of battle. Seven hundred uf them
were hung up as a trophy in the cliurch of Notre Dame de Courtray ; and, as the cavaliers of

that d.iy wore but n single spur e.ach, these vouched to God for the violent and bloody death of

seven liundred of his creatures,
* When the inhabitants of Bruges were digging a canal at Minnewater, to bring the waters

of the I.ys from Deynze to their city, they were attacked and routed by the citizens of

(.hent, whose commerce would have been much injured by the canal. They were led by Jean
Lyons, captain of a military company at Ghent, called the Chafierons B/a/us. He had great

sway over the turbulent populace, who, in those prosperous times of the city, gained an easy
livelihood by laboring two or three days in the week, and had the remaining four or five to

devote to public affairs. The figlit at Mimiewater was followed by open rebellion against

Louis de Maele, the Count of Flanders and Protector of Bruges. His superb chateau of

Wondelghem was pillaged and burned ; and the insurgents forced the gates of Bruges, and
enteied in triuiuph, with Lyons mounted at their head. A few days afterward he died
suddenly, perhaps by poison.
Meanwhile the insurgents received a check at the village of Nevele ; and two hundred of

them peiisbed in the church, which was burned by the Count's orders. One of the chiefs,

Jean de Lannoy, took refuge in the belfry. From the summit of the towei he held forth his

purse filled with gold, and begged for deliverance. It was in vain. His enemies cried to him
from below to save himself as best he might ; and, half suffocated with smoke and flame, he

threw himself from the tower and perished at their feet. Peace was soon afterward established,

and the Count retired to faithful Bruges.

t 'I'he Golden iJragon, taken from the church of St. Sophia, at Constantinople, in one of the

Crusades, and placed on the belfry of Jiruges, was afterward transported to Ghent by Philip

van Artevelde, aud still adorns the belfry of that city.

i The inscription on the alarm-bell at Ghent is,
' Mynen naein is Roland ; a/s ik kief) is er

brand, and als ik lity is cr victorie in /let land.'' My name is Roland ; when I toll there is

fire, and when 1 ring there is victory in the land.

MISCELLANEOUS.

A GLEAM OF SUNSHINE.

This is the place. Stand still,

my steed,
Let me review the scene,

And summon from the shadowv
Past

The forms that once have been.

The Past and Present here unite
Beneatli Time's flowing tide,

Like footprints hidden by a brook,
But seen on either side.

Here runs the highway to the
town ;

There the green lane descends,
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Through wliich I walked to

chuicli with thee,

O gentlest of my friends !

The shadow of the linden-trees

Lay moving on tlie grass
;

Between them and the moving
boughs.

A shadow, thou didst pass.

Thy dress was like the lilies,

And thy lieart as pure as thej-
;

One of God s holy messengers
Did walk witli me that day.

I saw tlie branches of the trees

Bend down tliy toueii to meet,
The cli)ver-l)los8<)ins in the grass

Rise up to kiss thy feet.

" Sleep, sleep to-day, tormenting
cares.

Of eartli and foil}- l)orn !
"'

Solemnly sang the village clioir

On that sweet Sabbath morn.

Through the closed blinds the
golden sun

Poured in a dusty beam,
Like tlie celestial ladder seen

B}' Jacob in his dream.

And ever and anon, the wi:id.

Sweet-scented with the hay.

Turned o'er the hymn-book's
fluttering leaves

That on the window hiy.

Long was the good man's ser-

mon,
Yet it seemed not so to me ;

For he spake of Riitli the beautiful,

And still 1 thought of thee.

Long w;is the prayer he uttered.
Yet it seemed not so to me

;

For in my heart I prayed with
him.

And still I tliought of thee.

But now, alas, the place seems
changed

;

Thou art no longer here :

Part of tlie sunshine of the scene
With thee did disappear.

Though thoughts, deep-rooted in

my heart.
Like pine-trees dark and high.

Subdue the light of noon, and
breathe

A low and ceaseless sigh
;

This memory brightens o'er the
past.

As wiien tlie sun, concealed
Behind some cloud that near us

hangs.
Shines on a distant field.

THE ARSENAL AT SPRINGFIELD.

This is the Ar.seiial. From floor to ceiling,

Like a huge organ, rise the burnished arms

;

But from tlieir silent i)ipes no antliein ]iealing

Startles the villages with strange alarms.

All ! what a sound v.ill ris", how wild and dreary.
When the deatii angel touches thosr swift keys !

"What loud lament and disiiial Miserere
Will mingli' with their awful symphonies !

I hear even now the infinite fierce chorus,
The cries of agony, the endless groan.

Which, through the ages that have gone before us,

In long reverberations reach our own.
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On helm and harness rings the Saxon hammer,
Througli Cimbric forest roars the Norseman's song,

And loud, amid the universal clamor,
O'er distant deserts sounds the Tartar gong.

I hear the Florentine, who from his palace
Wheels out his battle-bell with dreadful din,

And Aztec priests upon their teocallis

Beat the wild war-drums made of serpent's skin ;

The tumult of each sacked and burning village ;

The shout that every prayer for mercy drowns
;

The soldiers' revels in the midst of pillage
;

The wail of famine in beleaguered towns ;

The bursting shell, the gateway wi-enched asunder,
The rattling musketry, the clashing blade

;

And ever and anon, in tones of thunder,
The diapason of tlie cannonade.

Is, it, O man, witli such discordant noises.

With such accursed instruments as these,

Thou drownest Nature's sweet and kindly voices,

And jarrest the celestial harmonies ?

Were half the power, that fills the world with terror.

Were half the wealth, bestowed on camps and courts,

Given to redeem the human mind from error,

There were no need of arsenals nor forts :

The warrior's name would be a name abhorred

!

And every nation, that should lift again
Its hand against a brother, on its forehead
Would fear forevermore the curse of Cain !

Down the dark future, through long generations.

The echoing sounds grow fainter, and then cease ;

And like a bell, with solemn, sweet vibrations,

I hear once more the voice of Christ say, " Peace !"

Peace ! and no longer from its brazen portals

The blast of War's great organ shakes the skies !

But beautiful as songs of the immortals,
The holy melodies of love arise.

NUREMBERG.

In" the valley of the Pegnitz, where across broad meadow lands

Rise the blue Franconian mountains, Nuremberg, the ancient, stands.

Quaint old town of toil and traffic, quaint old town of art and song,

Memories haunt thy pointed gables, like the rooks that round them
throng :
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Memories of the Middle Ages, wlien llie emperors, rough and bold,

Ihul tlieir dwelling in thy castle, time-defying; centuries old
;

Ami tliy brave and thrifty burghers boasted, in their uncouth rhyme,

That tlieir great imperial city stretcjhed its iiand through every clime.*

In the coiirt-vard of tlie castle, bound witli many an iron band.

Stands liie uiii^^lity linden planted by C^ueen Cunigunde's hand;

On the square tlie oriel window, wiiere in old heroic days.

Sat the poet Mek-liior .singing Kaiser Maximiliairs praise.

f

Everywliere I see around me rise the wondrous world of Art

:

Fountains wrought with richest sculpture standing in the common
mart

;

And above cathedral doorways saints and bishops carved in stone,

By a former age commissioned as apostles to our own.

In the church of sainted Sebald sleeps enshrined his holy dust.t

And in bronze the Twelve Apostles guard from age to age their trust

;

In the church of sainted Lawrence stands a pix of sculpture rare,§

Like a foamy .sheaf of fountains, rising through the painted air.

Here, when Art v\-as still religion, with a simple, reverent heart,

Lived and labored Albrecht Diuer, the Evangelist of Art ;

Hence in silence and in sorrow, toiling still with busy liand,

Like an emigrant he wandered, seeking for the better land.

Emiijmrit is the inscription on the toml)stone where he lies;

Dead he is not,—but departed,—for tiie artist never dies.

Fairer seems the ancient city, and the sunshine seems more fair,

That he once has trod its pavement, tiiat he once lias breathed its air !

Tlirough these streets so broad and stately, these obscure and dismal

lanes

!

Walked of yore the Mastersingers, chanting rude poetic strains.

* An old popular proverb of llie town runs thus :
—

" Ni4r>iberg''s Hand
Getli dtircli alle Land''

Nuremberg's hand
Goes llnough every l.ind.

t Melchior Pfinzing was one of the most celebrated C.erman poets of llie sixteenth centun,'.

'I he hero of his fcuirdiDili w.is llie reigning emperor, Maximilian; and the poem was to the

I'.ermans of that day wh.it the Or/aru/o Fiirioso was t(j ihc Italians. Maximilian is mentioned

before, in the Bel/ry o/ Bruges. See page 123.

X The tomb of Sai[>t Sebald, in the church which bears his name, is one of the richest works

of art in Nuremberg. It is of bmn/.e, and was cast by I'eter Vischer and his sons, who labored

upon it thirteen years. It is adorned with nuariy one hundied figures, among which those ol

the Twelve Apostles are conspicuous for iheir size ami beauty.

5i This pix, or tabern.icle (or the vessels of the sacrament, is bv the li.ind of Adam Kraft.

It is an exquisite piece of sculpture in while stone, and rises 10 ihe height of sixty-lour feet.

It stands in the choir, whose richly painted windows cover it with varied colors.
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From remote and sunless suburbs, came they to the friendlj' guild,
Building nests in Fame's great temple, as in spouts tiie swallows

build.

As the weaver plied the shuttle, wove he too the mj-stic rhyme,
Aud the smith liis iron measures liammered to tlie anvil's chime

;

Thanking God, whose boundless wisdom makes the flowers of poesy
bloom

In the forge's dust and cinders, in the tissues of the loom.

Here Hans Sachs, the cobbler-poet, laureate of the gentle craft.

Wisest of tlie Twelve Wise Masters, in huge folios sang and laughed.*

But liis house is now an ale-house, with a nicely-sanded floor,

And a garland in the window, and Ins face above the door
;

Painted by some humble artist, as in Adam Puschman's song.f
As the old man gray and dove-like, with his great beard white and

long.

Am] at niglit the swart mechanic comes to drown liis cark and care,
Quaffing ale from pewter tankards, in the master's antique cliair.

"Vanislied is the ancient splendor, and before my dreamy eye,
Wave these mingling shapes and figures, like a faded tapestry.

Not tliy Councils, not thy Kaisers, win for thee tlie world's regard ;

But thy painter, Albrecht Diirer, and Hans Sachs, thy cobbler-bard.

Tiius, O Nuremberg, a wanderer from a region far awny,
As he paced tiiv streets aud court-vards, sang in thought his careless

lay :

Gathering from the pavement's crevice, as a floweret of the soil.

The nobility of labor,—the long pedigree of toil.

* The Twelve Wise Masters was the title of the original corpnration of the Mastersingers.
Hans Sachs, the cobbler of Xureniberg, though not one of the original Twelve, was the most
renowned of the Mastersingers. as well as the most vohuninous. He fiourislieci in the six-

teenth century ; and left behind him thirty-four folio volumes of manuscript, containing two
hundred and eight plays, one thousand aud seven hundred comic tales, and between four and
five thousand lyric poems

'^ .Adam Pnschman, in his poem on the death of Hans Sachs, describes him as he appeared
in a vision :

—
" .An old man,

Gray aud white, and do\e-like,
Who had, in soolh, a great beard,
And read in a fair, great book,
Beautiful, with golden clasps."
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THE NORMAN BARON.

Dans Ics moments de la vie oii la reflexion devient p!'.:s calme et plus profonde, oii I'interSt

et 1 avarice parlciit moins liaut que la raison, dans les iiislants de chagrin dumcstique, de

nialadie, et de peril de mon, Ics nobles se repentirent de posseder d';s serfs, corame d'une

chose peu agreable a l>ieu, qui a\Tiit cre^ tous les hommes i son image.
Thierry: Conqi-ete dk L'ANGLETEkRE.

In his chamber, weak and dying.
Was tlie Norman baron lying :

Loud, without, tiietenii)est tliun-

dered,
And the castle linret shook.

In this fight was Death the
gainer.

Spite of vassal and retainer.

And the lauds his sires had plun-
dered.

Written in the Doomsday Book.

By his bed a monk was seated.

Who in humble voice repeated
Many a prayer and pater-noster,

From the missal on his knee ;

And. amid the tempest pealing.

Sounds of bells came faintly steal-

ing.

Bells, that, from the neighboring
kloster

Ring for the Nativity.

In the hall, the serf and vassal

Held, that night, their Christ-
ma.s wassail

;

Many a carol, old and saintly,

Sang the minstrels and the
waits.

And so loud these Saxou glee-

men,
Sang to slaves the songs of free-

men,
riiat the storm was heard but

faintly.

Knocking at the ca.stle-gates.

Till at length the lays tliey

cliaunted
Reached the chamber terror-

haunted,
Where the monk, with accents

holy,
Whispered at the baron's ear.

Tears upon his eyelids glistened.
As he paused awhile and listened.

And the dying baron slowly
Turned his weary head to hear.

" Wassail for the kingly stranger
Born and cradled in a manger !

King, like David, priest, like

Aaron.
Christ is born to set us free !

"

And the lightning showed the
sainted

Figures on the casement painted.
And exclaimed tlie shuddering

baron.
" Miserere, Domine I

"

In that hour of deep contrition.
He beheld, with clearer vision.
Through all outward show and

fashion.
Justice, the Avenger, rise.

All the pomp of earth had van-
ished.

Falsehood and deceit were ban-
ished.

Reason spake more loud than
passion.

And the truth wore no disguise.

Every vassal of his banner.
Every serf born to their manor,
,•1 11 those wronged and wretched

creatures.
By his hand were freed again.

And, as on the sacred missal.
He recorded their dismisal.
Death relaxed his iron features.
And the monk replied,"Amen!

"

Many centuries have been num-
bered

Since in death the baron slum-
bered
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By the convent's sculptured por-

tal,

Mingling with the common
dust :

But the good deed, through the

figes

Living in historic pages,

Brighter grows and gleams im-

mortal,
Unconsunied by moth or rust.

RAIN IN SUMMER.

How beautiful is the rain!

After tlie dust and heat,

In the broad and fiery street,

In tlie narrow lane,

How beautiful is the rain '.

How it clatters along tlie roofs,

Like the tramp of hoofs !

How it gushes and struggles out

From the throat of the overflow-

ing spout

;

Across the A\indow pane
It pours and pours ;

And swift and wide,

Witli a muddy tide.

Like a river down the gutter

roars

The rain, the w^elcome rain !

The sick man from his chamber
looks

At tVie twisted brooks ;

He can feel the cool ,

Breath of each little pool ;

His fevered brain
Grows calm again,

And he breathes a blessing on
the rain.

From the neighboring school

Come the boys,

AVith inore than their wonted
noise

And commotion ;

And down the wet streets

Sail their mimic fleets,

Till tlie treacherous pool

Engulfs them in its whirling

And turbulent ocean.

In the country, on every side.

Where far and wi(k%

Like a leopard's tawny and spot-

ted liide.

Stretches the plain.

To the dry grass and the drier

grain
How welcome is the rain !

In the farrowed land
The toilsome and patient oxen

stand ;

Lifting the yoke-encumbered
head,

Witli their dilated nostrils spread,

They silently inhale
Thedover-scen ted gale.

And the vapors that arise

From the well-watered and smok-
ing soil

;

For this rest in tlie furrow after

toil

Their large and lustrous eyes

Seem to thank tlic' Lord,

More than man"s spokeu word.

Near at hand.
From under the sheltering trees,

Tlie farmer sees

His pastures, and his fields of

grain,

As they bend their tops

To the numberless beating drops

Of the incessant rain.

He counts it as no sin

That he sees therein

Only his own thrift and gain.

These, and far more than these,

The Poet sees !

He can behold
Aquarius old

Walking the fenceless fields of

air : t

And from each ample fold

Of the clouds about him rolled

Scattering everywhere
Tije sliowcry rain,

As the farmer scatters his grain,
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He can behold
Things manifold
That liave not yet been wholly

told,

Have not been wholly sung nor
said.

For histliought, that never stops,

Follows tlio water-drops
Down to the graves of the dead.

Down tlirough chasms and gulfs

profound.
To the dreary fountain-head
Of lakes and rivers under ground

;

And sees them, when the rain is

done,
On the bridge of colors seven
Cliinbing up once more to heaven,
Opposite the setting sun.

Thus the Seer,
"Witii vision clear,

Sees forms appear and disappear,
In tlie i)erpetual round of strange.
Mysterious change
From birth to death, from death

to birth.

From earth to heaven, from
heaven to eartii ;

Till glimpses more sublime
Of tilings, unseen before.

Unto his wondering eyes I'eveal

The Universe, as an immeasura-
ble wheel

Turning for evermore
In the rapid and rushing river of

Time.

TO A CHILD.

Dear child ! how radiant on thy
mother's knee,

With merry-making eyes and
jocund smiles.

Thou gazt'st at the painted tiles,

Whose figures gratie,

With mai.ya grote.sque form and
face:

Tiie ancient chimney of thy nur-
sery I

The lady, with the gay macaw.
The dancing girl, the grave l)a-

shaw

With bearded lip and chin
;

And, leaning idly o'er his gate,
Beneath the imperial fan of state.

The Chinese mandarin.

With what a look of proud com-
mand

Tliou shakest in tli}^ little hand
The coral rattle with its silver

bells,

Maldng a merry tune !

Thousands of years in Indian
seas

That coral grew, by slow de-

grees,

Until some deadly and wild mon-
soon

Dashed it on Coromandel's sand !

Those silver bells

Reposed of yore.
As shapeless ore,

Far down in the deep-sunken
wells

Of darksome mines,
In some obscure and sunless

place,

Beneatli huge Chimborazo's base,
Or Potosi's o'erhanging pines !

And thus for thee, O little cliild.

Through many a danger and es-

cape.
The tall shi|)s passed the stormy

cape ;

For thee in foreign lands remote.
Beneath the burning, tropic

clime,
The Indian peasant, chasing the

wild goat.
Himself asswift and wild.

In fMlling, clutclio<l tlu^ fr.-iil

Mrl)ute.

The fibres of whose shallow rof)t

Uplifted from the soil, hetraved
The silver vt^iiis beneatli it laid.

The buried treasures of tlie pi-

r;ite. Time.

But, lo ! tliy door is left aj;'.r !

Tliou hearest footsteps from afar !

And, ;it the soinni.

Thou tuniest round
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With quick and questioning eyes,

Like one, who, in a foreign

land.
Beholds on every hand
Some source of wonder and sur-

prise I

And, restlessly, impatiently,
Thou strivest, strugglest, to be

free.

The four walls of thy nursery
Are now like prison walls to

tliee.

No more thy mother's smiles.

No more the painted tiles,

Delight thee, nor the playthings
on the floor.

That won thy little, beating heart
before

;

Thou strugglest for the open
door.

Through these once solitary halls

Thy pattering footstep falls.

The sound of thy merry voice
Makes the old v^^alls

Jubilant, and they rejoice

With the joy of tliy young heart,

O'er the light of whose gladness
No shadows of sadness
From tlie sombre background of

memory start.

Once, ah, once, witliin these
walls.

One whom memory oft recalls.

The Father of his country, dwelt.

And yonder meadows broad and
damp

The fires of the besieging camp
Encircled with a burning belt.

Up and down these echoing
stairs.

Heavy with the weight of cares.

Sounded his majestic tread
;

Yes, within tliis very room
Sat he in those hours of gloom.
Weary both in heart and head.

But gravewhat are these
thoughts to thee?

Out, out ! into the open air !

Thy only dream is liberty.

Thou carest little how or where.

I see thee eager at thy play,

Now shouting to the ap^ les on
the tree.

With cheeks as round and red .^s

they
;

And now among the yellow
stalks.

Among the flowering shrubs and
plants.

As restless as the bee.

Along the garden walks.
The tracks of thy small carriage-

wheels I trace ;

And see at every turn how they
efface

Whole villages of sand-roofed
tents,

That rise like golden domes
Above the cavernous and secret

homes
Of wandering and nomadic tribes

of ants.

Ah, cruel little Tamerlane,
Who, with thy dreadful reign.

Dost persecute and overwhelm
These hapless Troglodytes of thy

realm !

What ! tired already ! with those
suppliant looks.

And voice more beautiful than a
poet's books,

Or murmuring sound of water as

it flows.

Thou comest back to parley with
repose

!

This rustic seat in the old apple-
tree.

With its o'erhanging golden can-

opy
Of leaves illuminate with autum-

nal hues.
And shining with the argent

light of dews,
Shall for a season be our place of

rest.

Beneath us, like an oriole's pen-
dent nest,

From which the laughing birds

have taken wing.
By thee abandoned, hangs thy

vacant swing.
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Dream-like the waters of tlie

river gleam ;

A sailless vessel drops adown tlie

stream,
And like it, to a sea as wide and

deep,
Thou driftest gently down the

tides of sleep.

child ! O new-l)orn denizen
Of life's great city ! on thy head
The glory of the morn is shed,
Like a celestial benison !

Here at the portal thou dost
stand,

And with thy little hand
Tliou openest the mysterious

gate
Into the future's undiscovered

land.
1 see its valves expand,
As at the touch of Fate !

Into those realms of love and
liate,

Into that darkness blank and
drear,

By some prophetic feeling
tauglit,

I launch the bold, adventurous
thought.

Freighted with liopeand fear ;

As upon subterranean streams.
In caverns unexj)lurc'd and dark,
Men sometimes launch a fragile

bark,
Laden with flickering fire.

And watch
beams,

Until at length they disappear.
And in the distant dark expire.

By what astrology of fear or hope
Dare I to cast thy horoscope !

Like tiie new moon thy life ap-
I)ears ;

A little strip of silver light.

And widening outward into night
Tlie shadowy disk of futun,'

years ;

And ypt upon its outer rim,
A luminous circle, faint and dim,
And scarcely visil)le to us here,

its swift-receding

Rounds and completes the per-
fect sphere ;

A prophecy and intimation,
A pale and feeble adumbration.
Of the great world of light, that

lies

Behind all human destinies.

Ah ! if thy fate, with anguish
fraught.

Should be to wet the dusty soil

With the hot tears and sweat of
toil,

—

To struggle with imperious
thought.

Until the overburdened brain.

Weary with labor, faint with
pain.

Like a jarred pendulum, retain
Only its motion, not its power,

—

Remember, in that perilous hour.
When most afflicted and op-

prest.

From labor there shall come forth
rest.

And if a more auspicious fate

On thy advancing steps await,
Still let it ever be thy pride
To linger by the laborer's side ;

With words of sympathy or song
To ciieer the dreaiy march along
Of the great army of the poor.

O'er desert sand, o'er dangerous
moor.

Nor to thyself the task shall be
Witliout reward ; for thou shalt

learn
The wisdom early to discern
True beauty in utility ;

As great Pythagoras of yore.

Standing beside the blacksmith's
door.

And hearing the hammers, as
they smute

The anvils with a different note,
Stole from the varying tones,

that liung
Vil)rant on every iron tongue,
Tlie secMet of tiie .suunding wire.

And formed the seven-chorded
lyre
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Enough ! I will not play the Seer
;

I will no longer strive to ope
Tlie m3'stic volume, wliere ap-

pear
The herald Hope, forerunning

Fear,
And Fear, the pursuivant of

Hope.
Tliy destiny remains untold

;

For, like Acestes' shaft of old.

The swift thougiit kindles as it

flies.

And burns to ashes in the skies.

THE OCCULTATION
ORION.*

OF

I SAW, as in a dream sublime,
Tlie balance in the hand of Time.
O'er East and West its beam im-

pended ;

And day, witli all its liours of
light.

Was slowly sinking out of sight,
While, opposite, tiie scale of uiglit

Silently with the stars ascended.

Like the astrologers of eld,

In that bright vision I belield
Greater and deeper mysteries.
I saw, with its celestial keys,
Its chords of air, its frets of fire.

The Samian's great ^olian lyre.

Rising tiirough all its sevenfold
bars,

Fiom eartli unto the fixed stars.

And through the dewy atmos-
l)here,

Not only could I see, but hear.
Its wondrous and harmonious

strings.

In sweet vibration, sphere by
sphere,

From Dian's circle light and
near.

Onward to vaster and wider
rings,

Where, chanting through his
beard of snows,

Majestic, mournful. Saturn goes.
And down the sunless realms of

space
Reverberates the thunder of his

bass.

Beneath the sky's triumijhal arch
Tills music sounded like a march.
And with its chorus seemed to

be
Preluding some great tragedy.
Sirius was rising in the east

;

And, slow ascending one by one,
The kindling constellations shone.
Begirt with many a blazing star,

Stood the great giant Algebar,
Orion, hunter of the beast !

His sword hung gleaming by his
side.

And, on his arm, the lion's liide

Scattered across the midnight air

The golden radiance of its hair.

The moon was pallid, but not
faint.

And beavitiful as some fair saint.

Serenely moving on her way
In hours of trial and dismay.
As if she heard tlie voice of God,
Unharmed with naked feet she

trod
Upon the hot and burning stars.

As on the glowing coals and bars
That were to prove her strengtli,

and try

Her holiness and her puritj^

Thus moving on, with silent

pace,
And triumph in her sweet, pale

face.

She reached the station of Orion.
Aghast he stood in strange

alarm !

And suddenly from his out-
stretched arm

* Astronomically speaking, this title is incorrect ; as I apply to a constellation what can prop-

erly be applied to some of its stars only. Hut my observation is made from the hill of sf)ng

and not from that of science ; and will, I trust, be found sufficiently accurate for the present

purpose.
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Down fell the red skin of the lion

Into the rivei ;it his feet.

His migiitv club no longer beat

The forehead of the bull ; but he
Reeled as of yore beside the sea,

When, blinded by O^^nopion,

He sought the blacksmith at his

forge,

And, climbing up the mountain
gorge,

fixed his black eyes upon the sun.

Then, through the silence over-

head.
An angel with a trumpet said,
" Forevermore, forevermore.
The reign of violence is o'er !

"

And, like an instrument that
flings

Its music on another's strings,

The trumpet of the angel cast

Upon tiie heaveidy lyre its blast,

And on from sphere to sphere the
words

Reechoed down the burning
chords,

—

" Forevermore, forevermore,
The reign of violence is o'er !

"

THE BRIDGE.

I STOOD on the bridge at mid-
night.

As the clocks were striking the
hour.

And the moon rose o'er the (nty,

Behind the dark church tower.

I saw her bright reflection

In the waters under me,
Like a golden goblet falling

And sinking into the sea.

And far in tlie hazy distanct;

Of that lovely night in June,
The blaze of the flaming furnace
(ileamed redder t iian tiic moon.

Among the long, bl;ick rafters

The wavering shadows lay,

And the current that came from
tlie ocean

Seemed to lift and bear them
away

;

As, sweeping and eddying
t'lrongh tluMU,

Rose tile belateil tide.

And, streaming into the nioon-
liglit.

The seaweed floated wide.

And like those waters rushing
Among the wooden ])iers,

A flood of thoughts came o'er me
Tiiat filled my eyes with tears.

How often, O. how often,

In the days that had gone by,

I had stood on that bridge at
midnigiit.

And gazeil on that wave and
sky !

How often, O, how often,

I had wished that the ebbing
tide

Would bear me away on its

l)os(;m

O'er the ocean wild and wide !

For my heart was hot and rest-

less,

And my life was full of care,

Anil the burden laiil upon me
Seemed greater than I could

bear.

But now it has fallen from me,
It is buried in tiie sea

;

And only tiie sorrow of others
Throws its shadow over me.

Yet whenever I cross the river
On its bridge with wooden jiiers.

Like the odor of brine from tlie

ocean
Conies the thought of other

years

And I lliink how many thou-
sands

Of care-encninibered men,
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Each bearing his burtlen of sor-

row,
Have crossed the bridge since

then.

I see the long procession
Still passing to and fro,

The young lieart hot and restless,

And the old subdued and slow.

And forever and forever,
As long as the river flows,

As long as the lieart has passions,
As long as life has woes

;

The moon and its broken reflection
And its shadows shall apjiear,

As tl)e symbol of love in lie;neii,

And its wavering image here.

TO THE DRIVING CLOUD.

Gloomy and dark art thou, O cliief of the mighty Omawhaws ;

Gloomy and dark, as tlie driving cloud, wliose name thou hast taken I

Wrapped in thy scarlet blanket, I see thee stalk througli tiie city's

Narrow and populous streets, as once by tlie margin of rivers

Stalked those birds unknown, that have left us onl}' their footprints.

What, in a few short years, will remain of thy race but the footprints ?

How canst thou walk in these streets, who hast trod the green turf of
the prairies ?

How canst thou breathe in this air, who hast breathed the sweet air

of the mountains?
Ah ! 't is in vain tliat with lordly looks of disdain thou dost challenge
Looks of dislike in return, and question those walls and these pave-

ments.
Claiming the soil for thy hunting grounds ; while down-trodden

millions
Starve in the garrets of Europe, and cry from its caverns that they,

too,

Have been created heirs of earth, and claim its division I

Back, tlien, back to thy woods in the regions west of the Wabash !

There as a monarch thou reignest. In autumn the leaves of the
maple

Pave the floors of tliy palace-halls witli gold, and in summer
Pine-trees waft through its cliambers the odorovis breath of their

branches.
Tliere thou art strong and great, a hero, a tamer of horses !

Tliere thou chasest the stately stag on the banks of the Elk-horn,
Or by the roar of the Running-Water, or wliere the Omawliaw
Calls thee, and leaps through the wild ravine like a brave of the

Blackfeet I

Hark ! what murmurs arise from the heart of those mountainous
deserts ?

Is it the cry of the Foxes and Crows, or the mighty Behemoth,
Who, unharmed, on his tusks once caught the bolts of the thunder,
And now lurks in his lair to destroy the race of tlie red man ?

Far more f.ntal to thee and tliy race tlian tlie Crows and tlie Foxes,

Far more fatal to thee and thy race than the tread of Behemoth,
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Lo I the bi{? thunder-r'anoe, that steadilj- breasts the Missouri's

Merciless ciirrenr ! and yuiuier. iifar on tlie i)rairu's. the camp-fires

Gleam tlirough the iiiglit : and tlie cloud of dust iu the gray of the
dayhnnik

Marks not the buffalo's track, nor the l^fandan's dexterous horse-race ;

It is a caravan, wliiteninf^ the desert where dwell the Camanches !

Ha ! how tlie breatii of these Saxons and Celts, like the blast of the
east-wind,

Drifts evermore to the west tlie scanty smoke of thy wigwams I

SONGS.

SEAWEED.

When descends on the Atlantic
The gigantic

Storm-wind of the equinox,
Landward in his wrath lie

scourges
The toiling surges,

Laden with seaweed from the
rocks

:

From Bermuda's reefs ; from
edges

Of sunken ledges.

In some far-off, bright Azore ;

From Bahama and the dashing.
Silver-flashing

Surges of San Salvador ;

From the tumbling surf, that
buries

The Orkneyan skerries.
Answering the lioarse Hebrides ;

And from wrecks of ships, and
drifting

Spars, uplifting
On tlie desolate, rainy seas ;

—

Ever drifting, drifting, drifting
On the shitting

Currents of tlie restless main
;

Till in sheltered coves, and
reaches

Of sandy beaches.
All have found repose again.

So when storms of wild emotion
Strike the ocean

Of the poet's soul, ere long
B'rom eacli cave and rocky fast-

ness.

In its vastness.
Floats some fragment of a song.

From the far-off isles enchanted,
Heaven lias planted

WMth the golden fruit of Truth ;

From the flashing surf, whose
vision

Gleams Elysian
In the tropic clime of Youth ;

From the strong Will, and the
Endeavor

That forever
Wrestles with the tides of Fate ;

From tlie wreck of Hopes far-

scattered.
Tempest-shattered,

Floating waste and desolate ;

Ever drifting, drifting, drifting
On the shifting

Currents of the restless heart

;

Till at length in books recorded,
They, like hoarded

Household words, no more de-
part.

THE DAY IS DONE.

The day is done, and the dark-
ness

Falls from the wings of Night,
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As a feather is wafted down-
ward

F'-om an eagle in its flight.

I see the liglits of the village

Gleam tinough the rain and
the mist,

And a feeling of sadness comes o'er

me,
That my soul cannot resist

:

A feeling of sadness and longing,

That is not akin to pain,

And resembles sorrow only
As the mist resembles the rain.

Come, read to me some poem,
Some simple and heartfelt lay.

That shall sootlie this restless feel-

ing.

And banish the thoughts of day.

Not from the grand old masters.

Not from the bards sublime,

Whose distant footsteps echo
Througii the corridors of Time.

For, like strains of martial music.
Their mighty thoughts suggest

Life's endless toil and endeavor;
And to-night I long for rest.

Read from some humbler poet.

Whose songs gushed from his

lieart,

As showers from the clouds of

summer,
Or tears from tlie eyelids start ;

Who, through long days of labor,

And iiiglits devoid of ease.

Still heard in his soul the music
Of wonderful melodies.

Such songs have power to qinet

The restless i)ulse of care.

And come like the benediction

That follows after prayer.

Then read from the treasured

volume
The poem of thy choice.

And lend to the rliyme of the poet
The beauty of thy voice.

And the night shall be filled with
music.

And the cares that infest the
day,

Shall fold their tents, like the
Arabs,

And as silently steal away.

AFTERNOON IN FEBRUARY.

The day is ending,
Tlie night is descending ;

The marsli is frozen,

The river dead.

Througii clouds like ashes

Tlie red sun flaslies

On village windows
That glimmer red.

The snow recommences ;

Tlie buried fences
Mark no longer
The road o'er the plain ;

While through the meadows,
Like feai-ful shadows,
Slowly passes

A funeral train.

The bell is pealing

And every feeling

Witliin me responds
To the dismal knell

;

Shadows are trailing.

My heart is bewailing
And tolling within
Like a funeral bell.

TO AN OLD DANISH SONG-
BOOK.

Welcome, my old friend,

Welcome to a foreign fireside,

While the sullen gales of autumn
Shake the windows.

The ungrateful world
lias, it seems dealt harshly, witli

thee,
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Since, beneath the skies of
murk,

First I met thee.

Den-

There are marks of age,
Tiiere are thumb-marks on thy

margin,
Made by luinds that clasped thee

rudely,

At the alehouse.

Soiled and dull thou art

;

Yellow are thy time-worn pages.
As the russet, rain-molested
Leaves of autumn.

Thou art stained with wine
Scattered from hilarious goblets,

As tliese leaves with tlie libations

Of Olympus.

Yet dost thou recall

Days departed, lialf-forgotten,
When in dreamy youth I wan-

dered
By the Baltic,

—

When I paused to hear
The old ballad of King Christian
Shouted from suburban taverns
In the twilight.

Thou recallest bards.
Who, in solitary chambers,
And witli hearts by passion

wasted,
Wrote thy pages.

Thou recallest homes
Where tliy songs of love and

friendship
IMade the gloomy Northern winter
Blight as summer.

Once some ancient Scald,
In liis bleak, ancestral Iceland,
Chanted staves of these old ballads
To the Vikings.

Once in Elsinore,

At the court of old King Hamlet,
Yorick and his btjon companions
Sang these ditties.

Once Prince Frederick's Guard
Sang them in their smoky bar-

racks
;

Suddenly the Englisli cannon
Joineil the chorus I

Peasants in the field.

Sailors on the roaring ocean.
Students, tradesmen, pale me-

chanics,
*A11 have sung them.

Thou hast been their friend
;

They, alas ! have left thee friend-

less!

Yet at least by one warm fireside

Art thou welcome.

And, as swallows build
In these wide, old-fashioned chim-

neys,
So thy twittering songs shall

nestle
In my bosom,

—

Quiet, close, ftud warm.
Sheltered from all molestation,
And recalling b}' their voices
Youth and travel.

WALTER VON DER VOGEL-
WEID. *

VOGELWEID the Minnesinger.
When he left this world of ours,

Laid his body iti the cloister.

Under Wurtzburg's minster
towers.

And he gave the monks his treas-

.sures,

Gave tliem all with this behe.st:

* Walter von der Vogel-veid, or Rird-Mcadow. was one of the principal Minnesingers of the

thirteenth century. He triumphed over Heinrich von ( Xterdingen in that poetic contest at

Wartburg Castle, knuwn in literary lij.story as llje War of Wjirtburg.
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They should feed the birds at

noontide
Daily on his place of rest

;

Saying, "From these wandering
minstrels

I have learned the art of song

;

Let me now repay the lessons

Tliey have taught so well and
long."

Thus the bard of love departed
;

And, fulfilling his de.sirc.

On his tomb the birds were feasted

By the children of the choir.

Day by day, o'er tower and turret,

In foul weather and in fair,

Day by day, in vaster numbers,
Flocked tlie poets of the air.

On the tree whose heavy branches
Overshadowed all the place,

On the pavement, on the tomb-
stone,

On the poet's sculptui-ed face,

On the cross-bars of each window,
On the lintel of each door.

They renewed the War of Wart-
burg,

Which tlie bard had fought be-

fore.

There they sang their merry
carols,

Sang their lauds on every side ;

And the name their voices uttered
Was the name of Vogelweid.

Till at length the portly abbot
Murmured, "Why this waste

of food ?

Be it changed to loaves hencefor-
ward

For our fasting brotherhood."

'i'hen in vain o'er tower and turret.

From the walls and woodland
nests,

When the minster bells rang
noontide.

Gathered the unwelcome guests.

Then in vain, with cries dis-

cordant.
Clamorous round the Gothic

spire,

Screamed the feathered Minne-
singers

For the children of the choir.

Time has long effaced the inscrip-

tions

On the cloister's funeral stones,

And tradition only tells us
Where repose the poet's bones.

But around the vast cathedral
By sweet echoes multiplied.

Still the birds repeat the legend.

And the name of Vogelweid,

DRINKING SONG,

INSCRIPTION FOR AN ANTIQUE
PITCHER.

Come, old friend I sit down and
listen

!

From the pitcher, placed be-

tween us,

How the waters laugh and glis-

ten
In the head of old Silenus

!

Old Silenus, bloated, drunken,
Led by his inebriate Satyrs,

On liis breast his head is sunken,
Vacantly he leers and and chat-

ters.

Fauns with youthful Bacchus fol-

low
;

Ivy crowns that brow supernal
As the forehead of Apollo,

And possessing j'outh eternal.

Round about him, fair Bacchan-
tes,

Bearing cymbals, flutes, and
thyrses,
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Wild from Niixian groves, or
Zante's

Vineyards, sing delirious verses.

Thus lie won, through all tlie

nations,

Bloodless victories, and the

larnier

Bore, as trophies and oblations,

Vines for banners, plouglis for

armor.

Judged by no o'erzealous rigor,

Much tills mystic throng ex-

presses ;

Bacehus was the type of vigor,

And Silenus of excesses.

Tliese are ancient ethnic revels.

Of a faith long since forsaken ;

Now the Satyrs, changed to

devils,

Frighten mortals wine-o'er-

taken.

Now to rivulets from the moun-
tains

Point tiie rods of fortune-tell-

ers ;

Youth perpetual dwells in foun-
tains,

—

Not in flasks, and casks, and
cellars.

Claudius, though he sang of flag-

ons
And huge tankards filled witii

Rhenisli,
From that fieiy blood of dragons
Never would his own replenish.

Even Redi, though he chaunted
Bacchus in the Tuscan valleys,

Never drank the wine he vaunted
In his dithyrambic sallies.

Then with water fill the pitcher
Wreathed about with classic

fables

;

Ne'er Falernian threw a richer
Light upon Lucullus' tables.

Come, old friend, sit down and
listen !

As it passes thus between us.

How its wavelets laugh and glisten

In the liead of old Silenus I

THE OLD CLOCK ON THE STAIRS.

L'eternit^ est une pendule, dont le balancierdit et redit sans cesse ces deux mots seulement,

dans Ic silence des tombeaux : "ToujuuisI jamais I Jamais! toujours!"
Jacques Briuainh.

Somewhat back from the village

street

Stands the old fashioned country-
seat.

Across its anti<iue ])ortico

Tall ]><)pl:ir-trees tlieir shadows
til row.

And from its station in tiie hall

An ancient timepiece .says to

all.—
" Forever—never !

Never—forever !

"

Halfway up tlie stairs it stamls.

And points and beckons witli its

hands

From its case of massive oak.
Like a monk, who, under his

cloak.
Crosses iiimself, and sigiis, alas I

With .sorrowful voice to all who
pass.

—

" Forever—never !

Never—forever !

"

By dav its voice is low and
liglit ;

But in liie silent dead of night.
Distinct as tlie passing footsteps

fall.

It echoes along tlie vatrant liall.

Along I 111' ceiling, along the floor,
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And seems to say, at each cham-
ber-door,—
" Forever—never

j

Never—forever !

"

Through days of sorrow and of
mirtli.

Tlirougli days of death and days
of birth,

Tlirougli every swift vicissitude
Of changeful time, unchanged it

has stood.
And as if, like God, it all things

saw.
It calmly repeats those words of

awe,

—

" Forever—never !

Never—forever !

'"

In that mansion used to be
Free-liearteil liospitaHty ;

His great fires up the chimney
roared

;

The stranger feasted at liis board ;

But, like the skeleton at the
feast.

That warning timepiece never
ceased,—

" Forever—never !

Never—forever !

"

There groups of merry children
played.

There youths and maidens dream-
ing strayed ;

O precious hours ! O golden
prime.

And affluence of love and time !

Even as a miser counts liis gold,
Those hours the ancient time-

piece told,

—

" Forever—never I

Never—forever !

"

From that cliamber, clothed in

wliite.

The bride came forth on her wed-
ding niglit ;

There, in that silent room below.
The dead lay in his shroud of

snow
;

And ill the hush that followed
the prayer,

Was heard the old clock on the
stair,

—

'• Forever—never 1

Never—forever 1
"

All are scattered now and fled.

Some are married, some are
dead

;

And when I ask, with throbs of
pain,

"Ah! when shall they all meet
again ?

"

As in the days long-since gone
by,

The ancient timepiece makes
reply,—

" Forever—never I

Never—forever !

"

Never here, forever there,
WHiere all parting, pain, and

care.
And death, and time shall disap-

pear,

—

Forever there, but never here !

Tlie horologe of Eternity
Sayeth this incessantly,

—

" Forever—never !

Never—forever !

'

THE ARROW AND THE SONG.

I SHOT ni\ arrow into the air,

It fell to earth, I knew not where ;

For, so swiftly it flew, the sight
Could not follow it in its flight.

I breathed a song into the air.

It fell to earth, I knew not wliere ;

For who has sight so keen and
strong.

That it can follow the flight of

song ?

Long, long afterward, in an oak,
I found the arrow, still un broke ;

And the song, from beginning to

end,
I found again in the heart of a

friend.
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SONNETS.

THE EVENING STAR.

Lo ! in the painted oriel of tlie

West,
Whose panps the sunken sun

incarnadines,
Like a fair lady at her case-

ment, sliines

The evening star, the star of love

and rest !

And then anon she doth herself

divest.

Of all her radiant garments,
and reclines

Behind tlie sombre screen of

yonder pines.

With slumber and soft dreams of

love o()prest.

O my beloved, my sweet Hes-
perus !

My morning and my evening
star of love !

My best and gentlest lady I even
thus.

As that fair planet in the sky
above,

Dost thou retire unto tiiy rest at

night.

And from tliy darkened window
fades the light.

Outstretched with benediction&
o'er tlie land.

Blessing the farms through all

tiiy vast domain.
Thy shield is the red

moon, suspended
So long beneath the

o'erhanging eaves
Thy steps are by the

prayers attended ;

Like flame.s upon an altar shine
tlie sheaves ;

And, following the*-, in thy
ovation splendid.

Thine almoner, the wind, scat-

ters the golden leaves !

harve.st

heaven's

farmer's

AUTUMN.
Thou comest, Autumn, heralded

by the rain,

With banners, by great gales
incessant fanned.

Brighter than brightest silks of

Sainarcand,
And stately oxen harnessed to

thy wain !

Thou staiiilest, like imperial
Charlemagne,*

Upon thy bridge of gold ; thy
royal hand

CharlemaRiie may be called by preeminence the mnnnrcti of farmers. According to the

German tradition, in seasons of great abiiiulancL-, his spirit crosses the Rliinc on a golden

bridge at I?ingen, and blesses the cornfields and the vineyards. During his lifetime, he did

not disdain, says Motitesqiiieu, "to sell thr eggs from the farmyards of his domains, and the

superfluous vcgctahles of his gardens; while he distributed among his people the wealth of the

Lombards and the immense treasures of ihe Huns."

DANTE.
Tuscan, that wandereth through

the realms of gloom,
With thoughtful pace, and sad,

majestic eyes,

Stern thouglits anil awful from
thy soul arise.

Like Farinata from ids fierj' tomb.
Thy sacred song is like the trump

of doom ;

Yet in thy heart what human
sympathies.

What soft compassion glows,
as in the skies

The tender stars their clouded
lamps relume !

Methiiiks I see thee stand, with
jiallid clieeUs,

By Fra Ililario in his diocese.

As lip the convent-walls, in

golden streaks.

The ascending sunbeams mark
the day's decrease ;

And, as he asks what there the

stranger seeks.

Thy voice along the cloister

whispers, '• Peace !

"
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TRANSLATIONS.

THE HEMLOCK TREE.

FROM THE GERMAN.

O HEMLOCK tree ! O hemlock tree ! how faithful are thy branches

!

Green not alone in summer time,

But in the winter's frost and rime !

O hemlock tree ! O hemlock tree ! how faithful are thy branches I

O maiden fair ! O maiden fair ! how faithless is thy bosom I

Love me in prosperity,

And leave me in adversity !

O maiden fair ! O maiden fair ! how faithless is thy bosom I

The nightingale, the nightingale, thou tak'st for thine example I

So long as summer laughs she sings.

But in the autumn spreads her wings.

The nightingale, tlie nightingale, thou tak'st for thine example !

The meadow brook, the meadow brook, is mirror of thy falsehood !

It flows so long as falls the rain,

In drought its springs soon dry again.

The meadow brook, the meadow brook, is mirror of thy falsehood !

ANNIE OF THARAW.

FROM THE LOW GERMAN OF SIMON DACH.

Annie of Tharaw, my true love of old.

She is my life, and my goods, and my gold.

Annie of Tharaw, her heart once again

To me has surrendered in joy and in pain.

Annie of Tharaw, my riches, my good,

Thou, O my soul, my flesh and my blood !

Then come the wild weather, come sleet or come snow.

We will stand by each otlier, however it blow.

Oppression, and sickness, and sorrow, and pain,

Shall be to our true love as links to the chain.

As the palm-tree standeth so straight and so tall,

The more the hail beats, and the more the rains fall,—

So love in our hearts shall grow mighty and strong,

Through crosses, through sorrows, through manifold wrong.
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Shouldst thou be torn from me to wander alone
In a desolate land where the sun is scarce known,

—

Through forests I'll follow, and wliere the soa flows,

Through ice, and through iron, through armies of foes.

Annie of Tharaw, mj' light and my sun,

The threads of our two lives are woven in one.

Wliate'er I have bidden thee thou has obeyed.
Whatever forbidden thou hast not gainsaid.

How in the turmoil of life can love stand,

"Where there is not one heart, and one mouth, and one hand ?

Some seek for dissension, and trouble, and strife :

Like a dog and a cat live such man and wife.

Annie of Tharaw, such is not our love ;

Thou art my lambkin, my chick, and my dove.

Whate'er my desire is, in thine may be seen
;

I am king of the household, and thou art its queen.

It is this, O my Annie, my heart's sweetest rest.

That makes of us twain but one soul in one breast.

Tliis turns to a heaven the hut where we dwell
;

AVhile wrangling soon changes a home to a hell.

O, were I like him exalted,
I would be like him, a child I

THE STATUE OVER THE
CATHEDRAL DOOR.

FROM THE GERMAN OF JUIJUS
MOSEN.

Forms of saints and kings are
standing

The cathedral door above ;

Yet I .saw Vnit one among them
Wlio liatli soothed my soul witli

love.

In his mantle,—wound about him.
Astlieirrobes tlie.sowers wind,

—

Bore he swallows and their fledg-

lings.

Flowers and weeds of every
kind.

And so stands he calm and child-
like,

High in tlie wind and tempest
wild

;

lO

And my songs,—green leaves and
blossoms,

To tlie doors of heaven would
bear,

Calling, even in storm and tem-
pe.st.

Round me still tiiese birds of
air.

THE LEGEND OF THE CROSS-
BILL.

FROM THE GERMAN OF JULIUS
MOSEN.

On the cross the dying Saviour
Heavenward lifts liis eyelids

calm.
Feels, but scarcely feels, a trem-

bling
In liis pierced and bleeding palm.
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And by all the world forsaken.
See.s he liow with zealous care

At the ruthless nail of iron

A little bird is striving there.

Stained with blood and never
tiring,

With its beak it dotlinot cease,

From the cross 't would free the
Saviour,

Its Creator's Son release.

And the Saviour speaks in mild-
ness :

" Blest be tbou of all tlie good !

Bear, as token of tliis motnetit,

Marks of blood and holy rood !

"

And tliat bird is called the cross-

bill
;

Covered all with blood so clear.

In the groves of pine it singeth

Songs, like legends, strange to

hear.

THE SEA HATH ITS PEARLS.

FROM THE GERMAN OF HEINRICH
HEINE.

The sea hath its pearls.

The heaven hath its stars ;

But my heart, my heart.

My heart hatli its love.

Great are the sea and the heaven ;

Yet greater is my heart.

And fairer than pearls and stars

Flashes and beams my love.

Thou little, youthful maiden,
Come unto my great lieart

;

My heart, and tlie sea, and the
heaven

Are melting away with love !

POETIC APHORISMS.

FROM THE SINNGEDICHTE OF FRIEDRICH VON LOQAU.
CENTURY.

SEVENTEENTH

MONEY.

Whereunto is money good ?

Who has it not wants hardihood,
Who has it has much trouble and care,
Who once has had it has despair.

the best medicines,

Joy and Temperance and Repose
Slam the door on the doctor's nose.

SIN.

Man-like is it to fall into sin,

Fiend-like is it to dwell therein,
Christ-like is it for sin to grieve,

God-like is it all sin to leave.
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POVERTY AND BLINDNESS.

A blind man is a poor man, and blind a ]K)or man is ;

For the former seetli no man, and tbe latter no man sees.

LAW OF LIFE.

Live I. so live I,

To my Lord lif-artily,

To my Prince faithfully,

To my Neighbor honestly.
Die I, so die 1.

CREEDS.

Lutheran, Popish, Calvinistic, all these creeds and doctrines three

Extant are ; but still the doubt is, where Christianity may be.

THE RESTLESS HEART.

A millstone and the human heart are driven ever round ;

If they have nothing else to grind, they must themselves be ground.

CHRISTIAN LOVE.

Whilom Love was like a fire, and warmth and comfort it bespoke

;

But, alas ! it now is quenched, and only bites us, like the smoke.

ART AND TACT.

Intelligence and courtesy not always are combined
;

Often in a wooden house a golden room we find.

RETRIBUTION.

Tliongh tlie mills of God grind slowly, yet they grind exceeding small:

Thougli with patience he stands waiting, witii exactness grinds he all.

TRUTH.

WIkii l)y niglit the frogs are croaking, kindle but a torch's fire.

All ! I]i)\v sixm they all ar»; silent ! Thus Truth silences tiie liar.
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RHYMES.

If perhaps these rhymes of mine should sound not well in strangers'
ears,

They li;ive only to betliink them that it happens so with theirs;
For so long as words, like mortals, call a fatherland their own,
They will be most highly valued where they are best and longest

known.

CHILDHOOD.

FROM THE DANISH OF BAGGESEN.

There was a time when I was very small,
When my wliole frame was but an ell in height,

Sweetly, as I recall it, tears do full.

And tiierefore I recall it witli tlelight.

I sported in my tender mother's arms,
And rode a-horseback on best father's knee;

Alike were sorrows, passions and alarms,
And Gold, and Greek, and Love, unknown to me.

Then seemed to me this world far less in size,

Likewise it seemed to me less wicked far;
Like points in heaven I saw the stars arise.
And longed for wings that I might catch a star.

I saw the moon behind tlie island fade.
And thought, " O were I on that island there!

I could find out of what the moon is made,
Find out how large it is, how round, how fair !

"

Wondering, I saw God's sun, through western skies
Sink in the ocean's golden lap at night.

And yet, upon the morrow, early rise

And paint the eastern heaven with crimson light.

And thought of God, the gracious, heaveidy Father,
Who made me and that lovely sun on high,

And all those pearls of heaven, thick strung together,
Dropped, clustering, from his hand o'er all the sky.

With childish reverence my j'oung lips did say
Tiie prayer my pious mother taught to me;

" Oil, gentle God ! Oh, let nie strive alway
Still to be wise, and good, and follow Thee!

"

So prayed I for my father and my mother,
And for my sister, and for all the town

;

The king I knew not, and the beggar-brother,
Who, bent with age, went, .sighing, up and down.
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They perished, tlie blithe days of childhood perished,

And all the gladness, all tlie peace I knew !

Now have I but their memory, fondly cheri.shed

—

God! may I never, never lose that too !

The Curfew Bell

Is beginning to toll.
THE GOOD GEORGE CAMP-

BELL.

FROM THE GERMAN OF O. L. B.

WOLF.

High on the highlands,
And deep in the day,
The good George Campbell
Rode free and away.
All saddled, all bridled.

Gay garments he wore;
Home came his good steed,

But he nevermore!

Out came his mother.
Weeping so sadly!

Out came his beauteous bride,

Wailing so madly!
All saddled, all bridled,

Strong armor he wore
;

Home came the saddle.

But he nevermore!

" My meadow lies green,
Unreaped is my corn ;

My garner is emptj'.

My child is unborn !

"

All saddled, all bridled,

Sharp weapons he bore :

Home came the saddle,

But he nevermore I

CURFEW.
I.

Solemnly, mournfully,
Dealing its dole,

Cover the embers,
And put out the light

;

Toil comes with the morning,
And rest with the night.

Dark grow the windows,
And quenched is tiie fire ;

Sounil fades into silence,

—

All footsteps retire.

No voice in the chambers.
No sound in the hallj

Sleep and oblivion
Reign over all!

n.

The book is completed.
And closed, like the day;

And the hand that has written it

Lays it away.

Dim grow its fancies ;

Forgotten they lie

;

Like coals in the ashes,
They darken and die.

Song sinks into silence,

The story is told.

The windows are darkened,
The hearth-stone is cold

Darker .and darker
The black shadows fall ;

Sleep and oblivion
Reign over all.
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EVANGELINE,
A TALE OF ACADIE.

1847.

This is the forest primeval. The murmuring pines and the hemlocks,
Bearded with iiioss, and in garments green, indistinct in the twilight,
Stand like Diuids of eld, with voices sad and prophetic,
Stand like imrpers hoar, with beards that rest on their bosoms.
Loud from its rocky caverns, the deep-voiced neighboring ocean
Speaks, and in accents disconsolate answers the wail of the forest.

This is the forest primeval ; but where are the liearts that beneath it

Leaped like the roe, when lie hears in the woodland the voice of the
huntsman ?

Where is the thatch-roofed village, the home of Acadian farmers,

—

Men whose lives glided on like rivers that water the woodlands.
Darkened by sliadows of earth, but reflecting an image of heaven ?

Waste are those plea.sant farms, and the farmers forever departed !

Scattered like dust and leaves, when tlie mighty blasts of October
Seize them, and whirl them aloft, and sprinkle them far o'er the

ocean.
Nauglit but tradition remains of the beautiful village of Grand-Pre.

Ye who believe in aflfection that hopes, and endures, and is patient.
Ye who believe in the beauty and strength of woman's devotion,
List to the mournful tradition still sung by the pines of the forest

;

List to a tale of Love in Acadie, home of the liappy.

PART THE FIRST.

In the Acadian land, on the shores of the Basin of Minas,
Distant, secluded, still, the little village of Grand-Pre
Lay in the fiuitful valley. Vast meatlows stretched to the eastward,
Giving the village its name, and pasture to flocks without number.
Dikes, that the hands of the farmers had raised with labor inces.sant,

Shut out the turbulent tides ; but at stated seasons the flood-gates
Opened, and welcomed the sea to wander at will o'er the meadows.
West and south there were fields of flax, and orchards and corn-fields

Spreading afar and unfenced o'er the plain ; and away to the north-
ward

Blomidon rose, and tlie forests old, and aloft on the moimtains
Sea-fogs pitched their tents, and mists from the mighty Atlantic
Looked on the happj^ valley, but ne'er from their station de.scended.

There, in the midst of its farms, reposed the Acadian village.
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Strongly built were the houses, with frames of oak and of chestnut,
Such as the peasants of Normandy built in tlie reign of the Henries.
Thatched were the roofs, witii dormer-windows ; and gables pro-

jecting
Over tlie basement below protected and shaded the doorway.
Tiiere in the tranquil evenings of sununer, wlien briglitly the sunset
Lighted tlie village street, and gilded the vanes ou the chimneys,

|

Matrons and maidens sat in snow-white caps and in kirtles

Scarlet and bine and green, with distaffs spinning the golden
Hax for the gossiping looms, wliof^e noisy shuttles within doors
Mingled their sound with the whir of the wheels and the songs of

maidens.
Solemnly down the street came the parisli priest, and the children
Pause<l in their play to ki^'s tlie hand lie extended to bless them.
Reverend walked he among tliem ; and uprose matrons and maidens,
Hailing his slow approach with words of alfectionate welcome.
Then came the laborers home from the field, and serenely the sun

sank
Down to his rest, and twilight prevailed. Anon from the belfry
Softly the Angelus sounded, and over the roofs of the village

Columns of pale blue smoke, lila; clouds of incense ascending,
Rose from a hundred hearths, tiie homes of peace and contentment.
Thus dwelt together in love these simple Acadian farmers,

—

Dwelt in the love of God and of man. Alike were the}' free from
Fear, that reigns with the tyrant, and envy, the vice of rei)ublics.

Neither locks had they to their doors, nor bars to tlieir windows ;

But their dwellings were open as day and the hearts of the owners;
There the richest was jjoor, and the poorest lived in abundance.

Somewhat apart from the village, and nearer the Basin of Minas,
Benedict Bellefontaine, the wealthiest farmer of Grand-Pre,
Dwelt on his goodly acres ; and with him, directing his household,
Gentle Evangeline lived, his child, and the pride vi the village.

Stal worth and stately in form was tlie man of seventy winters ;

Hearty and hale was he. an oak that is covered with snow-flakes

;

White as the snow were his locks, and his cheeks as brown as the oak-
leaves.

Fair was she to behold, that maiden of seventeen summers.
Black were her eyes as the berry that grows on thetiiorn by the way-

side,

Black, yet how .softly they gleamed beneath the brown shade of her
tresses

!

Sweet was her breath as the breath of kinethat feed in the meadows.
When ill the harvest heat slu' bene to the reajiers at noontiile
Flagons of homo-bresved ale, ah ! fair in sooth was the maiden.
Fairer was she when, on Sunday morn, while the bell from its turret
Spriiildeil with holy sounds the air, as the jjiiest with his hyssop
Sprinkles the congiegaticju, and scatters blessings upon tliem,
Down th(^ long street she passed, with her chaplet of beads and her

missal,
Wearing her Norman cap, and hi-r kirtle of bine, and the earrings,

Brought in the olden time from France, and since, as an heirloom.
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Handed down from mother to child, through long genei-ations.

But a celestial brightness—a more etliereal beauty

—

Shone on her face and encircled her form, when, after confession,

Homely serene she walked with God's benediction upon her.

Wlien she had i^assod, it seemed like the ceasing of exquisite music.

Fh-mly builded with rafters of oak, the house of the farmer

Stood on the side of a liill commanding the sea ; and a shady
Sycamore grew by the door, with a woodbine wreathing around it.

liiidely carved was tlie porch, with seats beneath ; and a footpath

l^ed througli an orchard wide, and disappeared in the meadow.
Under the sycamore-tree were hives overhung by a penthouse,

Such as the "traveller sees in regions remote by the roadside,

Built o'er a box for tlie poor, or the blessed image of Mary.

Farther down, on tlie slope of the hill, was the well with its moss-

grown
Bucket, fastened with iron, and near it a trough for the horses.

Shielding the house from storms, on the north, were the barns and
the farmyard.

There stood tlie broad-wheeled wains and the antique ploughs and
the harrows ;

There were the folds for the sheep ; and there, in his feathered

seraglio.

Strutted tlie lordly turkey, and crowed the cock, with the self-same

Voice tliat in ages of old liad startled the penitent Peter.

Bursting with liay were the barns, themselves a village. In each one

Far o'er the gal)!e projected a roof of thatch ; and a staircase,

Under the slieltering eaves, led up to the odorous corn-loft.

There too the dove-cot stood, with its meek and innocent inmates

Murmuring ever of love ; wliile above in the variant breezes

Numberless noisy weathercocks rattled and sang of mutation.

Thus, at peace with God and the world, the farmer of Grand-Pre

Lived on his sunny farm, and Evangeline governed his household.

Many a youth, as he knelt in the church and opened his missal,

Fixed his eyes upon her, as tlie saint of his deepest devotion ;

Happy was lie who iiii,ii;lit touch her hand or the hem of her garment

!

^lany a suitor came to her door, by the darkness befriended,

And as he knocked and waited to iiear the sound of her footsteps,

iCuevv not which beat tlie louder, his lieart or the knocker of iron ;

)r at the joyous feast of tlie Patron Saint of the village,

'>older grew, and pressed her hand in the dance as he wdiispered

fl irried words of love, that seemed a part of the music.

H it, among all who came, young Gabriel only was welcome ;

Gabriel Lajeunesse, tiie son of Basil, the blacksmith,

Wlio was a mighty man in the village, and lionored of all men ;

For since the birth of time, throughout all ages and nations,

Has the craft of the smith been held in repute by the people.

P.asil was Benedic t's friend. Their children from earliest childhood

(riew up together as brother and sister ; and Father Felician,

Priest and pedagogue both in the village, had taught them their

letters
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Out of the selfsame book, with the hymns of the church and the plain-

song.
But when the hj-nin was sung, and the daily lessoti completed,
Swiftl}' they hurried away to tlie forge of Basil the Idacksmitli.

There at the door they stood, with wondering eyes to behold him
Take in his leathern lap tlie hoof of the horse as a plaything.
Nailing tiie slioe in its place; while near liim the tire of the cart-

wheel
Lay like a fiery snake, coiled round in a circle of cinders.

Oft on autumnal eves, when without in tlie gathering darkness
Bursting witli light seemed tlie smithy, through every cranny and

crevice,
AVarm by tlie forge within they watched tlie laboring bellows.

And as its panting ceased, and the sparks expired in the ashes.

Merrily laughed, and said they were nuns going into the chapel.

Oft on sledges in winter as swift as the swoop of the eagle,

Down the hillside bounding, they glided away o'er the meadow.
Oft in the barns they climbed to the populous nests on the rafters,

Seeking with eager eyes that wondrous stone, which the swallow
Brings from the.shore of the sea to restore the sight of its fledglings ;

Luck}' was he who found that stone in the nest of the swallow !

Thus passed a few swift years, and they no longer were children.
He was a valiant youth, and his face, like the face of the morning.
Gladdened the earth with its light, and ripened thought into action,
She was a woman now, with the heart and hopes of a woman.
" Sunshine of Saint Eulalie " was she called; for tli.at was the sun-

shine
AVhich, as the farmers believed, would load their orchards with apples

;

She, too, would bring to her husband's house deliglit and abundance,
Filling it full of love and the ruddy faces of children.

IL

Now liad the season returned, when the nights grow colder and
longer,

And the retreating sun the sign of the Scorpion enters.

Birds of passage sailed through the leaden air from the ice-bound,
Desolate northern bays to the shores of tropical islands.

Harvests were gathered in ; and wild with the winds of September
Wrestled the trtes of the forest, as Jacob of old with the angel.
All the signs foretold a winter long ami inclement.
Bees, with prophetic instinct of want, had hoarded their honey
Till the hives overflowed ; and the Indian hunters asserted
Cold would the winter be, for thick was the fur of the foxes.

Such was the advent of autumn. Then followed that beautiful
.season

,

Called by the pious Acadian peasants the Summer of All-Saints !

Filled was the air with a dreamy and magical ligiit ; and the land-
scape

Lay as if new-created in all the freshness of childhood.
Peace seemed to reign u|)on earth, and the restless heart of the ocean
Was for a moment (consoled. All sounds were in harmony blended.
Voices of children at play, the crowing of cocks in the fai'myards.
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Whir of wings in the drowsy air, und the cooing of pigeons,

All were subdued and low as the iimrnuns of love, and the great sun

Looked with tlie eye of love tlirough tlie golden vapors around him :

While arrayed in its robes of russet and scarlet and yellow,

Bright with the sheen of the dew, each glittering tree of the forest

Flashed like the plane-tree the Persian adorned with mantles and
jewels.

Now recommenced the reign of rest and affection and stillness.

Day with its burden and heat had departed, and twilight descending
Brought back the evening star to the sky, and the herds to the home-

stead.
Pawing the ground they came, and resting their necks on each other,

And witli their nostrils distended inhaling the freshness of evening.

Foremost, hearing the bell, Evangeline's beautiful heifer.

Proud of her sno\\'-w]iite hide, and the ribbon that waved from her

collar,

Quietly paced and slow, as if conscious of human affection.

Then cavne the shepherd back with his bleating flocks from the sea-

side.

Where was their favorite pasture. Behind them followed the watch-
dog.

Patient, full of importance, and grand in the pride of his instinct,

Walking from side to side with a lordly air, and superbly
Waving his bushy tail, and urging forward tlie stragglers ;

Regent of flocks was he when the shepherd slept : their protector.

When from the forest at night, through the starry silence, the wolves
howled.

Late, with the rising moon, returned the wains from the marshes,
Laden with briny liay, that filled the air with its odor.

Cheerily neighed the steeds, with dew on their manes and their

fetlocks.

While aloft on tlipir shoulders the wooden and ponderous saddles,

Painted with brilliant dyes, and arlorned with tassels of crimson.
Nodded in bright array, like hollyliocks heavy with blossoms.

Patiently stoocl the co'ws meanwhile, and yielded their udders
Unto the milkmaid's hand ; whilst loud and in regular cadence
Into the sounding i^ails the foaming streamlets descended.
Lowing of cattle and peals of laughter were heard in the farmyard,
Echoed back by the barns. Anon they sank into stillness

;

Heavily closed, with a jarring sound, the valves of the barn-dooi's,

Rattled the wooden bars, and all for a season was silent

!

In-doors, warm by the wide-mouthed fireplace, idly the farmer
Sat in his elbow-chair, and watched how the flames and the smoke-

wreaths
Struggled together like foes in a burning city. Behind him.
Nodding and mocking along tiie wall, with gestures fantastic.

Darted his own huge sliadow, and vanished away into darkness.

Faces, clumsily carved in oalc, on the back of his armchair
Laughed in the flickering light, and the pewter phites on the dresser

Caught and reflected the flame, as shields of finnies the sunshine,
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Fragments of song the old man sang, ami carols of Ciiristmas,
Siicli as at home, in the okk-n time, liis fatliers before iiim

Sang in their Norman orcliards and bright Buiguiulian vineyards.
Close at lier father's side was tlie gentle h]vaii<;eline seated,
.Spiiiiiirjg fiax for the loom, that stood in the corner behind her.
Silent awhile were its treadles, at rest was its diligent shuttle,
^Vhile the monotonous drone of the wheel, like the drone of a bag-

i)il)e.

Followed the old man's song, and united the fragments to<;ether.

As in a church, when the chant of the choir at intervals ceases.
Footfalls are heard in the aisles, or words of the priest at the altar.

So, in each i)au.se of the song, with measured motion the clock
clicked.

Thus as they sat, there were footsteps heard, and, suddenly lifted,

Sounded the wooden latcli. and the do(U- swung l)a(k on its hinges,
l^enedict knew i)y the hobnailed shoes it was Basil the blacksmith,
And by her beating heart Evangeline knew who was with him.
" Welcome ! "' the farmer exclaimed, as their footsteps paused on the

thresiiold,
" Welcome, Basil, my friend ! Come, take thy place on the settle

Close by the chimney-side, which is always empty without thee ;

Take from the shelf overhead thy pipe and the box of tobacco
;

Never so much thj'self art thou as when through the cnirling

Smoke of the pi])e or the forge thy friendly and jovial face gleams
Round and red as the harvest moon through the mistof tlie marshes."
Then, with a smile of content, thus answeied Basil the blacksmith,
Taking with easy air the accustomed seat by the fhesida :

—

' Benedict Bellefontaine, thou hast ever thy jest and thy ballad !

Ever in cheerfiilest mood art thou, when otliers are filled with
(ilooiu}' forebodings of ill, and see only ruin before them.
Happy art thou, as if every day thou hadst picked up a horseshoe."
Pausing a moment, to take the i)ii''e tliat Evangeline brought him.
And with a coal fiom the embers had li,L;hted, he slowly continued :

—

'• Four days now are i)ast since the Eii<;lish ships at their anchors
Ride in the Gaspereau's mouth, with their cannon pointed against us.

Wiiat tiieir design may be is unknown ; but all are commanded
On the morrow to meet in the cliurcli, where his [Majesty's mandate
Will be proclaimed as law in the land. Alas ! in tiie meantime
Many snrmises of evil alarm the hearts of tlie peojile."

Then nuule answer tlu' farmer :
— "' Perhaps some friendlier purpose

Brings the.se ships to our shores. Perhaps the harvests in England
By tlio untinudy rains or untinudier heat have bren blighted.

And from onr bursting barns tliey wonld feed tiieir cattle and chil-

dren."
" Not so thinketh tlie folk in the village," said, warmly, the black-

smith,
Shaking his head, as in doubt ; tlien, heaving a sigh, he continued :

—

" Louisburj; is not forgotten, nor lieau Sejour, noi' I\>rt Royal.
Many already have fled to tiie forest. an<l hu k on its ontskirts,

Waiting witli anxious hearts the dul)ioMs fate of to-morrow.
Arms have beau taken fix)m us, and w urlike weapons of all kinds

;
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Nothing is left but the blacksmith's sledge ani the scythe of the
mower."

Then with a pleasant smile made answer the jovial farmer :—
"Safer are we unarmed, in the midst of our liocks and our corn-

fields,

Siifer within these peaceful dikes, besieged by the ocean,
Tiian were our fatliers in forts, besieged b}' the enemy's cannon.
Fear no evil, my friend, and to-night may no shadow of sorrow
Fall on this liouse and hearth ; for this is the night of the contract.
Built are tiie house and tlie barn. The merry lads of the village

Strongly have built them and well ; and, breaking the glebe round
alx)ut them.

Filled the barn with hay, and the house with food for a twelve-
montli.

Rene Leblaiic will be here anon, with his papers and inkhorn.
Shall we not then be glad, and rejoice in the J03" of our children ?

"

As ajiart by tlie window slie stood, with her hand in her lover's.

Blushing Evangeline heard the words that her father had spoken,
And as they died on his lips the worthy notary entered.

III.

Bent like a laboring oar, that toils in the surf of the ocean,
Bent, but not broken, by age was tlie form of the notary public

;

Shocks of yellow hair, like the silken floss of the maize, hung
Over his shoulders ; his forehead was high ; and glasses with horn

bows
Sat astride on his nose, with a look of wisdom supernal.
Father of twenty children was he, and more than a hundred
Children's children rode on his knee, and heard his great watch tick.

Four long years in the times of the war had he languished a captive.

Suffering much in an old Frencli fort as tlie friend of the English.
Now, though warier grown, witliout all guile or suspicion.

Ripe in wisdom was he, but patient, and simple, and childlike.

He was beloved by all, and most of all by the children
;

For he told them tales of the Loup-garou in the forest.

And of the goblin that came in tlie night to water the horses.

And of tlie white Letiche, the ghost of a child who unchristened
Died, and was doomed to haunt unseen the ciiambers of children ;

And liou' on Christmas eve tlie oxen talked in tlie stable,

And how the fever was cured by a spider shut up in a nutshell.

And of the marvellous powers of four-leaved clover and horseshoes,
With whatsoever else was writ in tlie lore of the vilhige.

Tlien U[) rose from his seat by the fireside Basil tlie blacksmith,
Knocked froni his pipe the ashes, and slowly extending his right

hand,
" Father Leblanc," he exclaimed, " thou hast heard the talk in the

village,

And, perchance, canst tell us some news of these ships and their

errand,"
Then with modest demeanor made answer (he notary public,

—

" Gossip enough have I heard, in sooth, yet am never the wiser
;

And what their errand may be I know not better than others.
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Yet I am not of those who imagine some evil intention

Brings them here, fur we are at peace ; and why tlieii molest us ?
"

'God's name!" shouted the hasty and somewhat irascible black-

smitli
;

Must we in all things look for the huw, and the why, and the where-
^'ore ?

Tally injustice is done, and might is the right of the strongest! "

lint, without heeding liis warmth, continued the notary public,

—

" Man is unjust, but God is just ; and finally justice

Triumplis ; and well I remember a story, that often consoled me,
When as a captive I lay in the old French fort at Port Royal."
Tliis was tlieold man"s favorite tale, and he luved to repeat it

Wlien ills neighbors complained tliat any injustice was done them.
"Once in an ancient city, whose name I no longer remember,
Raised aloft on a column, a brazen statue of Justice

Stood in the ]>ublic square, upliolding the scales in its left hand,
And in its riglit a sword, as an einhieni tliat justice presided

Over the laws of tlie land, and tlie iiearts and homes of tiie |)eople.

Even the birds had built tiieir nests in tlie scales of the balaiue,

Having no fear of the sword that flashed in the sunshine above
them.

But in tlie course of time the laws of the land were corrupted ;

Might took the place of right, and the weak were oppressed, and the
miglity

Ruled witli an iron rod. Tlien it chanced in a nobleman's palace

Tiiat a necklace of pearls was lost, and ere long a suspicion

Fell on an orphan girl who lived as maid in tlie household.
She, after form of trial condemned to die on tlie scaffold.

Patiently met her doom at the foot of the statue of Justice.

As to her Father in heaven her innocent spirit ascended,
Lo ! o'er tiie city a tempest rose ; and the bolts of the thunder
Smote the statue of bronze, and hurled in wrath from its left hand
Down on the ])avement below the clattering scales of the balance,

Anil in tiie hollow tliereof was found the nest of a magpie.
Into whose clay-built walls the neckla'-e of pearls was inwoven."
Silenced, but not convinced, when the story was ended, the black-

smith
Stood Hive a man who fain would speak, but findeth no language ;

All his thoughts were congealed into lines on his face, as the

vapors
Freeze in fantastic shapes on the window-panes in the winter.

Then Evangeline lighted the brazen lamp on tiie table,

Filled, till it overflowed, the pewter tankard with home-brewed
Nut-brown ale. that was famed for its strength in the village of

Grand-Pre;
Wliile from his pocket the notary drew his papers and ink-horn,

Wrote with a .steady hand the date and the age of the parties.

Naming the dower of tiie bride in the flocks of sheep and in cattle.

Orderly all things preceded, and duly and well were completed,
And the great s(!al of the law was .set like a sun on the margin.
Then from his leathern pouch the farmer threw on the table
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Three times the ohl man's fee in solid pieces of silver ;

And the notary rising, and blessing the bride and tlie bridegroom,
Lifted aloft the tankard of ale and drank to tlieir welfare.
Wiping tlie foam from his lip, lie solemnly bowed and departed,
While in silence the other sat and mused bj" the fireside,

Till Evangeline bronght tiie drauglit-board out of its corner.
Soon was tlie game begun. In friendly contention the old men
Laughed at each lucky hit, or unsuccessful manoeuvre,
Laughed when a man was crowned, or a breach was made in the

king-row.
Meanwliile apart, in the twilight gloom of a window's embrasure,
Sat the lovers, and whispeied together, beholding the moon rise

Over the pallid sea and the silverj^ mist of the meadows.
Silently, one by one, in the infinite meadows of heaven,
Blossomed the lovely stars, the forget-me-nots of the angels.

Thus passed the evening away. Anon the bell from the belfry
Rang out the hour of nine, the village curfew, and straightway
Rose the guests and departed ; and silence reigned in the household.
Many a farewell word and sweet good-night on the door-step
Lingered long in Evangeline's heart, and filled it with gladness.
Carefully then were covered the embers that glowed on the hearth-

stone.
And on the oaken stairs resounded the tread of the farmer.
Soon with a soundless step the foot of Evangeline followed.
Up the staircase moved a luminous space in the darkness.
Lighted less by the lamp than the shining facie of the maiden.
Silent she passed through the hall, and entered the door of her

chamber.
Simple that chamber was, with its curtains of white, and its clothes-

press
Ample and high, on whose spacious shelves were carefully folded
Linen and woolen stuffs, by the hand of Evangeline woven.
This was the precious dower she would bring to her husband in

marriage.
Better than flocks and herds, being proofs of her skill as a iiousewife.
Soon she extinguished her lamp, for the mellow and radiant moon-

light

Streamed through the windows, and lighted the room, till the heart
of the maiden

Swelled and obeyed its power, like the tremulous tides of the ocean.
Ah I she was fair, exceeding fair to beliold, as she stood with
Naked snow-white feet on the gleaming floor of her chamber !

Little she dreamed that below, among the trees of the orchard,
Waited her lover and watched for the gleam of her lamp and her

shadow.
Yet were her thouglits of him, and nt times the feeling of sadness
Passed o'er her soul, as the sailing shade of clouds in the moonlight
Flitted across tlie floor and darkened the room for a moment.
And as she gazed from the window she saw serenely the moon pass
Forth from the folds of a cloud, and one star follow her footsteps.

As out of Abraham's tent young Ishmael wandered with Ilagar !
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IV.

Pleasantly rose next morn tlie sun on the village of Granrl-Pre.
Pleasantly gleamed in the soil, sweet air tlie Basin of Minas,
Where tlie ships, with their wavering shadows, were riding at an-

chor.
Life had long been astir in the village, and clamorous labor
Knocked with its hundred hands at the golden gates of the morning.
Now from tlie country around, from the farms and the neighboring

hamlets,
Came in their holiday dresses the blithe Acadian peasants.

]\Iaiiy a glad good-morrow and jocund laugh from tlie young folk

Made the bright air brighter, as up from the numerous meadows.
Where no path could be seen but the track of wheels in the green-

sward,
Group after group appeared, and joined, or pas.sed on the highway.
Long ere noon, in the village all sounds of labor were silenced.

Thronged were the streets with people ; and noisy groups at the
house-doors

Sat in tiie cheerful sun. and rejoiced and gossiped together.

Every house was an inn, where all were welcomed and feasted ;

For with this simi)le people, who lived like brothers together.

All things were held in common, and what one had was another's.

Yet under Benedict's roof hospitality seemed more abundant :

For Evangeline stood among the guests of her fatlier ;

Bright was her face with smiles, and words of welcome and gladness
Fell from her beautiful lips, and blessed the cup as she gave it.

Under the open sky, in the odorous air of the orchard,
Bending with golden fruit, was spread thefeasL of betrothal.

There in the sliade of the porch were the priest and the notary
seated

;

There good Benedict sat, and sturdy Basil the blacksmith.
N'ot far withdrawn from tliese, by llio cider-press and the beehives,
Miciiael the fiddler was placed, with the gaj'est of hearts and of

waistcoats.
Shadow and light from the leaves alternately played on his snow-

white
TIair, as it waved in tlie wind : and the jolly face of the fiddler

'Mowed like a living coal when the ashes are bio uii from the em-
be is.

Gayly the old man sang to the vibrant sound of his fiddle,

Tons les Bouiyi'Dts de Chartves, and Le Carillon de Ditnkerque,
And anon witli his wooden shoes beat time to the music.
Merrily, merrily whirled tlie wheels of the dizzying dances
Under tlic orchard-trees and down the path to the niead(nvs ;

Old folk and young together, ami children mingled am<)ng them.
Fairest of all the niaiils was Evangeline. Benedict's daughter !

Noblest of all the youths was Gabriel, son of the blacksmith !

So passed tiie morning away. And lo ! v^ith a summons sonorous
Sounded the bell from its tower, and over the meadowsa drum beat.
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Thronged ere long was the church with men. Without, in the
churchyard,

Waited the women. They stood by the graves, and lumg on the
headstones

Garlands of autumn leaves and evergreens fresh from the forest.

Then came the guard from the slups, and marchi)ig proudly among
them

Entered the sacred portal. With loud and dissonant clangor
Echoed the sound of their brazen drums from ceiling and case-

ment,

—

Echoed a moment only, and slowly the ponderous portal
Closed, and in silence the crowd awaited the will of the soldiers.

Tiien up rose their commander; and spake from the steps of the altar,

Holding aloft in his hands, with its seals, the royal commission.
" You are convened tliis day.'' he said, " by his Majesty "s^orders.

Clement and kind has he been ; but how you have answered his

kindness.
Let your own hearts reply ! To my natural make and my temper
Painful the task is I do, whicli to you I know must be grievous.

Yet nuist I bow and obey, and deliver tlie will of our monarch ;

Namely, that all your lands, and dwellings, and cattle of all kinds
Forfeited be to the crown ; and that you yourselves from this

province
Be transported to other lands. God grant that you may dwell there
Ever as faithful subjects, a happy and peaceable people !

Prisoners now I declare you ; for such is his Majesty's pleasure !

"

As, when the air is serene in the sultry solstice of summer.
Suddenly gathers a storm, and the deadly sling of the hailstones

Beats down the farmer's corn in the field anil shatters his windows,
Hiding the sun, and strewing the ground with thatch from the house-

roofs.

Bellowing fly the herds, and seek to break their inclosui'es ;

So on the hearts of the people descended the words of the speaker.

Silent a moment they stood in speechless woudei'. and then rose

Louder and ever louder a wail of sorrow and anger.
And, by one impulse moved, they madly rushed to the doorway.
Vain was the hope of escape ; and cries and fierce imprecations
Rang through the house of prayer; and high o'er the heads of the

others
Eose, with his arms uplifted, the figure of Basil the blacksmith,
As. on a stormy sea, a spar is tossed by the billows.

Flushed was his face and distorted with passion ; and wildly he
shouted,

" Down with the tyrants of England ! we never have sworn them
allegiance !

Death to these foreign soldiers, who seize on our homes and our
harvests !

"

More he fain would have said, but the merciless hand of a soldier

Smote him upon the mouth, and dragged him down to the pavement.

In tiie midst of the strife and tumult of angry contention,

Lo I the door of tho chancel openeil, and Father Feliciaii
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Entered, with serious mien, and ascended the steps of the altar.
Raising liis reverend hand, with a gesture he awed into sik^ice
Ail that clamorous tiirong : and tlius lie spake to his people

;

Deep were his toues and solemn : in accents measured and mournful
Spake he, as, after the tocsin's alarum, distincth' tlie clock strikes.
'• What is tins that ye do, my children ? wiiat madness has seized you ?

Forty years of my life have 1 labored among you, and taught you.
Not in word alone, but in deed, to love one anotiier I

Js this the fruit of my toils, of my vigils and jirayers and j)rivations?
Have you so soon forgotten all lessons of love and forgiveness

V

Tills is the house of tiie Prince of Peace, and would you profane it

Thus with violent deeds and hearts overflowing with hatred?
Lo ! where the crucified Ciirist from his cross is gazing upon you !

See ! in those sorrowful eyes what meekness and holy coinjiassion !

Hark ! how those lips still repeat the prayer, ' O Father, forgive
them !

'

Let us repeat that prayer in the hour when the wicked assail us,
Let us repeat it now, and say ' O Fatlier, forgive tliem I

'

"

Few were his words of rebuke, but deep in tlie hearts of liis people
Sank tlie}'. and sobs of contrition succeeded that passionate outbreak ;

And they I'epeated his praj'er, and said, '• O Fatlier, forgive them !

"

Then came the evening service. The tapers gleamed from tiie

alfar.

Fervent and deep was the voice of the priest, and the people re-

si)onded,
Not with their lips alone, but with their hearts ; and the Ave Maria
Sang they, and fell on their knees, and their souls, with devotion

translated,
Rose on the ardor of prayer, like Elijah ascending to heaven.

Meanwhile had spread in the village the tidings of ill, and on all

sides

Wandered, wailing, from house to house the women and children.
Long at her father's door Evangeline stood, with her right hand
Sliielding iier ej-es from tlie level raj's of the sun, tliat. descending.
Lighted the village street with mysterious splendor, and roofed each
lV;isant's cottage with golden thatch, and eiiililazoiied its windows.
Long witliiu had been spread the snow-white cloth on tlie table ;

Tliere stood the wheaten loaf, and the honey fragrant with wild
flowers ;

Tliere stood the tankard of ale, and the cheese fresh brought from
the dairy

;

And at the head of the board the great armchair of the farmer.
Thus did Evangeline wait a'^ her father's door, as tlie sunset
Threw the long shadows of trees o'er the broad ambrosial nieadows.
Ah ! on her s|)irit within a tleeper shadow had fallen.
And fiom the lields of her soul a fragrance celestial ascended.

—

(.'liarity. meekness, love, and hope, and foigi\ eness. and patience!
Then, all-forgetful of .'•elf, she wimdered into the village.
Cheering with looks and words the disconsolate hearts of the women,
As o'er the darkening fields with lingering steps they departed,

II
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Urged by their liousehokl cares, and the weary feet of their children.
Down sank tlie great red sun, and in golden, glimmering vapors
Veiled tlie light of iiis face, like tlie Prophet descending from Sinai.

Sweetly over the village the bell of tlie Angelas sounded.

Meanwhile, ami<l tlie gloom, by tlie eliurch, Evangeline lingered.
All was silent witliin ; and in vain at the door and the windows
Stood she, and listened and looked, until, overcome l)y emotion
" Gabriel

!
"' cried she aloud with tremulous voice ; but no answer

Came from the graves of the dead, nor the gloomier grave of the
living.

Slowly at lengtli she returned to tlie tenantless house of her father.
Smouldered the fire on the Jieartli, on the board stood the supper

un tasted.

Empty and drear was each room, and haunted with phantoms of
terror.

Sadly echoed her step on the stair and the floor of her chamber.
In the dead of the night she heard the whispering rain fall

Loud on the withered leaves of the sycamore-tree by the window.
Keen!}- tlio liglitiiing flashed ; and the voice of the echoing thunder
Told her that God was in heaven, and governed the world he created !

Then she remembered tlie tale she had heard of the justice of heaven
;

Soothed was her troubled soul, and she peacefully slumbered till

morning.
V.

FoUP. times the sun had risen and set ; and now on the fifth day
Cheerily called the cock to the sleeping maids of the farmhouse.
Soon o'er the yellow fields, in silent and mournful procession.
Came from the neighboring hamlets and farms the Acadian women,
Driving in ]Hinderous wains their liousehold goods to the seashore,
Pausing and looking back to gaze once more on their dwellings,

Ere they were shut from sight by the winding road and the wood-
land.

Close at their sides their children ran, and urged on the oxen,
While in their little hands they clasped some fragments of play-

things.

Thus to the Gaspereau's mouth they hurried ; there on tlie sea-

beach
Piled in confusion lay the household goods of the ])easants.

All day long between the shore and the ships did the boats ply;
All da}"^ long the wains came laboring down from t!ie village.

Late in tlie afternoon, when the sun was near to his setting.

Echoing far o'er the fields came tlie roll of drums from the church-
yard.

Thither the women and children thronged. On a sudden the church-
doors

Opened, and foith came the guard, and marching in gloomy proces-
sion

Followed the long-imprisoned, but patient. Acadian farmers.
Even as pilgrims, who journey afar from their homes and their coun-

try,
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Sing as they go, and in singing forget tliey are weary and way-worn,
So with songs on tlieir lips the Acadian peasants descended
Down from the cliurch to tlie sliore, amid Llieir wives and their

daughters.
Foremost the young men came ; and, raising together their voices,

Sang tliey with tremuhms lips a chant of the Catliolic Jlissions :

—

'• Sacred heart of the Saviour ! O inexliaustible fountain !

Fill our hearts this day with strengtli and submission and patience !"

Then the old men, as" they marched, and the women tliat stood by
the wayside

Joined in the sacred psalm, and the birds in the sunshine above
them

Mingled tlieir notes therewith, like voices of spirits departed.

Half-way down to the sliore Evangeline waited in silence,

Not overcome with grief, but strong in tlie hour of atHititiou,

—

Calmly and sadly waited, until the procession approached her,

And she beheld tlie face of Gabriel pale witli emotion.
Tears tlieii lillcil her eyes. and. eagerly running to meet him.
Clasped slie liis hands, and laid her head on his shoulder, and whis-

pered,

—

" Gabriel ! be of good cheer ! fgr jf we love one anotlier,

Nothing, in truth, can harm us, whatever mischances may hajipen !"

Smiling slie spake these words ; tlien suddenly paused, for her fatlier

Saw slie slowly advancing. Alas ! iiow changed was his aspect !

Gone was the glow from liis cheek, and the fire from his eye, and his

footstep
Heavier .seemed with the weiglit of the weary heart in his bosom.
But with a smile and a sigh, slie clasped iiis neck and embraceil him,
Speaking words of endearment where words of comfort availed not.

Thus to tlie Gaspereau's mouth moved on tliat mournful procession.

There disorder prevailed, and the tumult and stir of embarking.
Busily plied the freighted boats ; and in tiie confusion
Wives were torn from their husbands, and mothers, too late, saw

their children
Left on the land extending their arms, with wildest entreaties.

So unto separate slups were Basil and Gabriel carried,

AVlule in despair on the shore Evangeline stood with her father.

Half the task was not done wlien tlie sun went down, and the twi-

light

Deepened and <larkened around ; ami in haste the refluent ocean
Fled away fnmi the slun-e, and left the line of the sand-beach
Covered with waifs of the tide, with kelj) and the slippery .seaweed.

Farther liack in the midst of the household goods ami the wagons.
Like to a gypsy camp, or a leaguer after a battle,

All escape cut off by the sea, and the sentinels near them.
Lay encamped for the night the houseless Acadian farmers.
Back to its netheriii(j>t caves retreated the bellowing ocean,
Dragging adown the beach the rattling jiebbles, and leaving
Inland .and far up the shore the stranded boats of the sailors.

Then, as the night descended, the herds returned from their pastures

;
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Sweet was the moist still air with the odor of milk from their udders ;

Lowing they waited, and long, at the well-known hars of tiie farm-
yard,—

Waited and looked in vain for tlie voice and tlie hand of the milk-
maid.

Silence reigned in the stieets ; from tlie church no Angelus sounded,

Rose no smoke from the roofs, and gleamed no lights from the win-
dows.

But on the shores meanwhile tlie evening fires had b«en kindled,

Built of tlie drift-wood thrown on the sands from wrecks in tlie tem-
pest.

Round tliem sliapes of gloom and sorrowful faces were gathered.

Voices of women were heard, and of men, and tlie cryingof children.

Onward from fire to fire, as from hearth to hearth in liis parish.

Wandered the faitliful priest, consoling and blessing and cheering,

Like unto shipwrecked Paul on Melita's desolate seasliore.

Thus he approaclied the place where Evangeline sat with her father,

And in the flickering liglit beheld the face of the old man.
Haggard and hollow and wan, and witliout either thought or emotion,
E'en as the face of a clock from wliich tlie hands have been taken.
Vainly Evangeline strove with words and caresses to cheer him.
Vainly offered him food ; yet he moved not, he looked not, he spake not,

But, with a vacant stare, ever gazed at the flickering fire-light.
" Beneclicite !

'' murmured the priest, in tones of compassion.
More he fain would have said, but his heart was full, and his accents
Faltered and paused on his lips, as the feet of a child on a tlircshold,

Hushed by the scene he beholds, and the awful presence of sorrow.
Silently, therefore, he laid his hand on the head of the maiden.
Raising his eyes, full of tears, to the silent stars that al)Ove them
Moved on their way, unperturbed by the wrongs and sorrows of

mortals.
Then sat he down at her side, and they wept together in silence.

Suddenly rose from the south a light, as in autumn the blood-red
Moon climbs the crystal walls of iieaven, and o'er the horizon
Titan-like stretches its hundred hands upon mountain and meadow.
Seizing the rocks and the rivers, and piling huge shadows togetiier.

Broader and ever broader it gleamed on the roofs of the village.

Gleamed on the sky and the sea, and the sliips tiiat lay in the road-

stead .

Columns of shining smoke uprose, and flashes of flame were
Tlirust through tlieir folds and withdrawn, like the quivering hands

of a martyr.
Then as the wind seized the gleeds and the burning thatch, and,

uplifting.
Whirled them aloft through the air, at once from a hundred house-

tops
Started the sheeted smoke with flashes of flame intermingled.

These things beheld in dismay the cfowd on the shore and on ship-

board .
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Speechless at first tliey stood, then cried aloud in their anguish,
*' VVesliall belu)ld no inure our lionies in tiie vilhige of (Jrand-Pre!"

Loud on a sudden tiie cocivs ijeg;in to crow in tlie I'arniyards,

Tliinking tlic day ii.id dawnetl ; and anon the lowing of cattle

Came on the evening brefze, by tlio barking oT dogs interru[)ted.

Then rose a sound of dread, sucii as startles the slee{)ing encamp-
ments

Far in the western prairies or forests that skirt tlie Nebraska,
Wiien the wild horses atfrighted sweep by with the speed of the

whirlwinil.

Or the loud Itellowing herds of l)UlTaloes rusli lo tin' liver.

Such was tiie sound tliat arose on tiie nigiil, as tlie herds and the

horses
Broke through their folds and fences, and madly ruslied o'er tlie

meadows.

Overwhelmed with the siglit. yet speechless, the priest and the

maiden
Gazed on the sceJie of terror that reddened and widened before them ;

And as they turned at length to speak to their silent companion,
Lo ! from iiis seat he had fallen, and stretched abroad on the sea-

shore
Motionless lay his form, from which the soul had departed

Slowly the ]iriest uplifted the lifeless head, and the maiden
Knelt at her father's side, and wailed aloud in her terror.

Tiieii in a swoon she sank, and lay with her head on his bosom.
Tlirough the long night she lay in deep, oblivious slumber ;

And when she woke from the trance, she beheld a multitude near
her.

Faces of friends she beheld, that were nu)uriifiilly gazing upon her,

I'allid, with tearful eyes, and hxdis of saddest compassion.

Still the blaze of the burning village illumined the landscape.

Reddened the sky overhead, and gleamed on the faces around her,

And like the day of doom it seemed to ln'r wavering senses.

Tiieii a familiar voice she heard, as it said to the people,

—

" Let us bury him here by the sea. When a happier season

Brings us again to our liomes from the unkncnvu land of our exile,

Then shajl his sacred dust be piously laid in the churcliyard."

Sucii were the words of the priest. And there in haste by the sea-

siile,

1 laving the glare of the burning village for funeral torches,

lint without bell or book, tiiey buried tiie fiiniier of (Iraiul-Pre.

And as the voice of the priest repeated the service of .sorrow,

Lo ! Willi a mournful sound, like the voice of a vast congregation,

Solemnly answered tli(* se.'i. and mingled its roar with the dirge.s.

'T was the returning tide, that afar from the waste of the ocean,

\Vitli the first dawn of the day, came heaving and hurrying land-

ward.
Then recommenced r)nc() more the stir and noise of embarking ;

And with the el)b of that tide the ships sailed out of the liarbor.

Leaving behind them the dead on the shore, and the village in

ruins.
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PART THE SECOND.

I.

Many a weary year liad passed since tlie burning of Grand-Pre,
Wlien on the falling tide the freighted vessels departed,
Bearing a nation, \\ ilh all its household gods, into exile,
Exile witliout an end. and without an example in slory.
Far asunder, on separate coasts, the Acadians landed :

Scattered were they, like flakes of snow, when tiie wind from the
northeast

Strikes aslant through the fogs that darken the Banks of Newfound-
land.

Friendless, homeless, hopeless, thej' wandered from city to city,

From tlie cold lakes of the North to sultry Southern savannas,

—

From tlie bleak shores of the sea to the lauds where the Father of
Waters

Seizes the hills in his hands, and drags them down to the ocean.
Deep in their sands to bury the scattered bones of the mammoth.
Friends they sought and homes ; and many, despairing, heart-broken.
Asked of tlie earth but a grave, and uo longer a friend nor a fireside.

Written their history stands on tablets of stone in the churchyards.
Long among them was seen a maitlen who waited and ^\andered,
Lowly and meek in spirit, and patiently sufTering all things.
Fair was she and young ; bul;. alas ! before her extended.
Dreary and vast and silent, the desert of life, ^^ilh its ])athway
Marked by the graves of those who had sorrowed and suffered before her,

Passions long extinguished, and hopes k)ng dead and abandoned,
As the emigrant's way o'er the Western desert is marked by
Camp-ii res long consumed, and bones that bleach in the sunslnne.
Something there was in her life incomplete, imperfect, vuilinished

;

As if a morning of June, with all its music and sunshine.
Suddenly paused in tlie sky, and. fadiiig, slowly descended
Into the east again, from whence it late had arisen.

Sometimes she lingered in towns, till, urged by the fever within her.
Urged by a restless longing, the hunger and thirst of the spirit.

She would conuuence again her endless search and endeavor
;

Sometimes in churchyards strayed, anti gazed on the crosses and
tombstones.

Sat by some nameless graves, and thought that perhnjis in its bosom
He was alreadj" at rest, and she longed to slumbi'r beside him.
Sometimes a rumor, a hearsay, inarticulate whisper.
Came with his airy hand to point and beckon her forward.
Sometimes she spake with those who had seen her beloved and

known him.
But it was long ago, in some far-off place <u- forgotten.
" Gabriel Lajeunesse !

" said they ;
" O, yes ! we have seen him.

He was with Basil the Blacksmith, and both have gone to the prairies
;

Coiireurs-deS'hois are they, and famous hunters and trappers."
" Gabriel Lajeunesse !

" said others; " O, yes ! we have seen him.
He is a Voyagcur in the lowlands of Louisiana."
Then would they say,—" Dear child ! why dream and wait for him

longer ?
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Are there not other youths as fair as Gabriel ? others

Who ha%e lie.uts as tender and true, and spirits as loyal?

Here is Baptiste Leblauc, the notary's son, wlio lias loved thee

Many a tedious year ; come, give iiiui thy hand and be hai)py !

Tliou art too fair to l)e left to braid St. Catherine's tresses."

Then would Evangeline answer, serenely b\it sadly,— " I cannot

!

Whither my heart has gone, there follows my hand, and not else-

where.
For when the heart goes before, like a lamp, and illumines the path-

way,
Many things are made clear, that else lie hidden in darkness."

And theriMiii)on the priest, her friend and father-confessor,

iSaid, with a smile,—"O daughter ! thy God thus speaketh within

tiiee!

Talk not of wasted affection, affection never was wasted ;

If it enrich not the heart of another, its waters, returning

Back to their springs, like the rain, shall fill them full of refresh-

niiMit

;

Tliat which the fountain sends forth returns again to the fountain.

Patience ! accomplish thy labor ; ac^complisii tiiy work of alTection I

Sorrow and silence are strong, and ])atient endurance is godlike.

Therefore accomplish thy la!)or of love, till the heart is made godlike,

Purified, strengthened, perfected, and rendered more worthy of

heaven ! "'

Cheered by the good man's words. Evangeline labored and waited.

Still in her heart she heard the funeral dirge of the ocean,

But with its sound there was mingled a voice that whispered, "De-
spair not !

'

Thus di 1 tiiat poor soul wander in want ami cheerless discomfort,

Bleeding, barefooted, over the sliards and thorns of existence.

Let me essay, O Muse ! to follow the wanderer's footsteps ;

—

Not through each devious palii, each changeful year of existence ;

But as a traveller follows a streamlet's course through the valley :

Far fi-om its margin at times, and seeing the gleam of its water
Here and tliere. in some open space, and at intervals only ;

Then drawing nearer it^ banks, through sylvan glooms that conceal it,

Tliough lie Ix'hold it not, he can hear its continuous nun-nun-

:

Hap[)y, at length, if he find the spot where it reaches an outlet.

II.

It was the month of May. Far down the beautiful River,

Past tiie Ohio shore and past the mouth of the Wabash,
Into the golden stream of the broad and swift Mississippi,

Floated a cumbrous l)oat, that was rowed by Acadian i^oatmen.

It was a band of e.xiles : a raft as it were, from tiio shipwrecked
Nation, scattered along the coast, now flo;iting together.

Bound by the bonds of a common belief and a common misfortune ;

Men and women and children, who. guiiled by hope or by hearsay.
Sought for their kith and tlieir kin among the f(^w-acied faiiners

On the Aca<lian coast, and the prairies of fair Opelousas.
With tiiem Evangeline went, and her guide, the I'ather Felician.

Onward o'er siuiken sands, through a wilderness sombio with forests,
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Day after day they glided adown tlie turbulent river

;

Night after nigiit, by their blazing fires, encamped on its borders.
Now througii rushing chutes, among green islands, where plumelike
Cotton-trees nodded their sliadowy crests, they swept with the current,
Then emerged into broad lagoons, where silvery sandbars
Lay in the stream, and along the wimpling waves of their margin,
Sliining with snow-white plumes, large flocks of j)elicans waded.
Level tiie landscape grew, and along tlie sliores of the river,

Shaded by china-trees, in the midst of luxuriant gardens.
Stood the houses of planters, witli negro-cabins and dove-cots.
They were approaching the region where reigns perpetual summer,
Where through the Golden Coast, and groves of orange and citron,
Sweeps with mnjestic curve the river away to the eastward.
They, too, swerved from their course ; and, entering the Baj'ou of

Plaqueniine,
Soon were lost in a maze of sluggish and devious waters,
Whicii, like a network of steel, extended in every direction.

Over tiieir heads the towering and tenebrous boughs of the cypress
Met in a dusky arch, and trailing mosses in mid-air
Waved like banners that hang on the walls of ancient cathedrals.
Deatiilike tlie silence seemed, and unbroken, save liy the herons
Home to their roosts in the cedar-trees returning at sunset.

Or by the owl, as he greeted the moon with demoniac laughter.
Lovely the moonlight was as it glanced and gleamed on the water,
Gleamed on the columns of cypress and cedar sustaining the arches.
Down througii whose broken vaults it fell as througii chinks in ;v ruin.

Dreamlike, and indistinct, and strange were all things around tlirm
;

And o'er their spirits there came a feeling of wonder and sadm ss.

—

Strange forebodings of ill, unseen and that cannot be compassed.
As, at the tramp of a horse's hoof on the turf of tlie prairies.

Far in advance are closed the leaves of the shrinking mimos;).
So, at tlie hoof-beats of fate, with sad forebodings of evil.

Shrinks and closes the heart, ere the stroke of doom has attained it.

But Evangeline's heart was sustained by a vision, that faintly

Floated before her eyes, and beckoned her on tiirough tlie moonliglit.

It was the thought of her brain that assumed the shape of a phantom.
Through those shadowy aisles had Gabriel wandered before her.

And every stroke of the oar now brought him nearer and nearer.

Then, in his place, at the prow of the boat, rose one of the oarsmen.
And, as a signal sound, if others like them perad venture
Sailed on those gloomy and midnight streams, blew a blast on his

bugle.
Wild through the dark colonnades and corridors leafy the blast rang.
Breaking tlie seal of silence, and giving tongues to the forest.

Soundless aliove them the banners of moss just stirred to the music.
]\lultitudiiious ecliops awoke and died in the distance.

Over tlie watery floor, and beneath the reverberant branches;
But not a voice replied ; no answer came from the darkness

;

And when tiie eclioes had c-cased, like a sense of jiaiii was the silence.

Then Ev;tngeline slept ; but the boatman rowed through the mid-
night,
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Silent at times, then singing familiar Canadian boat-songs,

Such as they sang of old on their own Acadian rivers.

And tlirougli tlie niglit were heard the mysterious sounds of the
desert,

Far off, indistinct, as (jf wave or wind in tiie forest,

j\Iixed with the wlioop of the crane and the roar of the grim alligator.

Tlius ere another noon they emerged from tliose shades; and before
tliem

Lav. in tlie golden sun, the lakes of the Atchafalaya.
Water-lilies in myriads rocked on tlie ^sliK•ht nnduhitions

Made by tlie passing oars, and, resplendent in beauty, tlie lotus

Lifted her golden crown above the heads of tiie boatmen.
I'aiiit was the air with the odorous breath <>f magnolia blossoms,

And with tlie heat of noon ; and numberless sylvan islands.

Fragrant and tliicd^ly embowered with blossoming hedges of roses,

Near to whose shores they glided along, invited to slumber.
Soon by the fairest of these their v.eary oars were suspended.
Under "the boughs of Wacliita, willows, that grew by the margin.
Safely their boat was moored ; and scattered about on the green-

sward.
Tired with their midnight toil, the weary travellers slumbered.
Over them vast and high extended the cope of a cedar.

Swinging from its great arms, the trumpet-flower and the grapevine
Hung their ladder of roj)es aloft like the ladder of Jacob,
On whose ]>endulous stairs the angels ascending, descending,
^Yere the swift humming-ljirds, tiiat flitted from blossom to blossom.

Such was the vision Evangeline saw as she slumbered beneath it.

Filled was her heart with love, and the dawn of an opening heaven
Lighted her soul in sleep with the glory of regions celestial.

Nearer and ever nearer, among the niimberless islands,

Darted a light, swift boat, that sped away o'er the water.

Urged on its course by the sinewy arms of hunters and trappers.

Northward its i)row was turned, to the land of the bison and beaver.

At the helm sat a youth, with countenance thoughtful and careworn.
Dark and neghcteil locks overshadowed his brow, and a sadness

S. .mewliat beyond liis years on his face was legibly written,

(iabriel was it, who, weary with waiting, unhappy anil lestless,

Sought in the Western wilds oblivion of self and of sorrow.

Swiltly they glided along, close under the lee of the island,

Ihit by tlie opposite bank, and behind a screen of i)almettos,

So that they saw not the boat, where it lay (loncealed in the willows.

And undislurlied by the dash of their oars, and unseen, were the

sleepers ;

Angel of Ood was there none to awaken the slumbering maiden.
Swiftly they glided away, like the shade of a cloud on the ]»rairie.

After the sound of tlii.'ir oars on the tholes had died in the distance,

As from a magic traiuH' the sleepers awoke, and the maiden
Saiil with a sigh to the friendly priest,—"O Father Felician !

S.)nicthing says in my heart thjit near nu; (Jahriel w,aiders.

Is it a foolish dream, an idle and vague superstition ?
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Or has an angel passed, and revealed tlie trutli lo my spirit ?
"

Then, with a blush, she added,—" Alas for my credulous fancy !

Unto ears like tliiiie such words as tliese have no meaning."
But made answer the leverend man, and he smiled as he answered,—
"Daughter, th}- words are not idle; nor are they to me without

meaning.
Feeling is deep and still ; and the word that floats on the surface
Is as the tossing buoy, tliat betrays where the anchor is hidden.
Therefore trust to thy heart, and to what tlie world calls illusions.

Gabriel truly is near thee ; lor not far away to the southward,
On the banks of the Teclie, are the towns of St. Maur and St. Martin
There the long-wandering biide shall be given again to her bride-

groom.
There the long-absent pastor regain his flock and his sheepfold.
Beautiful is the land, with its ])rairies and forests of fiuit-trees

;

Under tJie feet a garden of flowers, and the bluest of heavens
Bending above, and resting its dome on the walls of the forest.

They who dwell there have named it the Eden of Louisiana."

And witli these words of cheer they arose and continued their
journey.

Softly the evening came. The sun from the western liorizon

Like a magician extended his golden wand o'er the landscape
;

Twinkling vapors arose ; and sky and water and forest

Seemed all on lire at the touch, and melted and mingled together.
Hanging between two skies, a cloud with edges of silver,

Floating the boat, with its drijjping oars, on the motionle.ss water.
Filled was Evangeline's heart with inexpressible sweetness.
Touched by the magic spell, the sacred fountains of feeling
Glowed with the light of love, iis the skies and waters aronnd her.

Then from a neighboring tliicket the mocking-bird, wildest of singers,
Swinging aloft on a willow spray that hung o'er the water,
Shook from his little throat sucii floods of delirious music.
That the whole air and tiie woods and the waves seemed silent to

listen.

Plaintive at first were the tones and sad ; then soaring to madness
Seemed they to follow or guide the revel of frenzied Bacchantes.
Single notes were then lieard. in sorrowful, low lamentations

;

Till, having gathered them all, he flung them abroad in derision,

As when, after a storm, a gust of wiixl through the tree-tops

Shakes down the rattling rain in a crystal shower on the branches.
With such a prelude as Ibis, and hearts that throbbed with emotion,
Slowly they entered the Teche, where it flows through the green

Opelousas,
And through tlie amber air, above the crest of the woodland,
Saw the column of smoke that arose from a neighboring dwelling;

—

Sounds of a horn they heard, and the distant lowing of cattle.

III.

Near to the bank of the river, o'ersliadowed by oaks from whose
branches

Garlands of Spanish moss and of mystic mistletoe flaunted,
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Such as the Druids cut down with golden li.itchets at Yule-tide,

Stood, secluded and still, the house of tlie hiitlsin.iu. A garden
Girded it round about w itii a belt of lu.wniauL blossoms.

Filling the air with fragrance. The liouse itself was of timbers

Hewn from the cypress-tree, and carefully litted togetlier.

Large and low was the roof ; and on slender columns supported,

Rose- wreathed, vine-encircled, a broad and spacious vcrantla,

Haunt of the humming-bird and the bee, extended around it.

At each end of the house, amid the flowers of the garden,

Stationed the dove-cots were, as love's perpetual symbol.

Scenes of endless wooing, and endless contentions of rivals.

Silence reigned o'er the place. The line of shadow an<l sunshine

Kan near the tops of the trees ; but the house itself was in shadow,
And from its cliimney-top, ascending and slowly expanding
Into the evening air, a thin blue column of smoke rose.

In the rear of the house, from the garden gate, ran a pathway
Through the great groves of oak to the skirts of the limitless prairie,

Into whose sea of flowers the sun was slowly descending.

Full in his track of light, like ships with shadowy canvas

Hanging loose from their spars in a motionless calm in the tropics,

Stood a cluster of trees, with tangled cordage of grapevines.

Just wdiere the woodlands met the flowery surf of the prairie,

^lounted upon his horse, with Spanish saddle and stirrups,

Sat a herdsman, arrayed in gaiters and doublet of deerskin.

Broad and brown was the face that from under the Spanish som-
brero

Gazed on the peaceful scene, with the lordly look of its master.

Rounil about him were numberless herds of kine, that were grazing

(Quietly in the meadows, and breathing tlie vapory freshness

That upro.se from the river, and sprea<l itself over the landscape.

Slowlv lifting tlie horn that hung at his side, and expanding
Fullyhis broad, deep chest, he blew a blast, that resounded
Wildly and sweet and far, through the still damp air of the evening,

Suilile'nly out of the grass the long white horns of the cattle

Rose like flakes of foam on the adverse currents of ocean.

Silent a moment they gazed, then bellowing rushed o'er the prairie,

And the whole mass became a cloud, as shade in the distance.

Then, as the herdsman turned to the house, through the gate of the

garden
Saw he the forms of the priest an<l the maiden advancing to meet him.

Suddenly down from his liorse he sprang in ainazenient . and forward

Rushed with extended arms and exclamations of wonder :

When they beheld his face, they recognized Basil the Blacksmith.

Hearty hi.s welcome was, as he led his guests to the garden.

There in an arbor of roses with endless question and answer
Gave they vent to their hearts, and renewed their friendly em-

braces.
Laughing and weeping by turns, or sitting silent and thoughtful.

Thoughtful, for Gabriel came not ; and now dark doubts and mis-

givings
Stole o'er the maiden's heart ; and Basil, somewhat embarrassed,
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Broke tlie silence and said,—" If you came by the Atchafalaya,
How have you nowhere encountered my Gabriel's boat on the bay-

ous V
'"

Over Evangeline's face at the words of Basil a shade passed.
Tears came into her eyes, and she said, witli a tremulous accent,

—

" Gone? is Gabiiel gone?" and, concealing her face on liis shoulder,
All her o'erburdened heart gave way, and siie wept and lamented.
Then the good Basil said,—and liis voice grew blitlie iis l.e said it.

—

" Be of good cheer, m}^ ciiild ; it is only to-day he departed.
Foolish boy ! he has left me alone with my herds and my horses.
Moody and restless grown, and tried and trouljJed, his spirit

Could no longer endure the calm of this quiet existence.
Thinking ever of thee, uncertain and sorrowful ever,
Ever silent, or speaking onl}' of thee and his troubles.
He at length had become so tedious to men and to maidens,
Tedious even to me. that at lengtli I bethought me. and sent him
Unto the town of Adayes to trade for mules with the Spaniards.
Thence he will follow the Indian trails to the Ozark Mountains,
Hunting for furs in the forests, on rivers tra])ping the beaver.
Therefore be of good clieer ; we will follow the fugitive lover ;

He is not far on his way, and the Fates and the streams are against
him.

Up and away to-morrow, and through the red dew of the morning
We will follow him fast, and bring him back to his prison."

Then glad voices were heard, and up from the banks of the river.

Borne aloft on his comrades' arms, came Michael the fiddler.

Long under Basil's roof had he lived like a god on Olympus,
Having no otiier care tlian dispensing music to mortals.
Far renowned was he for liis silver locks and his fiddle.
" Long live Michael," they cried, "our brave Acadian minstrel!"
As they bore him aloft in triumphal procession ; and straightway
Father Felician advanced with Evangeline, greeting the old man
Kindly and oft, and recalling the past, while Basil, eniaptured,
Hailed with hilarious joy his old companions and gossips.
Laughing loud and long, and embracing mothers and daughters.
Much they marvelled to see the wealth of the ci-devant blacksmith,
All his domains and his herds, and his patriarchal demeanor;
Much they marvelled to hear his tales of the soil and the climate,
And of the piairies, whose numberless herds were his who would

take them ;

Each one thought in his heart, tliat he, too, would go and do likewise.
Thus they ascended the steps, and, ciossing.the airy veranda,
Entered the hall of the house, wliere already the supper of Basil
Waited his late return ; and they rested and feasted together.

Over the joyous feast the sudden darkness descended.
All was silent without, and, illuming the landscape with silver,

Fair rose the dewy moon and the myriad stars ; but within doors,
Brighter than these, shone the faces of friends in the glimmering

lamplight.
Then from his station aloft, at the head of the table, the herdsman
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{•oured forth his lieart and liis wine top:otlier in endless profusion.

Lij^htin}^ liis i)ii)i'. tliat was filled with sweet Natc-hitoc-lies tobacco,

Thus he spake to liis guests, who listened, and smiled as they
listened :

—

*• Welcome once more, my friends, who so long have been friendless

anil homeless.
Welcome once more to a home, that is better perchance than the old

one !

Here no hungry winter congeals our blood like tlie rivers;

I lere no stony ground provokes the wrath of tbe farmer.
Smoothly the plouglisiiare runs through the soil as a keel through the

water.
All the year round t lie orange-groves are in blossom ; and gras^ grows
More in a singU' niglit than a wliolo (Canadian sumnx**-
Here, too. numberless herds run wild and unclaimed in the prairies;

Here, too, lands may be had for the asking, and forests of timber
With a few blows of the axe are hewn and framed into houses.
\fter your houses ai'e built, and }'our fields are yellow with harvests.
No King George of England shall drive you away from your home-

steads,
Binning your dwellings and barns, and stealing your farms and your

cattle."

Speaking these words, he blew a wrathful cloud from his nostrils,

And bis Imge, brawny hand came tlauulering down on the tnble.

So that the guests all started: and Fiitiun- Felician, astounded.
Smldenly paused, with a pincli of snutf ludf-way to his nostrils.

But the brave Basil resumed, and his words were milder and gayer :

—

" Only beware of tlie fever, my friends, beware of the fever !

For it is not like tliat of our cold Acadian climate.
Cured by wearing a spider hung round one's neck in a nutshell !

"

Then there were voices heard at the door, and footsteps .-ipproaching

Sounded u])oa the stairs ami tlie floor of the breezy veranda.
It was the neighboring Creoles and small Acadian planters,
Who had been sununoned all to the house of Basil the Herdsman.
Merry the meeting was of ancient comrades and neighbors :

Friend clasped friend in his arms ; and they who before were as
strangers.

Meeting in exile, became straightway as friends to each other,
Drawn by the gentle bond of a common country together.
I'ut in the neighboring ball a strain of music, proceeding
l''iom tlm aiujordant stiings of Micbaers melodious fiiMle.

Broke up all further si)eech. A\\;iy. like children ileligbted,

AH things forgotten besitle, they gave tbems(dves to tlie matldening
Whirl ol the dizzy dance, as it swept and swayed to the music,
l)re«anilike, with beaming eyes and the ru.shof fluttering garments.

Meanwhile, apart, at the head of the hall, the priest and the herds-
man

Sat. conversing togetlier of jjust ;ind i)reseid and future
;

W'nilt! Kvangeline stood like one entranced, for within her
OMen memories rose, and loud in the midst of the nnisic
Heard slie tbe .sound of the sea, and an irre])re.ssible sadness
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Came o'ev hei" heart. an;l unseen she stole forth into the garden.
Beautiful was tlie night. Behind the black wall of the forest,

Tipping its summit with silver, arose tlie moon. On tlie river

Fell here and tiiere through the branches and tremulous gleam of tlie

moonlight,
Like the sweet tlioughts <^f love on a darkened and devious spirit.

Nearer and roimd about her, tlie manifold flowers of the garden
Poured out tlieir .souls in odors, that were tlieir prayers and confes-

sions

Unto tlie night, as it went its way, like a silent Carthusian.
Fuller of fragrance than they, and as heavy with shadows and night-

dews.
Hung the heart of the maiden. Tlie calm and the magical moonlight
Seemed to inundate lier soul with indefinable longings.

As, through the garden gate, beneath the brown shade of the oak-
trees.

Passed slie along the path to the etlge of the measureless prairie.

Silent it lay, with a silvery haze upon it, and fire-lies

Gleaming and floating away in mingled and infinite numbers.
Over her head the stars, the thoughts of God in the heavens,
Shone on the eyes of man, who had ceased to marvel and worship,

Save when a blazing comet was seen on the walls of that temple,

As if a hand had appeared and written upon tliem, " Upharsin."
And the soid of the maiden, between the stars and the fire-flies,

Wandered alone, and she cried,—" O Gabriel ! O my beloved !

Art thou so near unto me, and yet I cannot behold thee ?

Art thou so near unto me, and yet thy voice does not reach me?
Ah ! how often thy feet have trod this path to the prairie !

Ah ! how often thine eyes have looked on the woodlands around me !

Ah ! how often beneath this oak, returning fi'om labor.

Thou first lain down to rest, and to dream of me in thy slumbers.

When sliall these eyes behold, these arms be folded about thee ?
"

Loud and sudden and near the note of a whippoorwill sounded
Like a flute in the woods ; and anon, through tlie neighboring

thickets,

Fartlier and farther away it floated and dropped into silence.
" Patience !

" whispered the oaks from oracular caverns of darkness
;

And, from the moonlit meadow, a sigh responded, " To-morrow !

"

Bright rose the sun next day ; and all the flowers of the garden
Bathed his shining feet with their tears, and anointed his tresses

With the d(dicious balm that tiiey bore in their vases of crystal.
" Farewel !

" .said the priest, as lie stood at the shadowy threshold :

" See that you bring us the Prodigal Son from his fasting and famine,

And, too, tiie Foolish Virgin, wiio sleiit when the bridegroom was
coming."

"Farewell!" answered the maiden, and, smiling, with Basil

descended
Down to the river's brink, where the boatmen already were waiting.

Thus beginning their journey witli morning, and sunshine, and
gladness,

Swiftly they followed the flight of him who w as s^jeeding before them,
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Blown by the blast of fate like a dead leaf over the desert.

Not tliat day, nor the next, nor yet the day tliat succeeded,
Found they trace of his course, in lake, or forest, or river.

Nor, after many days, liad they found liim : l)ut vaj^ue and uncertain

Rumors alone were their guides tlirough a wiUland desolate country ;

Till, at the little inn of the Spanish town of AdayeSy^.^-y.^.'^-vv,

Weary and worn, thej' alighted, and learned from the garrulous
landlord.

Tliat on tlie day before, with horses and guides and c<)ini)anions,

Gabriel left the village, and took the road of the prairies.

IV.

Far in the West there lies a desert land, where the mountains
Lift, through perpetual snows, tlieir lofty and luminous summits.
Down from their jagged, deep ravines, where the gorge, like a gate-

way,
Opens a passage rude to the wheels of the emigrant's wagon.
Westward the Oregon flows and the Walleway and Owyhee.
Eastward, with devious course, among *'l\e AVindriver Alountains,

Through the Sweet-water Valley precii)itate leaps the Nebraska
;

And to the south, from Fontaine-qui-bout and the Sjianish sierras.

Fretted with sands and rocks, and swept bj' the wind of the desert,

Niunberless torrents, witli ceaseless Sf)und, descend to the ocean,

Like the great chords of a har]\ and loud and solemn vii)rations.

Spreading between tliese streams are the wondrous, beautiful

prairies.

Billowy bays of grass ever rolling in shadow and sunshine,

Bright and luxuriant clusters of roses and purple amorplias.

Over tliem wander the buffalo herds, and the elk and the roebuck ;

Over them wander the wolves, and herds of riderless horses ;

Fires tluit blast and blight, and winds that are weary with travel ;

Over them wander the scattered tribes of Ishmael's children.

Staining the desert with blood ; and above their terrible war-trails

Circles and sails aloft, on pinions majestic, tlie vulture.

Like the implacable soul of a chieftain slaughtered in battle,

By invisible stairs ascending and scaling tlie heavens.
Here and thei-e rise smokes from the camps of these savage marauders

;

Here and there rise groves from the margins of swift-numing rivers
;

And the grim, taciturn bear, the anchorite monk of the desert.

Climbs down their dark ravines to dig for roots by the brookside,

And over all is the sky, the clear and crystalline heaven,
Like the protecting hand of God inverted above them.

Into this wonderful land, at tlie base, of the Ozark ]\lountains,

Gabriel far had entered, with hunters and trappers behind him.
Day after ilay, with tiieir Indian guides, the maiden and Basil

Followed his flying st(>ps, and thought each day to o'ertake him.
Sometimes they saw, or thought they saw. the smoke of liis camp-fire
Rise in the morning air from the distant jilain : but at nightfall.

When they liad reached the place, they found only embers ami ashes.

And, though their hearts were sad at times anil their bodies were
weary,
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Hope still guided them on, as the Magic Fata Morgana
Showed them her lakes of ligiit, that retreated and vanished before

them.

Once, as they sat by their evening fire, there silently entered
Into the little camp an Indian woman, whose features
Wore deep traces of sorrow, jintl patience as great as her sorrow.
Slie was a yiui\\iiee woman returning home to her peoi)le,

From the far-oft hunting grounds of tiie cruel Camanclies,
AVhere her Canadian husband, a Coureur-des-Bois had been mur-

dered.
Touched were their hearts at her stor}', and warmest and friendliest

welcome
Gave they, with words of cheer, and slie sat and feasted among

them
On the buflfalo-meat and the venison cooked on the embers.
But when their meal was done, and Basil and all ins companions.
Worn witli the long day's march and the chase of tlie deer and the

bison,

Stretched themselves on the ground, and slept where the quivering
firelight

Flashed on their swarthy cheeks, and their forms wrapped up in
their blankets.

Then at the door of Evangeline's tent she sat and repeated
Slowly, with soft, low voice, and the charm of her Indian accent,
All the tale of her love, with its pleasures, and pains, and reverses.

Much Evangeline wept at the tale, and to know that another
Hapless heart like her own had lovediand had been disappointed.
Moved to the depths of her soul by pit}' and woman's compassion.
Yet in her sorrow pleased that one who had suffered was near her,

She in turn related her love and all its disasters.

Mute with wonder the Shawnee sat, and when she had ended
Still was mute ; but at length, as if a mysterious horror
Passed througli her brain, she spake, and repeated the tale of the

Mowis
;

Mowis, the bridegroom of snow, who won and wedded a maiden.
But. when the morning came, arose and passed from the wigwam,
Fading and melting away and dissolving into the sunshine.
Till she beheld him no more, though slie followed far into the forest.

Tiien, in those sweet, low tones, that seemed like a weird incanta-
tion.

Told she the tale of the fair Lilinau, who was wooed by a phantom.
That, through the i:)ines o'er her father's lodge, in the hush of tiic

twilight.

Breathed like the evening wind, and whispered love to the maiden,
Till she followed his green and waving plume through the forest,

And never moi-e returned, nor was seen again ])v her people.

Silent with wonder and strange surprise, Evangeline listened

To the soft flow of her magical words, till the region around her
Seemed like enchanted ground, and her swarthy guest the en-

chantress.
Slowly over the tops of the Ozark Mountains the moon rose.
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Lighting the little tent, and with a mysterious siilendor

TuVK'liing the sombre leaves, ami eiiibraciiig and hlling tlie woodland.

VVitli a delicious sound the biuok luslied by, and tlie l)raiiches

Swayed and siglied overhead in scarcely audible wliispers.

Filled with the thoughts of love was Evangeline's heart, but a secret,

Subtle sense crept in oi pain and indefinite terror,

As the cold, poisonous snake creeps into the nest of the swallow.

It was no eartldy fear. A breath froni the region of s])ii-its

Seemed to float in the air of night ; and slie felt for a moment
That, like the Indian maid, she, too, was pursuing a phantom.
And Willi tliis thought she slept, and the fear and the phantom had

vanisiied.

Early upon the morrow tlie march was resumed ; and the Shawnee
Said, as they journeyed along,—" On tlie western slope of these

mountains
Dwells in Ins little village the Black Robe chief of the Mission.

Much li(! teaches the people, and tells tliem of Mary and Jesus ;

Loud laugli their hearts with jov, and weep with pain, as tliey hear

him."
Then, witii a sudden and secret emotion, Evangeline answered,—
" Let us go to the :\lission, for there good tidings await us !

"

Thither they turned their steeds ; and behind a spur of the moun-
tains,

Just as tiie sun went down, they heard a nnu-mur of voices,

And in a meadow green and broad, b}' the bank of a river.

Saw the tents of the Cliristians, the tents of the Jesuit IMission.

Under a towering oak, that stood in the midst of the village,

Knelt tlie Black Robe chief with his children. A crucifix fastened

High on the trunk of tlie tree, and oveishadowenl by grapevines.

Looked wiiii its agoni/ed face on the multitude kneeling beneath it.

This was their rural chapel. Aloft, through the intricate arches

Of its aerial roof, arose the chant of their vespers.

Mingling its notes witli the soft susurrusaiid sighs of the branches.

Silent, with heads uncovered, the travelers, nearer approaching.

Knelt on tlie swarded floor, and joined in the evening devotions.

But when the service was done, and the bi ne liction iiiid fallen

Forth from the hands of the priest, like seed from the hands of the

sower,
Slowlv the reverend man advanced to the strangers, and bade them
WelcoUKv.and wiu-n tliey replied, he smiled with lieiiignantexiiression,

Hearing tlie homelike sounds of his motln'r-loiiguc; in tlie forest.

Anil with words of kindness conducted tliem into his wigwam.
There upon mats and skins they reposed, and on cakes of the maize-

ear
Feasted, and slaked their thir.st from the water-gourd of the teaclier.

Soon was tlieir story tol 1 ; and the priist with solemnity answered :

—

" Not six suns have risen and set since Cabriel, seated

On this mat by my side, where now tlie maiden reposes,

Tolil me this same sad tale ; then arose and continued his journey !

"

Soft was the voice of the priest, and he spake with an accent of

kindness ;

12
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But on Evangeline's heart fell his words as in winter the snow-flakes
Fall into some lone nest from whicli the birds have departed.
" Far to tlie north he has gone," continued the priest ;

" but in

autumn,
When the chase is done, will return again to the Mission."

Then Evangeline said, and her voice was meek and submissive,

—

" Let nie remain with thee, for my soul is sad and afflicted."

So seemed it wise and well unto all ; <and betimes on the morrow,
Mounting his Mexican steed, with liis Indian guides and companions,
Homeward Basil returned, and Evangeline stayed at the Mission.

Slowly, slowly, slowly the days succeeded each other,

—

Days and weeks and months ; and the fields of maize that were
springing

Green from the ground when a stranger she came, now waving above
her.

Lifted their slender shafts, witli leaves interlacing, and forniing

Cloisters for mendicant crows and granaries pillaged by squirrels.

Then in the golden weather the maize was husked, and the maidens
Blushed at eacli blood-red ear, for that betokened a lover.

But at the crooked laughed, and called it a tliief in the corn-field.

Even the blood-red ear to Evangeline brought not her lover.
" Patience !

" the priest would say ;
" have faith, and thy pniyer will

be jinswered !

Look at this delicate plant that lifts its head from the meadow,
See how its leaves all point to the north, as true as the magnet

;

It is the compass-flower, that the finger of God has suspended
Here on its fragile stalk, to direct the traveller's journey
Over the sea-like, pathless, limitless waste of the desert.

Such in the soul of man is faitli. The blossoms of passion.

Gay and luxuriant flowers, are brighter and fuller of fragrance.

But they beguile us, and lead us astray, and their odor is deadly.

Only tliis humble i)lant can guide us here, and hereafter

Crown us with asphodel flowers, that are wet with the dews of

nepenthe."

So came the autumn, and passed, and the winter,—yet Gabriel

came not ;

Blossomed the opening spring, and tlie notes of the robin and bluebird

Sounded sweet upon wold and in wood, yet Gabriel came not.

But on tlie breath of tlie summer winds a rumor was wafted
Sweeter than song of bird, or hue or odor of blossom.

Far to tlie north and east, it said, in tlie Micliigan forests,

Gabriel had his lodge by the banks of the Saginaw river.

And, witli returning guides, that sought tlie lakes of St. Lawrence,
Saying a sad farewell^ Evangeline went from the IMission.

When over weary ways, by long and perilous nuirches.

She had attained at length the deptlis of tiie Michigan forests.

Found she the hunter's lodge deserted and fallen to ruin !

Tlius did the long sad years glide on, and in seasons and places

Divers and distant far was seen the wandering maiden ;—
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Now in the tents of gnice of tlie inoek IMoravian Missions,

Nosv in tlie noisy camps and the battlefields of tlie army,
Now in secluded lianilets. in lowns and popnlotis cities.

Like a phantom she came, and jKissed away imrememhered.
Fair was she ami yonni;. wIkmi in iio|K' heg.-in the long journey;
Faded was siie :ind old. when in disajjpointment it ended.

Each succeeding year stolt; something away from her beauty.

Leaving behind it, broader and deeiier, the gloom and the shadow.
Then there ai)pearcd and spread faint streaks of gray o'er her forehead.

Dawn of anotlier life, that broke o'er her earthly horizon,

As in the ea.stern sky the iirst faint streaks of tlie morning.

V.

In tliat delightful land which is washed by tlie Delaware's waters,
Guarding in sylvan shades the name of Penii the apostle,

Stands on the i)anks of its beaiitifnl stream the city he founded.
There all tlie air is balm, and the peach is the emblem of beauty.
And the streets still reecho the names of the trees of the forest.

As if they fain would a])pease the Dryads whose haunts thej^ molested.
There from the troubled sea had Evangeline landed, an exile,

Finding among the children of Penn a home and a countrj'.

There old Rene Leblanc had died ; and when he departed,
Saw at his side only one of all his hundred descendants.
Something at least there was in the friendly streets of the city.

Something that spake to her heart, and made her no longer a stranger ;

And her ear was pleaseil with the Thee and Thou of the Quakers,
For it recalled the past, the old Acadian country,
Where all men were equal, and all were brothers and sisters.

So. when the fruitless seai(;h, the disappointed endeavor.
Ended, to recommence no more upon earth, uncomplaining,
Thither, as leaves to the light, were turned her thoughts and her

footstei)S.

As from a mountain's top the rainy mists of the morning
Roll away, and afar we behold the landscai)e below us,

Sun-illumined, with shining rivers and cities and hamlets.
So fell the mists from her mind, and she saw the world far below her.

Dark no longer, but all illumined with love ; and the ])athway
Which she had climbed so far, lying smooth and fair in the distance.

Gabriel was not forgotten. Within her heart was his image.
Clothed in the beauty of love and youth, as last she behehl him.
Only more lieautiful made by his deathlike silence and absence.
Into her thoughts of jiim time entered not. for it was not,

Over him years had no power ; he was not changed, but transfigured
;

He had become to her heart as one who is dead, and not absent

;

Patience and abnegation of self, and devotion to others,

This was the lesson a life of trial and sorrow had taught her.

So was her love diffused, but. like to some odorous spices.

Suffered no waste nor loss, though filling the air with aroma.
Other hope had she none, nor wish in life, but to follow
Meekly, with reverent steps, the sacred feet of her S<iviour.

Thus many years she lived as a Sister of ^lercy ; freipienting

Lonelv ami wretched roofs in the crowded lanes of the city.
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Where distress and want concealed tliomselves from the sunlight,

Where disi^ase and sorrow in garrets Iniiguislied neglected.

Niglit after niglit, wlien the world was asleep, as the watchman re-

pejited

Loud, through the gusty streets, that all was well in the city,

High at some lonely window he saw the liglit of her taper.

Day after day. in the gray of the dawn, as slow through the suhurbs
Plodded the Grerman farmer, with tlowersand fruits for the market.
Met he that meek, pale face, returning liome from its watchings.

Tlien it came to pass tliat a pestilence fell on the city,

Presaged by wondrous signs, and mostly by flocks of wild pigeons,

Darkening the sun in their flight, witli naught in tlieir claws but an
acorn.

And, as the tides of the sea arise in tlie montli of September,
Flooding some silver stream, till it spreads to a lake in the meadow,
So death flooded life, and, o'erflowing its natural margin,
Si)read to a brackish lake, the silver stream of existence.

Wealtli had no power to bribe, nor beaut}' to cl)arm, the oppressor
;

But all perish alike beneath the scourge of liis anger ;

—

Only, alas ! tlie poor, who had neither friends nor attendants.

Crept away to die in the almshouse, home of tlie liomeless.

Then in tlie suburbs it stood, in the midst of meadows and wood-
lands ;

—

Now tlie city surrounds it ; but still, with its gate%vay and wicket
Meek, in the midst of splendor, its humble walls seem to echo
Softly tlie words of the Lord :

—" The poor ye always have with you."
Thither, by night and by day, came tlie Sister of Mercy. The dying
Looked up" into her face, and thought, indeed, to behold there

Gleams of celestial light encircle her forehead with splendor.

Such as the artist paints o'er the brows of the saints and apostles.

Or sucii as hangs by night o'er a city seen at a distance. .

Unto their eyes it seemed the lamps of the city celestial.

Into whose sliining gates ere long tiieir spirits would enter.

Thus, on a Sabbath morn, through the streets, deserted and silent.

Wending her quiet way, she entered the door of tlie almshouse.
Sweet on the summer air was the odor of flowers in the garden

;

And she paused on her way to gather the fairest among them.
That the dying once more might rejoice in tluMr fragrance and l)eaut}^

Thsn, as she. mounted the stairs to the corridors, cooled by the east

wind.
Distant and soft on her ear fell tlie chimes from the belfry of Christ

Church,
While intermingled with these, across the meadows were wafted
Sounds of psalms, that were sung by the Swedes in their church at

Wicaco.
Soft as descending wings fell the calm of the hour on her spirit

;

Something within her said,—" At length thy trials are ended ;

"

And, with light in her looks, she entered the chambers of sickness.

Noiselessly moved about the assiduous, careful attendants.

Moistening the feverisli lip, and the aching brows, and in silence
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Closing the sightless eyes of the dead, and concealing their faces,
Where on tlieir pallets the}' lay. like drifts of snow hy the roadside.
Many a languid head, upraised as Evangeline entered.
Turned on ils pillow of pain to gaze while slie passed, for her presence
Fell on their hearts like a ray of the sun on the walls of a prison.
And, as she looked around, she saw how Death, the consoler,
Laying his hand upon man}' a heart, had healed it forever.
Many familiar forms had disappeared in the night-time

;

Vacant their places were, or filled already by strangers.

Suddenly, as if arrested by fear or a feeling of won<ler.
Still she stood, with her colorless lips apart, while a shudder
Ran through her frame, and, forgotten, the flowerets dropped from

lier fingers,

And from her eyes and cheeks the light and bloom of the morning.
Tlien there escaped from her lips aery of such terrible anguish,
That the dying heard it, and started ui) from their pillows.
On the pallet before her was stretched the form of an old man.
Long, and tliin, and gray were the locks that shadetl his temples

;

But, as he lay in the morning light, his face for a mcjment
Seemed to assume once more the forms of its earlier manliood

;

So are wont to be changed the faces of those who are dying.
Hot and red on Ins lips still burning the fiusli of the fever.

As if life, like the Hebrew, with blood had besprinkled its portals,

That the Angel of Death might see the sign, and pass over.
Motionless, senseless, dying, he la}', and his si)irit exhausted
Seemed to be sinking down through infinite depths in tlie darkness,
Darkness of slumber and deatli, forever sinking and sinking.
Then through those realms of shade, in multiplied reverberations.
Heard he that cry of pain, and through the hush tliat succeeded
Whispered a gentle voice, in accents tender and saint-like,
" Gabriel ! O my beloved !

" and died away into silence.

Then he beheld, in a dream, once more the home of his childhood ;

Green Acadian meadows, with sylvan rivers among them.
Village, and mountain, and woodland ; and, walking under their

shadow.
As in the days of her youth, Evangeline rose in his vision.

Tears came into his eyes ; and as slowly he lifted his eyelids.

Vanished the vision away, but Evangeline knelt by his bedside.
Vainly he strove to whisper her name, for the accents unuttered
Died on his lips, and their motion revealed what his tongue would

have spoken.
Vainly he strove to rise ; and Evangeline, kneeling beside him.
Kissed his dying lips, and laid his head on her bosom.
Sweet was tlie light of his eyes ; but it suddenly sank into d.irkness,

As when a lamp is blown out by a gust of wind at a c-asemeut.

All was ended now, the liope, and the fear, and the sorrow,
All the aching of heart, the restless, unsatisfied longing.
All the dull, deep pain, and constant anguish of patience !

And, as she pressed once more the lifeless head to her bo.ssom.

Meekly .she bowed her own, and murnjured, " Father, I thank thee !

"
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Still stands the forest primeval ; hut far away from its shadow,
Side by side, in tlieirnameless graves, the lovers are sleeping.
Under the humble walls of the little Catholic chuich-yard,
In the heart of the city, thej' lie, unknown and unnoticed.
Daily the tides of life go ebbing and flowing beside them,
Thousands of throbbing hearts, where theirs are at rest and forever,
Thousands of aching brains, where theirs no longer are busy,
Thousands of toiling hands, where theirs have cease 1 from their

labors.

Thousands of weary feet, where theirs have completed their journey!

Still stands the forest primeval ; but under the shade of its

branches
Dwells another race, with other customs and language.
Only along the shore of the mournful and misty Atlantic
Linger a few Acadian peasants, whose fathers from exile
Wandered back to their native land to die in its bosom.
In the fisherman's cot the wheel and the loom are still busy

;

Maidens still wear their Norman caps and their kirtles of homespun,
And by the evening tire repeat Evangeline's story,
While from its rocky caverns the deep-voiced, neighboring ocean
Speaks, and in accents disconsolate answers the wail of the forest.

THE SEASIDE AND THE FIRESIDE.

DEDICATION.

As one who, -walking in the twilight gloom,
Hears round about him voices as it darkens.

And seeing not the forms from which they come.
Pauses from time to time, and turns and hearkens

;

So walking here in twilight, O my friends

!

I hear your voices, softened by the distance,
And pause, and turn to listen, as each sends
His words offriendship, comfort, and assistance.

If any thought of mine, or sung or told,
Has ever given delight or consolation.

Ye have repaid me back a thousand fold.
By every friendly sign and salutation.

Thanks for the sympathies that ye have shown !

Thanks for each kindly word, each silent token,
That teaches me, when seeming most alone.
Friends are around us, though no word be spoken.

Kind messages, that pass from land to land :

Kind letters, that betray the heart's deep history,
In which we feel the pressure of a hand,

—

One touch of fire,—and all the rest is mystery !
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The pleasant books, that silently among
Our iioiisehoUl treasures take faniiliar places,

And are to us as if a living tongue
Spake from the printed leaves or pictured faces

;

Perhaps on earth I never shall hehoM,
Witli eye of sense, your outwaid form and semblance ;

Therefore U) me ye never will grow old,

But I've forever young in mj' remembrance.

Never grow old, Jior change, nor pass away !

Your gt'Utle voices will flow on forever,

When life grows bare and tarnished with decay,
As througli a leafless landscape flows a river.

Not chance of birth or place has made us friends,

Being oftentimes of different tongues and nations,

But tlie endeavor for tlie selfsame ends.

With the same hopes, and fears, and aspirations.

Therefore I hope to join your seaside walk,
Saddened, and mostly silent, with emotion;

Not interrupting with intrusive talk

The grand, majestic symphonies of ocean.

Therefore I hojie, as no unwelcome guest,

At your warm fireside, when the lauips are lighted.

To have my place reserved anu>ng the rest,

Nor stand as one unsought and uniuvited 1

BY THE SEASIDE.

THE BUILDING OF THK SHIP.

" Build me straight, O worthy
Master !

Stauncli ami strong, a goodly
vessel.

That shall laugh lit all disaster.

And witli wave an(.l whirlwind
wrestle !

"

Tiie merchant's word
Delighletl the .Master head
For his iieart was in Ids work,

antl the heart
Giveth grart! unto every Art.

A quiet smile played round his

li|is.

As the eildies and dimples of the
tide

Play round the bows of sliips,

Tliat steadily at anchor ride.

And with a voic^e that was full

of glee.

He answered, " Ere long we will

launch
A vessel as goodly, and strong,

and staunch.
As ever weathered a wintry sea !

"

And first with nicest skill and
art.

Perfect and finished in every part,

A little nuxlil the Master
wrought.

Which should be to the larger
plan
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What the child is to the man,
Its counterpart in miniature :

That with a liand more swift and
sure,

The greater hibor miglit be
brouglit

To answer to liis inward thouglit.

And as lie labored, his mind ran
o'er

The ^'arions ships that were built
of yore.

And above them all, and stran-
gest of all

Towered tiie great Harry, crank
and tall,

Wliose picture was hanging on
the wall.

With bows and stern raised liigh

in air,

And balconies lianging here and
theie.

And signal lanterns and flags

afloat.

And eight round towers, like
those that fi'own

From some old castle, looking
down

Upon the drawbridge and the
moat.

And he said with a smile, "Our
ship, I wis.

Shall be of another form than
this!"

It was of another form, indeed ;

Built for freigiit, and yet for
speed,

A beautiful and gallant craft
;

Broad in the beam, that the
stress of the blast

Pressing down upon sail and
mast,

Might not the sliarp bows over-
whelm

;

Broad in the beam, but sloping
aft

With graceful curve and slow
degrees.

That she might be docile to the
helm,

And tiiat the currents of parted
seas,

Closing behind, with miglity
force,

Might aid and not impede her
course,

In the shijiyard stood tlie Master,
With tlie model of tlie vessel.

That should laugh at all disaster.
And witii wave and whirlwind

wrestle !

Covering many a rood of ground,
Lay the timber piled around ;

Timber of chestnut, and elm,
and oak.

And scattered here and there,
with these,

The knarred and crooked cedar
knees ;

Brought from regions far awaj-,
From Pascagoula's sunny bay.
And the banks of the roaring

Roanoke

!

Ah ! what a wondrous thing it is

To note how many wheels of toil

One thought, one word, can set
in motion !

There's not a ship that sails the
ocean.

But every climate, every soil.

Must bring its tribute, great or
small.

And help to build the wooden
wall I

The sun was rising o'er the
sea,

And long the level shadows lay.

As if they, too, the beams would
be

Of some great, airy argosy,
Framed and launched in a single

day.
That silent architect, the sun.
Had liewn them and laid every

one,
Ere the work ofmm was yet be-

gun.
Beside the Master, when he

sjjoke,

A youth, against an anchor lean-

Listened, to catcii his slightest
jueaning.
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Only the long waves, as they
broke

In ripples on the pebbly beach.

Interrupted the old man's speech.

Beautiful they were, in sooth,

The old man and the fiery youth !

The old man, in whose busy
brain

Many a ship that sailed the main
Was modelled o'er and o'er

again ;

—

The fiery youth, who was to be
Tlie heir of liis dexterity,

The heir of his liouse, and his

daughtei's hand.
When he had l)uilt and launched

from land
What the elder head had planned.

"Thus,"' said he. " will we build

this ship I

Lay square the blocks upon the
slip.

And follow well this plan of

mine.
Choose the timbers with greatest

care :

Of all that is unsound beware :

For only what is sound and .strong

To thisvessel shall belong.

('edar of Jfaiiif and Georgia pine
Here together shall coml)ine.

A goodly frame, and a goodly
fame.

And the Union be her name !

For the day that gives her to the
sea

Shall give mv daughter unto
thee!"

The Master's word
Enraptured the young man

licard ;

And as he turned his face aside.

With a look of joy and a thrill of

pride.

Standing l)eforo

Her father's door,

He saw the form of his pronnsed
bride.

The sun shone on her golden hair,

And lier cheek was glowing fresh

and fair.

With the breath of morn and
the soft sea air.

Like a beauteous barge was she.

Still at rest on the sandy beach.

Just beyond beyond the billow's

reach ;

But he
Was the restless, seething, stormy

sea !

Ah, how skilful grows the hand
That obeyeth Love's command !

It is the heart, and not the brain.

That to the highest doth attain.

And he who foUoweth Love's be-

hest
Far excelleth all the rest

!

Thus with the rising of the sun
Was the noble task begun.
And soon throughout the ship-

yard's bounds
Were heard the intermingled

sounds
Of axes and of mallets, plied

With vigorous arins on every
side ;

Plied so deftly and so well.

That, ere the shadows of evening
fell,

The keel of oak for a noble ship.

Scarfed and bolted, straight and
strong,

Was lying ;eady, and stretched
along

The blocks, well placed ujwn the

slip.

Happy, tiirice happy, every one
Who sees his labor well lu'gun.

And not ]K>rplexe<l and niuUi-

l)liei|,

P>v iilly waiting for lime and t iile I

And when the hot, long day was
o'er,

Tlie young man at the Master's
iloor

Sat with tlu; maiden calm and
si ill.

And within the porch, a little

more
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Removed beyond the evening
chill,

The fatlier sat, and told them
tales

Of wrecks in the great Septem-
ber gales,

Of pirates upon the Spanish
Jlain,

And ships that never came back
again,

The chance and change of a sail-

or's life,

Want and plenty, rest a)id strife.

His roving fancy, like the wirid.

That nothing can stay and noth-
ing can bind,

And the magic charm of foreign
lands,

With sliadows of palms, and shin-
ing sands.

Where the tumbling snrf.

O'er the coral reefs of Madagas-
car,

Washes the feet of the swarthy
Lascar,

As he lies alone and asleep on the
turf.

And the trembling maiden held
her breath

At the tales of that awful, piti-

less sea,

With all its terror and mystery,
The dim, dark sea, so like unto

Death,
That divides and yet unites man-

kind !

And whenever the old man
paused, a gleam

From the Ix/wl of his pipe v^^ould

awhile illume
The silent group in the twilight

gloom,
And thouglitful faces, as in a

dieam
;

And for a moment one might
mark

What had been hidden by the
dark.

That the head of the maiden laj'

at rest,

Tenderly, on the young man's
breast

!

Day by day the vessel grew,
With timbers fashioned strong

and true,

Stemsoii and keelson and stern-
son-knee.

Till, framed with perfect symme-
try,

A skeleton shij) rose up to view !

And around the bows and along
tlie side

The heavy hammers and mallets
plied,

Till, after many a week, at
length.

Wonderful for form and strength^
Sublime in its enormous hulk,
lAX)med aloft the shadowy hulk I

And around it columns of smoke,
upwreathing.

Rose from the boiling, bubbling,
seething

Caldron, that glowed.
And overflowed
With the black tar, heated for

the sheathing
And amid the clamors
Of clattering hammers.
He who listened heard now and

then
The song of the Master and his

men :—
" Build me straight, O worthy

Master,
Staunch and strong, a goodly

vessel.

That shall laugh at all disaster,

And with wave and whirlwind
wrestle !

"

AVith oaken brace and copper
band.

Lay the rudder on the sand,
That, like a thought, should have

control
Over the movement of the whole

;

And near it the anchor, whose
giant hand

Would reach down and grapple
with tlie land

Aiul imminable and fast

Hold tlie great ship against the
bellowing blast I
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And at the bows an imago stood,

By a cunning artist carved in

wood

,

With robes of whito, that far be-
liind

Seemed to be fluttering in tlie

wind.
It was not sliaped in a classic

mould,
Not like a Nymph or Goddess of

old,

Or Naiad rising from tiie water,
But modeled fiom the Master's

daughter I

On many a dreary and misty
night,

'T will be seen by the rays of the
signal light.

Speeding along tlirough the rain
and the dark.

Like a gliost in its snow-white
sark.

Tlie pilot of some phantom bark,
Guiding the vessel, in its flight,

By a path none other knows
aright !

Beliold, at last,

Eacli tall and tapering mast
Is swung into its place ;

*

Shrouds and stays
Holding it firm and fast

!

Long ago.
In tiie deer-haunted forests of

Maine,
When ui)on mountain and plain
Lay tlie snow,
Tlit'V fell.—those lordly pines !

Those gniiul, majestic pines !

Mid siiouts and cheers
The jaded steers,

Panting beneath the goad,
Dragged down the weary, wind-

ing rot'd

Those captive kings so straight
and tall,

To be sliorn of their streaming
hair,

And, naked and bare,
To feel the stress and the strain
Of the wind and the reeling main,
Whose roar
Would remind them for ever-

nu)re
Of their native forests they

should not see again.

And everywhere
Tiie slender, graceful spars
Poise aloft in tlie air,

And at tlie mast-head,
Wliite. blue, and red,

A flag unrolls the stripes and
stars.

Ah ! wlien the wanderer, lonely,
friendless.

In foreign harljors shall behold
That flag unrolled,
'T will be as a friendly hand
Stretched out from his native

land,
Filling his heart with memories

sweet and endless

!

All is finished ! and at length
Has come the bridal day
Of beauty and of strength.
To-day the vessel shall be launch-

ed !

With fleecy clouds the sky is

blanched,
And o'er the bay,
Slowl}-, in all his splendors dight,
The great sun rises to behold the

sight.

The ocean old.

Centuries old,

* I wish to anticip.ite .i rriticism on tliis passage by slating, that sometimes, though not

usually, vessels are laiiticlied fully rigged and sparred. I have availed myself of the exception,

as heller suited to my puri>i)ses tlian the general rule ; but the reader will see th.it it is neither

a blunder nor a poetic liiense. On this subject a friend in Portland, Me., writes me thus:

—

" In this Slate, and also, I am told, in New York, ships are sometimes rigged upon ihe

slocks, in order to save lime, or to make a show. There was a fine, large ship launched last

summer at KlKwortli, fully rigged and sparred. Some years ago a ship was launched here,

with her rigging, spars, sails, and cargo aboard. .She sailed the next day and -was never

heaid of again ! I hope this will not be the fate of your poem !

"
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Strong as }'Outh, and as uncon-
trolled,

Paces restless to and fro
Up and down the sands or t^uld.

His beating- lieart is not at rest
;

And far and wide.
Witli ceaseless flow,
His beard of snow
Heaves with the heaving of his

breast.

He waits impatient for his bride.
'Jliere slie stands,
Wi'.h her foot upon the sands,
D, _ked with flags and streamers

In honor of her marriage day.
Her snow-wiiite signals flutter-

ing, l)lending.

Round lier like a veil descending,
Ready to be
The bride of the gray, old sea.

On the deck another bride
Is standing by lier lover's side.
Shadows from tlie flags and

shrouds.
Like tiie shadows cast by clouds.
Broken by many a sunny fleck.
Fall around them on the" deck.

Tlie prayer is said,
The service read,
Tlie joyous bridegroom bows his

head.
And in tears the good old Master
Shakes the brown hand of his son,
Kisses liis daugliter's glowing

cheek
In silence, for he cannot speak,
And ever faster
Down hid own the tears begin to

run,
Tlie worthy pastoi-

—

Tiie shepherd of that wandering
flo(dc,

Tliat has the ocean for its wold.
That has the vessel for its fold.
Leaping ever from rock to rock

—

Spake, with accents mild and
clear.

Words of warning, words of
clieer.

Bui tedious to the bridegroom's
ear.

He knew the chart
Of the sailor's heart.
All its pleasures and its griefs.
All its shallows and rocky reefs,
All those secret currents, that

flow
With such resistless undertow,
And lift and drift, with terrible

force,

The will from its moorings and
its course.

Therefore he spake, and thus
said he :

—

" Like unto ships far off at sea,
Outward or homeward bound,

are we.
Before, behind, and all around.
Floats and swings the liorizon's

bound,
Seems at its distant rim to rise

And climb the crystal wall of the
skies,

And then again to turn and sink.
As if we could slide from its

outer brink.
Ah ! it is not the sea.

It is not the sea that sinks and
shelves.

But ourselves
That rock and rise

With endless and uneasy motion.
Now touching tlie very skies.

Now sinking into the depths of
ocean,

Ah ! if our souls Init poise and
swing

Like the compass in its brazen
ring

Ever level and ever true
To the toil and the task we have

to do.
We shall sail securely, and safely

reach
The Fortunate Isles, on whose

sliining beacli
The sights we see, and tlie sounds

we hear,
Will be those of joy and not of

fear 1

"
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Tlien tlie Master,
Willi a gesture of command,
Waved his hand ;

And at tlie \v(jrd.

Loud and sudden tliere was heard,
All around them and below,
The sound of hammers, blow on

blow.
Knocking away the shores and

spurs.
And see ! she stirs !

She starts, — slie moves, — she
seems to feel

Tlie thrill of life along her keel.

And, siMirning witli her foot tiie

ground.
With one exulting, joyous bound,
She leaps into the ocean's arms !

And lo ! from tlie assembled
crowd

There rosea sliout, prolonged and
loud.

That to the ocean seemed to

s;iy,—
"Take her, O bridegroom, old

and gray.
Take lier to thy protecting arms,
With all her youth and all her

charms !

"

How beautiful she is ! How fair

She lies within those arms, that
press

Her form with many a soft

caress
Of tenderness and watchful care !

Sail fortli into the sea, O ship !

Tiirougli wind and wave, riglit

onward steer !

The moistened eye, the trembling
lip,

Are not the signs of doubt or

fear.

Sail fortli into tlio sea of life,

O gentle, loving, trusting wife,

And safe from all adversity
Upon the l)osom of tiiat sea
Thy comings and thy goings be !

For goiilU'iiess and love and trust

Prevail o'er angry wave and gust

;

And in the wreck of nobfe li\e.s

Something immortal still sur-

vives I

Thou, too, sail on, O Ship of

State !

Sail on, O Union, strong and
great !

Humanity with all its feais.

With all the hopes of future
years.

Is hanging breathless on thy
fate !

We know what Master laid thy
keel.

What Workmen wrought thy
ribs of steel,

W"ho made each mast, and sail,

and rope.
What anvils rang, what hammers

beat,
In what a forge and what a heat
Were shaped the anchors of thy

hojie !

Fear not each sudden sound and
shock,

'T is of the wave and not the
rock

;

'T is but the flapping of tlie sail.

And not a rent made bj- the gale !

In spite of rock and tempest's
roar,

In spite of false lights on the
shore.

Sail on, nor fear to bi-east the sea !

Our liearts. our ho2)es, are all

with tliee.

Our hearts, our hopes, our prayers,
our»tears,

Our faith triumphant o'er our
fears.

Are all with thee,—are all with
thee !

THE EVENING STAE.

Just above yon sandy bar.

As the day grows fainter and
dimmer,

Lonely and lovely, a single star

Lights the air with a dusty
glimmer.
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Into the ocean faint and far

Falls tlie trail of its golden
splendor,

And the gleam of that single

star

Is ever refulgent, soft, and
tender.

Chrysaor rising out of the sea,

Showed tlius glorious and thus
emulous.

Leaving the arms of Callirrhoe,

Forever tender, soft, and trem-
ulous.

Thus, o'er the ocean faint and
far

Trailed the gleam of his fal-

chion brightly ;

Is it a God, or is it a star

That, entranced, I gaze on
nightly I

THE SECRET OF THE SEA.

Ah ! what pleasant visions haunt
me

As I gaze upon the sea !

AH the old romantic legends,

All my dreams, come back to

me.

Sails of silk and ropes of sendal,

Such as gleam in ancient lore
;

And the singing of the sailors.

And the answer from the shore !

Most of all, the Spanish ballad

Haunts me oft, and tarries long,

Of the noble Count Arnaldos
And the sailor's mystic song.

Like the long waves on a sea-

beach,
Where the sand as silver shines,

With a soft, monotonous ca-

dence.
Flow its unrhymed lyric

lines ;

—

Telling how the Count Arnaldos,
With his hawk upon liis liand,

Saw a fair and stately galley,

Steering onward to the land ;

—

How he heard the ancient helms-
man

Chant a song so wild and clear,

That the sailing sea-bud slowly
Poised upon the mast to hear.

Till his soul was full of longing
And he cried witli impulse

strong,—
" Helmsman ! for the love of

heaven,
Teach me, too, that wondrous

song !

"

" Wouldst thou,"—so the helms-
man answered,

" Learn the secret of the sea ?

Only those who brave its dan-
gers

Comprehend its mystery !

"

In each sail that skims the hori-

zon,
In each landward - blowing

breeze,

I behold that stately galley.

Hear those mournful melodies !

Till my soul is full of longing
For the secret of tlie sea.

And the heart of the great ocean
Sends a thrilling pulse througli

me.

TWILIGHT.

The twilight is sad and cloudy,

The wind blows wild and free,

And like tiie wings of sea-birds

Flash the white caps of the sea.

But in the fisherman's cottage

There shines a ruddier liglit.

And a little face at the window
Peers out into the night.
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Close, close it is pressed to tlie

wiiulow.
As if those chiklish eyes

Were looking into the ilaikness,

To see some fonu arise.

And IX woinairs waving shadow
Is passing to and fro.

Now rising to ti»e ceiling,

Now bowing and hending low.

Wh.it tale do the ro iring ocean.
Anil tlie night wind, bleak and

wild,

As they beat at the crazy case-
ment.

Tell to that little ciiild?

And why do the roaring ocean.
And the night-wind, wild and

bleak.
As they beat at the heart of the

mother.
Drive the color from her cheek ?

SIR HUMPHREY GILBERT.*

SoLTiiWAiiu with fleet of ice

Sailed tlie corsair Deatli
;

Wild and fast blew the blast,

And the east-wind was his
breath.

i 1 is lordly ships of ice

Glistened in tlie sun ;

(In each side, like ]>ennons wide.
Flashing crystal .streamlets run.

His .sails of white sea-mist
I )iipped with silver rain ;

r.nt where he passed there were
cist

Leaden shadows o'er the main.

Eastwanl from Campobello
Sir Hiimiplirey Gilbert sailed ;

Three days or more seaward he
bore.

Then, alas ! the land-wind failed.

Alas I the land-wind failed.

And ice-cold grew the night ;

An<l never more, on sea or shore,
Should Sir Humphrev .see the

light.

He sat upon the deck.
The Book was in his hand ;

" Do not fear I Heaven is as near."
He said, *' by water as by land!'

In the first watch of the night,
Without a signal's sound,

Out of the sea, my.steriously.
The fleet of Death ro.se all

around.

The moon and the evening star
"Were hanging in the shrouds

;

Every mast, as it jiassed.

Seemed to rake the passing
clouds.

They grai)i>led with their prize,

At mi<lnight black and cold !

As of a rock was the shock ;

Heavily thegrouml-swell rolled.

Southward through day and dark,
They drift in close embrace,

Witli mist and rain, to the
Spanish Main ;

Yet tiiere .seems no change of
place.

Southward, forever southward.
TI:e'V ihift through dark ainl

"day ;

And like a dream, in the Gulf-
Stream

Sitdcing, vaTiish all awav.

•" WlicMi the wind abated and the vessels were near enouRh, the Admiral was seen con-
!(1aiiliy sitting in the stern, with a hook in his h.inrl. ( )n the .yth of .September he was seen for
the last time, and was heard by the people of the Ifiml to say. ' We are as near heaven by sea
as by land.' In the followinp; niRhl, the liftlits of the ship suddenly disappeared. The people
ii the other vessel kept a good lookout tor him duritiK the remainder ol the vr)yaKe. On the
I'd of September they arrived, through nuiih tempest and peril, at I'almoulh. liut nothing
more was seen or heard of the Admiral."— //<'/X-«(j/'i Americuf Biography, 1. 203.
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THE LIGHTHOUSE.

The rocky ledge runs far into the sea,

And on its outer point, some miles away,
The Lighthouse lifts its massive nuisonr}',

A pillar of lire by night, of cloud by day.

Even at this distance I can see the tides,

Ui)lieaving, break unheard along its base,

A speechless wratli, tliat rises and subsides
Li the white lip and tremor of tlie face.

Arul as the evening darkens, lo ! liow bright,

Through the deep ])urple of tlie twiliglit air,

Beams forth the sudden radiance of its light

With strange, unearthly splendor in its glare I

Not one alone ; from each projecting cape
And perilous reef along the ocean's verge.

Starts into life a dim, gigantic shape.
Holding its lantern o'er the restless surge.

Like the great giant Christopher it stands
Upon the brink of the tempestuous wave.

Wading far out among the rocks and sands,

The niglit-o'ertaken mariner to save.

And the great ships sail outward and return.

Bending and bowing o'er tlie billowy swells.

And ever joyful, as they see it burn.
They wave their silent welcomes and farewells.

Tliey come forth from the darkness, and their sails

Gleam for a moment only in tlie blaze,

And eager faces, as the light unveils.

Gaze at the tower, and vanisli while they gaze.

The mariner remembers when a child,

On his first voyage, he saw it fade and sink
;

And when, returning from adventures wild,

He saw it rise again o"er ocean's brink.

Steadfast, serene, immovable, the same
Year after year, through all the silent night

Burns on for evermore that quenchless flame.

Shines on that inextinguishable light !

It sees the ocean to its bosom clasp

The rocks and sea.-sa.Tid with tlie kiss of peace ;

It sees tiie wild winds lift it in tlieir grasp.

And hold it up, and shake it like a fieece.
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The startled waves leap over it ; tlie storm
Smites it witli all the scourges of the rain,

And steadily aj;;ainst its solid form
Press tlie great shoulders oC tiie hurricane.

The sea-bird wheeling round it, with the din
Ot wings ami winds and solitary cries,

Blinded and maddened by the liglit within.
Dashes iiinisell' against tlie glare, and dies.

A neu- Prometheus, cliained ujion the rock,
Still grasping in his hand the fire of Jove,

It do-s not hear the cry, nor heed the shock,
But hails the mariner with words of love.

" Sail on !
" it says, " sail on. ye stately ships t

And with your Moating bridge tlie ocean span

;

Be mine to guard this ligiit from all eclipse.

Be vours to bring man nearer unto man !

"

THE FIRE OF DRIFT-WOOD.

We sat within the farmhouse old,

Whose windows, looking. o'er
the bay,

Chive tt^ the sea-breeze, damp and
cold.

An easy entrance, night and
day.

Not far away we saw the port,

—

The strange, old-fashioned, silent
town,

The lighthouse,—the dismantled
fort,

—

The wooden houses, quaint and
brown.

We sat anil talked until tlie night,
lJes<'ending, hll<Ml the little

room
;

Our faces faded fioni the sight.

Our voices only broke the
gloom.

We spake of many a vanished
scene.

Of what we once had thought
and said,

13

Of what had been, and might
have been.

And who was changed, and
who was dead

;

And all that fills the hearts of
friends.

When first they feel, with secret
pain,

Their lives thenceforth have
separate ends,

And never can be one again
;

The first slight swerving of the
heart.

That words are powerless to ex-
j)ress.

And leave it still tmsaid in part.
Or say it in too great excess.

The very tones in which we spake
Had sometiiing strange, I could

but mark
;

The leaves of memory seemed to
make

A mournful rustling in the
dark.
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Oft died tlie words upon our lips,

As suddenly, from out tlie tire

Built of the wreck of stranded
sliips,

The flames would leap and
then expire.

And, as tlieir splendor flashed

anil failed,

We thonslit of wrecks upon
the main,

—

Of ships dismasted, that were
liailed

And sent no answer back again.

The windows, rattling in their

frames,

—

The ocean, roaring up the
beach.

—

The gusty blast,—the bickering
flames,

—

All mingled vaguely in our
speed 1 ;

Until tliey made themselves a

part
Of fancies floating through the

l^ruin,

—

The long-lost ventures of the

Ilea it,

That send no answers back
again.

O flames that glowed ! O hearts

tliat yearned !

Tliey were indeed too much
akin.

The drift-wood fire without that
burned,

Tlie thoughts that burned and
glowed within

BY THE FIRESIDE.

RESIGNATION.

There is no tlock, however
watched ami tended.

But one dead lamb is there !

Tliere is no fireside, howsoe'er de-

fended.
But has one vacant chair !

The air is full of farewells to the
dying.

And mournings for tlie dead ;

The liear*^^ of Rachel, for her chil-

dren crying,
"Will not be comforted !

Let us be patient ! These severe
afllictions

Not from the ground arise,

But oftentimes celestial benedic-
tions

Assume this dark disguise.

We see but dimly through the
mists and vapors

Amid these earthly damps
Wluit seem to us but sad, funereal

tapers
May be heaven's distant lamps.

1

!*rhere is no Death ! What seem..

so is transition.

Tliis life of mortal breath
Is but a suburb of the iifeelys'.an,

W hose portal we call Death.

She is not dead,—the child of our
affection,

—

But gone unto that school

Where she no longer needs our
poor protection.

And Christ himself doth rule.

In that great cloister's stillness

and seclusion,

By guardian angels led,

Safe from temptation, safe from
sin's ]ii)llution.

She lives, whom we call dead.

Day after day we think what she

is doing
In those l)right realms of air ;

Year after year, lier tender steps

pursuing.
Behold her grown more fair.

Thus di) we walk with her, and
kei'j) unbroken

The bond which nature gives.
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Tliinking that our remembrance,
tliough unspoken

May reuoh her where she lives.

Not as a child shall we again be-

liold her ;

For wlien witli raptures wild
In our embraces we again enfold

her,

She will not be a child
;

But a fair maiden, in her Father's
mansion,

Clotlied willi celestial grace ;

And beautiful with all the soul's
expansion

Shall we behold her face.

And though at times impetuous
with emotion

And anguish long suppressed,
The swelling heart heaves moan-

ing like the ocean.
That cannot be at rest,

—

We will be patient, and assuage
the feeling

We may not wholly stay
;

B}' silence sanctifying, not con-
cealing.

The grief that must have way.

THE BUILDERS.

All are architects >f Fate,
Working in these vails of Time ;

Some witli massif e deeds and
great.

Some with ornaments of rhyme.

Nothing useless is, or low ;

Each thing in its place is best
;

And what si-ems but idle sliow
Strengthens and supports the

rest.

For the structure that we raise,

Tinif is with materials filled
;

Our to-ilays and yesterdajs
Arc the blocks with which we

build.

Truly shape and fashion these ;

Leave no yawning gaps be-
tween

;

Think not, because no man sees.

Such tilings will remain unseen.

In the elder days of Art,
Builders wrought with greatest

care
Each minute and unseen part

;

For the Gods see everj'where.

Let us do our work as well,

Both the unseen and the seen ;

Make the house, where Gods may
dwell.

Beautiful, entire, and clean.

Else our lives are incomplete,
Standing in these walls of

Time.
Broken stairwa3s, where the feet
Stumble as they seek to climb.

Build to-day, then, strong and
sure

With a firm and ample base
;

And ascending and secure
Shall to-morrow find its place.

Thus alone can we attain
To those turrets, where the eye

Sees tl e world as one vast plain,

And jne boundless reach of sk}-.

SAND OF THE DESERT IN AN
HOUR-GLASS.

A HANDFUL of red sand, from the
hot clime

Of Arab de.serts brought.
Within this glass becomes the

spy of Time,
The minister of Thought.

How many weary centuries has
it been

About those de.serts blown !

How many strange vici.ssitudes

has seen.
How many histories known !
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Perhaps the camels of tlie Ish-
maelite

Trampled and passed it o'er,

When into Egypt from the pa-
triarch's sight

His favorite son they bore.

Perhaps the feet of Moses, burnt
and bare,

Crushed it beneath their
tread

;

Or Pliaraoh's flashing wheels into
the air

Scattered it as they sped
;

Or Mary, with the Christ of Naz-
areth

Held close in her caress.
Whose pilgrimage of hope and

love and faith
Illumed the wilderness

;

Or anchorites beneath Engaddi's
palms

Pacing the Dead Sea beach,
And singing slow their old Ar-

menian psalms
In half-articulate speech

;

Or caravans, that from Bassora's
gate

With westward steps depart

;

Or Mecca's pilgrims, confidant of
Fate,

And resolute in heart

!

These have passed over it, or may
have passed

!

Now in this crystal tower
Imprisoned by some cui'ious hand

at last.

It counts the passing hour.

And as I gaze, these narrow walls
expand ;

—

Before my dreamy eye
Stretches the desert with its

shifting sand.
Its unimpeded sky.

And borne aloft by the sustain-
ing blast,

This little golden thread

Dilates into a column high and
vast,

A form of fear and dread.

And onward, and across the set-
ting sun,

Across the boundless plain
Tlie column and its broader

shadow run,
Till thought pursues in vain.

The vision vanishes ! These walls
again

Shut out the lurid sun.
Shut out tlie hot, immeasurable

plain :

The half-hour's sand is run I

BIRDS OF PASSAGE.

Black shadows fall

From the lindens tall.

That lift aloft their massive wall
Against the southern sky

;

And from the realms
Of the shadowy elms
A tide-like darkness overwhelms
The fields that round us lie.

But the night is fair,

And everywhere
A warm, soft, vapor fills the air,

And distant sounds seem near

;

And above, in the light
Of the starlit night.
Swift birds of imssage wing their

flight

Through the dewy atmosphere.

I hear the beat
Of their pinions fleet,

As from tlie land of snow and sleet

Thej^ seek a southern lea,

I hear the cry
Of their voices high
Falling dreamily through the sky,

But their forms I cannot see.
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O, say not so I

Tliose sounds that flow-

In inurmurs of delight and woe
Come not fit)in wings of birds.

Tliey are the throngs
Of tlie poet's songs,
JMurnuirs of pk'asures, and pains,

and wrongs.
The sound of winged words.

Tiiis is the cry
Of souls, that high
On toiling, beating pinions, fly,

Seeking a warmer clime.

From their distant fligltt

Througli realms of ligiit

It falls into our world of night.

With the murmuring sound of

rhyme.

THE OPEN WINDOW.

The old house by the lindens
Stood silent in the shade,

And on tlic gravelled jiatliwav

The light and siiadow 2>layed.

I saw the nursery windows
Wide open to the air ;

But the faces of the children,

They were no longer there.

The large Newfoundland house-
dog

AVas standing by the door ;

He looked for liis little playmates,
Wiio woultl return no more.

They walked not under the
lindens,

They played not in the hall

;

But shadow, and silence, and
sadness

Were hanging over all.

The birds sang in the branches,
Witli swoet, familiar tone

;

But the voices of the children
Will be heard in dreams alone !

And the boy that M-alked beside

me,
He could not understand

Why closer in mine, ah ! closer,

I pressed his warm, soft iiand I

KING WITLAF'S DRINKING-
H.ORN.

W^iTLAF, a king of the Saxons,
Ere yet his last he breathed,

To the merry monks of Croyland
His drinking-iiorn bequeath-

ed,

-

That, whenever they sat at their

revels.

And drank from the golden
bowl,

They might remember the donor.
And breathe a prayer for his

soul.

So sat they once at Christmas,
And bade the goblet pass

;

In their beards the red wine
glistened

Like dewdrops in the grass.

They drank to the soul of Witlaf,

They drank to Christ the Lord,
And to each of the Twelve Apos-

tles,

Who had preached his holy
word.

They drank to the Saints and
IMartyrs

Of the dismal days of yore,

And as soon as the horn was
empty

They reinembered one Saint

more.

And the reader di'oned from the
jjuipit.

Like the murmur of many
bees.

The legend of good Saint Outhlac,
And Saint Basil's homilies

;
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Till the great bells of the con-
vent,

From tlieir prison in the tower,
Gutlilac and Bartholomaeus,
Proclaimed the midnight hour.

And tlie Yule-log cracked in the
cliininey,

And the Abbot bowed his head,
And tlie flainelets flapped and

flit;kered,

But tlie Abbot was stark and
dead.

Yet still in his pallid fingers
He clutched the golden bowl.

In whicli like a pearl dissolving.

Had sunk and dissolved his soul,

But not for this their revels
Tlie jovial monks forbore,

For they cried, " Fill high the
goblet !

We must drink to one Saint
moi*e !

"

GASPAR BECERRA.

By liis evening fire the artist

Pondered o"er Ids secret sliame
;

Baffled, weary, and dislieartened.

Still lie mused, and dreamed of
fame.

'T was an image of the Virgin
That liad tasked his utmost

skill;

But alas ; his fair ideal

Vanished and escaped him still.

From a distant Eastern island
Had the ])recious wood been

brought

;

Day and night the anxious mas-
ter

At liis toil untiring wrought

;

Till, discouraged and desponding.
Sat he now in shadows deep,

And the day's humiliation
Found oblivion in sleep.

Then a voice cried, "Rise,
master ?

From the burning brand of
oak

Shape the thought that stirs with-
in thee ! "'

And the startled artist woke,

—

Woke, and from the smoking
embers

Seized and quenched the glow-
ing wood ;

And therefrom he carved an
image,

And he saw tliat it was good.

O thou sculptor, painter, poet '.

Take this lesson to thy heart :

That is best which lieth nearest

;

Shape from that thy work of
art.

PEGASUS IN POUND.

Once into a qidet village,

Without haste and without
Iieed,

In the golden prime of morning,
Straj'ed the poet's winged

steed.

It was Autumn, and incessant
Piped the quails from shocks

and sheaves.
And, like living coals, the apples
Burned among the withering

leaves.

Loud tlie clamorous bell was ring-
ing

From its belfry gaunt and
grim ;

'T was the daily call to labor.

Not a triumph meant for him.

Not the less he saw the land-
scape.

In its frleaming vapor veiled ;

Not the less he breathed the odors
That the dying leaves exhaled.
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Thus, upon the village common,
By the schoolboys he ^vas

found ;

And tlie wise men, in tlieir wis-
dom,

Put him straightway into
pound.

Then the sombre village crier.

Ringing loud liis hiazeii bell,

"Wandered down the street pro-
claiming

There was an estray to sell.

And the curious country people,
Ricli and poor, and young and old.

Came in haste to see this won-
drous

AVinged steed, with mane of
gold.

Tluis the day passed, and the
evening

Fell, witli vapors cold and dim
;

But it brought no food nor
shelter,

Brought no straw nor stall, for

him.

Patiently, and still expectant.
Looked he through tlie wooden

bars.

Saw the moon rise o'er the land-
scape,

Saw the tranquil, patient stars
;

Till at length the bell at midnight
Sounded from its dark abode,

And, from out a neighl)oring
farmyard.

Loud tlie cock Alectryon crowed.

Then, with nostrils wide distended
Breaking from his iron chain.

And unfolding far his pinions.
To those stars he soared again.

On the morrow, when tlie village
Woke to all its toil and caie,

Lo ! the strange .steed had de-
parted.

And they knew not wlien nor
where,

But they found, upon the green-
sward

Where his struggling hoofs had
trod.

Pure and bright, a fountain flow-

ing
From tlie hoof-marks in the

sod.

From tluit hour, tlie fount im-
fniling

(liladilens the whole region
round,

Strengthening all who drink its

wnters,
While it soothes them witii its

sound.

TEGNER'S DRAPA.

I HEARD a voice, that cried,
'• Balder the Beautiful
Is dead, is dead !

"'

And through the misty air

Passed like the mournful cry
Of sunward sailing cranes.

I saw the pallid coi'pse.

Of the dead sun
Borne through the Northern sky.
Blasts from Niflfelheim
Lifted the sheeted mists
Around him as he passed.

And the voice forever cried,
" Balder the Beautiful
Is dead, is dead !

"

i\nd died away
Through the dreary night,
In acciiits of despjiir.

Balder tlu^ P.eautiful,

God of the summer sun.
Fairest of all the (iods!

Light from his t'oiehead beamed;
Runes were upon his tongue.
As on the warrior's sword.

All things in eaith and air

Bound were by magic spell

JJever to do him harm
;
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Even the plants and stones
;

All save tlie mistletoe,

The sacred mistletoe !

Hoeder, the blind old God,
Whose feet are shod with silence,

Pierced through tliat gentle

breast
W^ith his sliarp spear, by fraud

Made of tlie mistletoe.

The accursed mistletoe !

Tliey laid him in his sliip,

Witii horse and harness,

As on a funeral pyre.

Odin ])laced

A ring upon his finger.

And whispered in his ear.

They launched the burning ship !

It floated far away
Over the misty sea,

Till like the sun it seemed,
Sinking beneath the waves.
Balder returned no more !

So perish the old Gods !

But out of the sea of Time
Rises a new land of song,
Fairer tiian the old. •

Over its meadows green
Walk the young bards and sing.

Build it again,

O ye bards.
Fairer than before !

Ye fathers of the new race,

Feed upon morning dew,
Sing the new Song of Love !

The law of force is dead !

Tlie law of love i)revails !

Tlior, tlie tliunderer,

Sliall rule the earth no more.
No more, with threats.

Challenge tlie meek Christ.

Sing no more.
O ye bards of the North,
Of Vikings and of Jarls !

Of the days of Eld
Preserve the freedom only.

Not the deeds of blood !

SONNET.

ON MRS. KEMBLE"S READINGS
FROM SHAKSPEARE.

O PRECIOUS evenings I all too

swiftly s])ed !

Leaving us heirs to amplest
heritages

Of all the best thoughts of the

greatest sages.

And giving tongues unto tlio

silent dead !

How our hearts glowed and
trembled as she read,

Literpretiiig by tones the won-
drous pages

Of the great poet who foreruns
the ages.

Anticipating all that shall be
said !

O happy Reader ! having for thy
text

The magic book, whose Sibylline

leaves have caught
The rarest essence of all human

thought

!

O happy Poet ! by no critic vext

!

How must thy listening spirit

now rejoice

To be interpreted by such a voice !

THE SINGERS.

God sent his singers upon earth

With songs of sadness and of

mirth,
Tiiat they might touch the hearts

of men.
And bring them back to heaven

again.

The first, a youth, with soul of

fire.

Held in his hand a golden lyre ;

Through groves he wandered,
and by streams.

Playing the music of our dreams.

Tlie second, with a bearded face.

Stood singing in the market-
place,
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And stirred with accents deep
and loud

The hearts of all the listening
crowd.

A gray old man, the third and
last,

Sang in catliedrals dim and vast,
Wliile tlie majestic organ rolled
Contrition from its mouths of

gold.

And those who heard the Singers
three

Disputed wiiich the best might
be;

For still tiieir music seemed to
start

Discordant eclioes in each heart.

But the great Master said, " I

see
No best in kind, but in degree

;

I gave a various gift to eacli.

To cliarm, to strengthen, and to
teach.

" Thes<i aie the three great chords
of might,

And he wiiose ear is tuned aright
Will Jiear no discord in tiie three.
But the most i)erfect harmonj."

SUSPIRIA.

Take them, O Death ! and bear
away

"Wliatever thou canst call thine
own !

Thine image, stamped upon this
day,

Dotii give tliee that, but that
akiiie !

Take tliein, O (havel and let

them lie

Folded \ipon tiiy narrow
shelves,

As garments by the soul laid by,
And precious only to ourselves.

Take tliem. O great Eternity 1

Our little life is but a gust.
That bends the branches of thy

tree.

And trails its blossoms in the
dust.

HYMN.

FOR MY brother's ORDINATION.

Christ to tlie young man said

:

' Yet one thing more
;

If tliou wouldst perfect be,
Sell all thou liast and give it to

tlie jioor,

And come and follow me !

"

Within tliis temple Christ again,
unseen,

Tliose sacred words hatli said,
And his invisible hands to-day

have been
Laid on a j'oung man's liead.

And evermore beside him on his
way

Tlie unseen Christ shall move,
Tiiat lie may lean upon his arm

and say,
"Dost tliou, dear Lord, ap-

prove ?
"

Beside him at the marriage feast
shall be,

To make the scene more fair
;

Beside him in the dark Gcthsem-
ane

Of pain and midnight prayer.

O holy trust ! O endless sense of
rest !

Like tlie beloved John
To lay his liead upon tlie Saviour's

breast.

And thus to journey on !



202 LONGFELLOW'S POEMS.

Only the T.owland tongue of Scotland might
Rehearse this Httle tragedy aright

;

Let me attempt it with an Englisli quill
;

And take, O Reader, for the deed the will.

THE BLIND GIRL OF CAST^L-CUILLJ:.

FROM THE GASCON OF JASMIN.

Jasmin, the author of this beautiful poem, is to the South of France what Burns is to the
South of Scotland, — the representative of the heart of the.people,— one of those happy bards
who are born with their mouths full of birds Ua banco /•le?.o d\xouzelous). He has written
his own biography in a poetic form, and the simple narrative of his poverty, his struggles, and
his triumphs, is very touching. He still lives at Ageu, on the (iaronne ; and long may he live

there to delight his native land with native songs!
The following description of his person and way of life is taken from the graphic pages of

" Hearn and the Pyrenees," by Louisa Stuart Costello, whose charming pen lias done so much
to illustrate the French provinces and their literature.

"At the entrance of the promenade, Du Gravier, is a row of small houses,— some ca/es,

others shops, the indication of which is a painted cloth placed across the way, wilh the owner's
name in bright gold letters, in the manner of the arcades in the streets, and their announce-
ments. One of the most glaring of these was, we observed, a bright blue flag, bordered with
gi'ld ; on whicli, in large gold letters, appeared the name of ' Jasmin, Coiffeur.' We entered,
and were welcomed by a smiling, dark-eyed woman, who informed us that her husband was
busy at that moment dressing a customer's hair, but he was desirous to recei\e us, and begged
we would walk into his parlor at the back of the shop.

" She exhibited to us a laurel crown of gold, of delicate workmanship, sent from the city of
Clemence Isaure, Toulouse, to the poet ; who will probably one day take his place in the
ca/ii/oiil. Next came a golden cup, with an inscription in his honor, given by the citizens of
Ancli ; a gold watch, chain, and seals, sent by the king, Louis I'hilippe ; an emerald ring worn
and presented by the lamented Duke of Orleans; a pearl pin, by the graceful Duchess, who,
ju the poet's visit to Paris accompanied by his son, received him in the words he puts into the
mouth of Henri Quatre :— •

' Brabes Gaseous !

A moun amou per bous aou dibes creyre ;

Benes! benes! ey plaze de bous beyre :

Aproucha bons! '

A fine service of linen, the offering of the town of Pau, after its citizens had given fetes in his
honor, and loaded him with caresses and praises; and nicknacks and jewels of all descriptions
offered to him by lady-ambassadresses, and great lords; English ' misses " and ' miladis '

; and
French, and foreigners of all nations who did or did not understand Gascon.
" .\\\ this, though startling, was not convincing

;
Jasmin, the barber, might only be a fashion,

zfurore ,

-3. caprice, after all; and it was evident that he knew how to get np a scene well.

When we had become nearly tired of looking over these tributes to his genius, the door opened,
and the poet himself appeared. His manner was free and unembarrassed, well bied, and
lively; he received our compliments naturally, and like one accustc nied to bondage, said he
was ill, and unfortunately too hoarse to read anything to us, or should have been delighted to

do so. He spoke with a broad Gascon accent, and very rapidly and eloquently; ran over the

story of his successes ; told us that his grandfather Iiad been a beggar, and all his family very
poor; that he was now as rich as he wished to be : his son placed in a good position at Nantes;
then showed us his ?on"s picture, and spoke of his disposition, to which his brisk little wife
added, that, though no fool, he had not his father's genius, to which truth Jasmin assented as
a matter of course. I told him of having seen mention made of him in an English review

;

which he said had been sent him by Lord Durham, who had paid him a visit; and I then spoke
of ' Me cal mouri' as known to me. Tliis was enough to make him forget his hoarseness and
every other evil : it would never do for me to imagine that that little song was his best com-
position ; it was merely his first ; he must try to read to me a little of ' L'Abuglo,'—a few
verses of ' Fraiifouneto ' ;

—'You will be charmed,' said he; 'but if I were well, and you
would give me the pleasure of your com|iany for some time, if yi>n were»not merely running
through Agen, I would kill you with weeping,— I would make you die with distress for my
poor Margarido,—my pretty Fran(ouneto !

"
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" He caught up two copies of his book, from a pile lying on the table, and making us sit

close to him, he pointed out the French translation on one side, which he told us to follow

while he read in tiascon. He began in a rich, soft voice, and as he advanced, the surprise of

Hamlet on hearing the player-king recite the disasters of Hecuba was but a type of ours, to

find ourselves carried a«ay by the spell of his enthusiasm. His eyes swam in tears; he became
pale and red ; he trembled ; he recovered himself ; his face was now joyous, now exulting, gay,

jocose ; in fact, he was twenty actors in one ; he rang the changes from Rachel to Houffe ; and
he finished by delighting us, besides beguiling us of our tears, and overwhelming us with

astonishment.
" He would have been a treasure on the stage; for he is still, though his first youth is past,

remarkably good-looking and striking ; w ith black, sparkling eyes, of intense expression ; a

fine, ruddy complexion ; a countenance of wondrous mobility ; a good figure ; and action full

of fire and grace, he has handsome hands, which he uses with inliniie effect; and, on the

whole, he is the best actor of the kind I ever saw. I could now quite understand what a trou-

badour or _;>«^/<fKr might be, and I look upon Jasmin as a revived specimen of that extinct

trace. Such as he is might have been Ciaucelm Faidit, of .Avignon, the friend o( Ca?ur de I.ion,

who lamented the death of the hero in such moving strains ; such might have been Bernard de
Ventadour, who sang the praises of Queen Elinore's beauty; such (leoffrey Rudel, of Blaye,

on|his own (laronne ; such the wild Vidal : certain it is, that none of these troubadours of old

could more move, by their singing or reciting, than Jasmin, in whom all their long-smothered
fire and traditional magic seems reillumined.

" We found we had stayed hours instead of minutes with the poet ; but he would not hear of

any apology,—only regretted that his voice was so out of tune, in consequence of a violent

cold, under which he was really laboring, and hoped to see us again. He told us our country-
women of Pau had laden hijn with kindness and attention, and spoke with such enthusiasm of

the beauty of certain ' misses,' that I feared his little wife would feel somewhat piqued: but,

on the contran.', she stood by, smiling and happy, and enjoying the stories of his triumphs. I

remarked that he had restored the poetry of the troubadours ; asked him if he knew their

songs; and said he was worthy to stand at their head. ' I am, indeed, a troubadour,' said he,

with energy ;
' but I am far beyond them all, they were but beginners ; they never composed a

poem like my Frangouneto 1 there are no poets in France now,— there cannot be ; the lan-

guage does not admit of it ; where is the fire, the spirit, the expression, the tenderness, the force

of the Gascon? French is but the ladder to reach to the first floor of Gascon,—how can you
get up to a height except by a ladder!'

" I returned by Agen, after an absence in the Pyrenees of some months, and renewed my
acquaintance with Jasmin and his dark-eyed wife. I did not expect that I should be recognized

;

but the moment I entered the little shop I was hailed as an old friend. ' Ah !' cried Jasmin,
' enfin la voil.a encore ! ' I could not but be flattered by this recollection, but soon found it

was less on my own account that I was thus welcomed, than because a circumstance had
occurred to the poet which he thought I could perhaps explain. He produced several French
newspapers, in which he pointed out to me an article headed ' Jasmin k Londres ' ; being a
translation of certain notices of himself, which had appeared in a leading Fnglish literary

journal. He ha<l, he said, been informed of the honor done him by numerous friends, and
assured me his fame had been much spread by this means ; and he was so delighted on the

occasion, that he had resohed to learn English, in order that he might judge of the translations

from his works, which, he had been told, were well done. I enjoyed his surprise, while I

informed him that I knew who was the reviewer and translator; and explained the reason for

the verses giving pleasure in an Fnglish dress to be the superior simplicity of the English lan-

guage over modern French, for which he has a great contempt, as unfitted for lyrical composi-
tion. He inquired of me respecting Piurns, to whom he had been likened ; and begged me to

tell him something of .Moore. 'I'lie delight of himself and his wife was amusing, at having
discovered a secret which had puzzled them so long.

" He had a thousand things to tell me ; in particular, that he had only the day before

received a letter from the Duchess of Orleans, informing him that she had ordered a inedal of

her late husband to be struck, the first of which would be sent to him : she also announced to

him the agreeable news of the king having granted him a pension of a thousand francs. He
smiled and wept by turns, as he told all this ; and declared, much as he was elated at the pos-

session of a sum which made him a rich man for life, the kindness of the Duchess gratified him
even more.

" He then made us sit down while he read us two new poems; both charming, and full of

grace and tin'iTetf ; and one very affecting, being an address to the king, alluding to the death

of his son. As he read, his wife stood by, and fearing we did not quite comprehend his lan-

guage, she made a remark to that effect : to which he answered impatiently, ' Nonsense,

—

don t you see they arc in tears.' This was unanswerable ; and we were allowed to hear the

poem to the end ; and I certainly i1?ver listened to anything more feelingly and energetically

delivered.
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" We had much conversation, for he was anxious to detain us, and, in the course of it, he

told me that he had been by some accused of vanity. ' O,' he rejoined, '
what would you have !

I am a child of nature, and cannot conceal my feelings ; the only difference between me and a

man of refinement is, that he knows how to conceal his vanity and exultation at success, which

I let everybody see.' "

—

Beam and the Pyrenees, I. 369, et seq.

I.

At tlie foot of the mountain
height

"Where is perched Castel-

Cuille,

When the apple, the pluni, and
the ahiiond tree

In the phiin below were
growing wliite,

This is the song one might
perceive

On a Wednesday inorn of Saint
Joseph's Eve :

" The roads should blossom, the
roads should bloom,

So fair a bride shall leave her
home !

Should blossom and bloom with
garlands gay.

So fair a bride shall pass to-day !

"

This old Te Deum, rustic rites

attending,
Seemed from the clouds de-

cending

;

When lo ! a merry company
Of rosy village girls, clean as the

eye.

Each one with her attendant
swain.

Came to the cliff, all singing
the same strain ;

Resembling there, so near unto
the sky,

Rejoicing angels, that kind
Heaven has sent

For their delight and our en-

couragement.
Together blending.
And soon descending
The narrow sweep
Of the hillside steep.

They wind aslant
Toward Saint Amant,

Through leafy alleys

Of verdurous valleys

With merry sallies

Singing their chant

:

" The roads should blossom, the
roads should bloom,

So fair a bride sliall leave her
home !

Should blossom and bloom with
garlands gay.

So fair a bride shall pass to-day !

"

It is Baptiste, and his affianced

maiden,
Wi'th garlands for the bridal

laden

!

The sky was blue ; without one
cloud of gloom,

The sun of March was shining
brightly,

And to the air tlie freshening
wind gave lightly

Its breathings of perfume^

When one beholds the dusky
hedges blossom,

A rustic bridal, ah ! how sw^eet

it is!

To sounds of joyous melodies,

THiat touch with tenderness the
trembling bosom,

A band of maidens
Gayly frolicking,

A band of youngsters
Wildly rollicking

!

Kissing,
Caressing,

With fingers pressing,

Till in the veriest

Madness of mirth as they
dance.

They retreat and ad-
vance.

Trying whose laugh shall

be loudest and merriest

;
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While the bride, with roguish

eyes
Bpoiting with tliein, now es-

capes and cries :

'• Tliose who catch me
Whirried merrily

This yearsliall l)e"

And all pursue with eager

haste,

And all attain what they

pursue,

.nd touch her pretty apron fresh

and new,
And the linen kirtle round

her waist.

Meanwhile, whence comes it

that among
These youthful maidens fresh

and fair.

So joyous, with such laugh-

ing air,

Baptiste stands sighing, with

silent tongue ?

And yet the bride is fair and
' young

!

Is it Saint Joseph would say to

us all,

That love, o'er hasty, precedeth a

fall?
., ^

O no ! for a maiden frail, 1

trow,
Never bore so lofty a brow.

What lovers ! they give not a

single caress !

To see them so careless and cold

to-day.

These are grand people, one

would say.

What ails Baptiste ? What grief

doth him oppress?

It is, that, half way up the

hill.

In yon cottage, by whose
walls.

Stand the cart-house and the

stalls,

Dwelleth the blind orphan

still.

Daughter of a veteran old ;

And you must Uuow. ene

year ago,

That Margaret, the young
and tender,

Was the village pride and
splendor.

And Baptiste her lover bold.

Love, the deceiver, them en-

snared ;

For them the altar was pre-

pared ;

But alas! the summers
blight.

The dread disease that none
can stay

The pestilence that walks by
night.

Took the young bride's sight

away.
All at the father's stern command

was changed ;

Their peace was gone, but not

their love estranged.

Wearied at home, e'er long the

lover tied ;

Returned but three short days

The golden chain they round

him throw,
He is enticed and onward led

To niarrv Angela, and yet

Is thinking ever of ]\Iargaret.

Then suddenly a maiden
cried,

"Anna, Theresa. Mary, Kate
|

Here comes the cripple Jane !

"

And by a fountain's side

A woman, bent and gray

with years.

Under the mulberry tree ap-

pears.

And all toward her run, as

fleet

As had they wings upon their

feet.

It is that Jane, the cripple

Jane,
Is a soothsayer, wary and

kind.

Slio telleth fortunes, and none

comi>lain.

She i)ronuses one a village

swain.



206 LONGFELLOW'S POEMS.

Another a happy wedding-
day,

And the bride a lovely boy
straightway.

All comes to pass as she
avers ;

She never deceives, she never
errs.

But for tliis once the village

seer

Wears a countenance se-

vere,

And from beneath lier eyebrows
thin and wliite

Her two eyes flash like can-

nons bright
Aimed at tlie bridegroom in

waistcoat blue.

Who, lilie a statue, stands in

view ;

Changing color, as well he
might,

When the beldame, wrinkled
and gray

Takes the young bride by the
hand.

And, witli the tip of her reedy
wand

Making the sign of the cross,

doth say :

—

" Thouglitless Angela, be-

ware !

Lest, when thou weddest this

false bridegroom,
Tliou diggest for thyself a

tomb !

"

•^nd she was silent ; and the
maidens fair

Saw from each eye escape a
swollen tear ;

But on a little streamlet silver-

clear.

What are two drops of turbid

rain ?

Saddened a moment, the
bridal train

Resumed tlie dance and song
again ;

The bridegroom only was pale

with fear ;

And down green alleys

Of verdurous valleys.

With merry sallies.

They sang the refrain :

—

" Tlie roads should blossom, the
roads should bloom,

So fair a bride shall leave her
home !

Should blossom and bloom with
garlands gay,

So fair a bride shall pass to-day !

II.

And by suffering worn and
weary.

But beautiful as some fair angel
yet,

Thus lamented Margaret,
In her cottage lone and

dreary :

—

He has arrived ! arrived at
last

!

Yet Jane has named him not
these three days past

;

Arrived ! yet he keeps aloof

so far !

And knows that of my night he
is the star !

Knows that long months I wait
alone, benighted.

And count the moments since he
went away !

Come ! keep the promise of that
happier day,

That I may keep tiie faith to

thee I plighted !

What joy have I without thee ?

what delight ?

Grief wastes my life, and makes
it misery

;

Day for the others ever, but for

me
Forever night ! forever night !

When lie is gone 't is dark ! my
soul is sad !

I suffer ! O my God ! come, make
me glad.

When he is near, no thoughts of

day intrude
;

Day has blue heavens, but Bap-
tiste has blue eyes !

Within tliem shines for me a
heaven of love,
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A heaven all happiness, like that
above,

No more of grief ! no more of
lassitude !

Earth I forget,—and lieaven and
all distresses,

"When seated by rny side my hand
he presses

;

But when alone, remember
all!

Where isBaptiste? he hears not
wlien I call !

A branch of ivy, dying on the
ground,

I need some bougli to twine
around !

In pity come ! be to my suffering

kind !

True love, they say, in grief doth
more abound !

What then—when one is

blind ?

" Who knows ? perhaps I am
forsaken !

Ah ! woe is me ! tiien bear me to

my grave !

O God ! \vli;it thoughts with-
in me waken !

Away ! he will return ! I do but
rave !

He will i-eturn ! I need not
fear !

He swore it by our Saviour
dear ;

He could noL come at his own
will

;

Is weai'y, or perhaps is ill !

Perhaps his heart, in this dis-

guise.

Prepares for me some sweet
surprise !

But some one comes ! Though
blind, my heart can see!

And that deceives me not ! 't is

he ! 't is he !

And the door ajar is set.

And poor, conliding Margaret
Rises with outstretclied arms,

but siglitless eyes
;

'Tis only Paul, lier l)rother, who
thus cries :

—

" Angela the bride has
passed !

I saw tlie wedding guests go
by;

Tell me, my sister, why were we
not asked ?

For all are there but you
and I !

"

" Angela married ! and not
send

To tell her secret unto me !

speak ! who may the bride-

groom be ?
"

" 3Iy sister, 't is Baptiste, thy
friend !

"

A cry the blind girl gave, but
nothing said

;

A milky wliiteness spreads upon
her cheeks

;

An icy hand, as heavy as lead,

Descending, as her brother
speaks,

Upon lier heart, that has
ceased to beat.

Suspends awhile its life and
heat.

She stands beside the boy, now
sore distressed,

A waxed Madonna as a peasant
dressed.

At length, tlie bridal song
again

Brings her back to her sor-

row and pain.

"Hark! the joyous airs are
ringing!

Sister, dost thou liear them
singing?

How merrily they laugh and
jest 1

Would we were bidden with
the rest

!

1 would don my hose of
homespun gray,

And my doublet of linen
striped and gay ;

Perha|)s tliey will come ; for
they <lo not wed

Till to - morrow at seven
o'clock, it is said !

"
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"I know it!"
IMargaret

;
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answered

Whom tlie vision, with aspect
black as jet,

Mastered again ; and its liand

of ice

Held hei- heart crushed, as in .1

vice

!

" Paul, be not sad ! 'T is a
holiday ;

To-morrow put on thy doub-
let gay

!

But leave me now for a while
alone."'

Away, with a hop and a jump,
went Paul,

And, as he whistled along the
hall,

Entered Jane, the crippled
crone.

" Holy Virgin ! what dreadful
heat !

I am faint, and weary, and
out of breath !

But thou art cold,—art chill

as death

;

My little friend ! what ails

thee, sweet?"
" Nothing ! I heard them singing

home the bride
;

And, as I listened to the
song,

I thought my turn would
come ere long,

Thou knowest it is at Whit-
suntide.

Thy cards, forsooth, can
never lie,

To me such joy they prophesy,
Thy skill shall be vaunted far

and wide
When tliey behold him by

my side. ,

And poor Baptiste, what say-

est thou ?

It must seem long to him ;—me-
thinks I see him now !

"

Jane, shuddering, her hand
doth press

:

"Thy love I cannot all ap-

prove ;

We must not trust too much to
happiness ;

Go, pray to God, that tlioumayst
love him less !

"

" The more I pray, the more
I love !

It is no sin, for God is on my
side I

"

It was enough ; and Jane no
more replied.

Now to all hope her heart is

barred and cold
;

But to deceive the beldame
old

She takes a sweet, contented
air ;

Speaks of foul weather or of
fair.

At every word the maiden
smiles !

Thus the beguiler she be-
guiles

;

So that, departing at the even-
ing's close.

She says, " She may be saved !

she nothing knows !

"

Poor Jane, the cunning sor-

ceress !

Now that thou wouldst, thou art

no prophetess !

This morning, in the fulness of

thy heart.
Thou wast so, far beyond

thine art

!

III.

Now rings the bell, nine times
reverberating,

And the white daybreak, steal-

ing up the sky.

Sees in two cottages two maid-
ens waiting.

How differently !

Queen of a day, by flatterers

caressed

,

The one puts on her cross

and crown,
Decks with a huge bouquet

her breast,
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Ami flaunting, fluttering up
;unl down,

Looks at herself, and cannot
rest.

The otiier, blind, within her
little room,

Has neither crown nor
flower's perfume ;

But in their stead for something
gropes apart.

That in a drawer's recess
dotli lie.

And, 'ueath her bodice of bright
scarlet dye.

Convulsive clasps it to her
heart.

The one. fantastic, light as air,

\Mid kisses ringing,

And joyous singing,

Forgets to say her morning
prayer !

The other, with cold drops upon
her brow.

Joins her two hands, and
kneels upon the floor.

And whispers, as her brother
o])es the door,

" O God ! forgive me now !

"

And then the orphan, young
and blind*,

Conducted by her brotlier's

hand,
Towaril the church, through

paths unscanned.
With trancjuil air, her waj"-

dotii wind.
Odors of liuir<'i, making her faint

and pale.

Tiound her at times exhale.

And in the sky as yet no sunny
ray.

But brumal vapors gray.

N(>ar tii:it (^astle. fair to soe,

Crowiled witli sculptures ohi, in

every part.

Marvels of nature and of art.

And ()r()ud of its name of

liigh degree,

14

A little chapel, almost bare
At the base of the rock, is

builded there ;

All glorious that it lifts aloof,

Above each jealous cottage
roof,

Its sacred summit, swept by au-
tumn gales,-

And its blackened steeple

higii in air,

Round which the osprey
screams and sails.

" Paul, lay thy noisy rattle

by !

"

Thus Margaret said. " Where
are we ? we ascend !

"'

"Yes ; seest thou not ovir

joiaue}''s end ?

Hearest not the osprej- from the
belfry cry ?

The hideous bird, tliat Itrings ill

luck, we know !

Dost thou remember when ova-

father said.

The night we watched be-

side his bed,
" O daughter, I am weak and

low
;

Take care of Paul ; I feel that I

am dying !

'

And thou, and he, and I, all fell

to crying ?

Then on the roof the osprey
screamed aloud

;

And here they brought our father
in his shroud.

There is his grave ; there stands
the cross we set ;

AVhy dost tluni (;Ias]) me so, dear
I\lnrgar(»t ?

Come ill ! The bride will be

here soon :

Thou tremblest ! O my God ! lliou

art going to swoon !
""

She could no more.—the blind

girl, weak and weary !

A voice seemed crying fiom tli.it

grave so dreary,
" \Vliat wouldst thou do, my

daughter?"—and she
started ;
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And quick recoiled, aghast,
faint-hearted ;

But Paul, impatient, urges ever
more

Her steps toward the open
door ;

And when, beneath her feet, tlie

unluippy maid
Crushes the laurel near the house

immortal,
And with her head, as Paul talks

on again,

Touches the crown of fili-

grane
Suspended from the low-

arclied portal.

No more restrained, no more
afraid,

She walks, as for a feast

arrayed
And in the ancient chapel's som-

bre night
They both are lost to sight.

At length the bell,

With booming sound.
Sends forth, resounding

round.
Its hymeneal peal o'er rock and

down the dell.

It is broad day, with sun-
shine and with rain

;

And yet the guests delay
not long,

For soon arrives the
bridal train.

And witli it brings the
village throng.

In sooth, deceit maketli no mor-
tal gay,

For lo ! Baptiste on this triumph-
ant day,

Mute as an idiot, sad as yester-

morning.
Thinks only of the beldame's

words of warning.

And Angela thinks of her cross,

I wis ;

To be a bride is all ! The pretty

lisper

Feels her heart swell to hear all

round her whisper
" How beautiful ! how beautiful

slie IS I
"

But she must calm that giddy
head.

For already tlie Mass is said
;

At the lioly table stands the
priest ;

The wedding ring is blessed; Bap-
tiste receives it ;

Ere on the finger of the bride he
leaves it.

He must pronounce one
word at least

!

'T is spoken ; and sudden at the
groomsman's side

" 'T is he !
" a well-known voice

has cried.

And while the wedding guests all

hold their breath,

Opes the confessional, and the
blind girl, see !

" Baptiste," she said, "since thou
liast wished my death.

As holy water be my blood for

thee !

"

And calmly in tlie air a knife sus-

pended !

Doubtless her guardian angel
near attended.

For anguish did its work so

well.

That, ere the fatal stroke de-

scended.
Lifeless she fell

!

At eve, instead of bridal

verse,

The De Profundis filled the
air ;

Decked with flowers a simple
liearse

To the churchyard forth tliey

bear ;

Villiige girls in robes of snow
Follow, weeping as tliey go

;

Nowhere was a smile tliut

day,
No, ah no ! for each one seemed

to say :

—
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" The road slionkl mourn and be
veileil in jjlooni.

So fair a corpse shall leave its

home !

Should mourn and should weep,
ah, well-away !

So fair a corpse shall pass to-

day !

"

A CHRISTMAS CAKOL.

FROM THK NOEL IJOURGUIGXOX DK C.UI BAROZAI.

The following description of Clirislnias ii! I'urgundy is from M. Fertiault's Coup d^oeil sur
hs Noels en Bourgogue, jiicfixed to tlie Paris edition of Les Noels Bourguignons de Bernard
de la Monnoye {,Giii Bar!>zai\ 1S42.

" Kvery year, at the approach of Advent, people refresh their memories, clear their throats,

and begin pieluding, in the long evenings by the fireside, those taiols wluse invariable and
eternal thenje is the coming of the Messiah. Tlicy take from old closets [lamphlets, little col-

lections begrimed with dust and smoke, to which the ]ircss and sojnetinies the pen, has con-
signed these songs ; and a^ soon as the first Sund.iy of Advent sonnds, they gossip, they gad
about, they sit together by the fireside, sometimes at one house, sometimes at another, taking
turns in paying for the chestnuts and white wine, but singing with one common voice the

grotesque praises of the Little 'jfesus. 'I'here are very few villages even, which, duiing all the

evenings of Advent, do not hear some of these curious canticles shouted in their streets, to the

nasal drone of bagpipes. In this case the minstrel conies as a reentnrcement to the singers at

the fireside ; he brings and adds his dose of joy (spontaneous or mercenary, it matters little

which! to the joy which breatlies around the hearthstone; and when the voices vibrate and
resound, one voice more is always welcome. There, it is not the purity of the notes which
makes the concert, but the quantity,

—

non qualitas, scd giiantitas ; then (to finish at once
with the minstrel), wlien the Saviour has at length been born in the manger, and the beautiful

Christmas Kve is passed, the rustic piper makes his round among the houses, where every one
compliments and thanks him, and, moreover, gives him in small coin the price of the shrill

notes with which he has enlivened the evening entertainments.
" More or less, until Christmas Eve, all goes on in this w ay among our devout singers, with

the difference of some gallons of wine or some hundreds of chestnuts. Hut this famous eve

once come, the scale is pitched upon a higher key ; the closing evening must be a memorable
one. The toilet is begun at nightfall; then comes the hour of sup]>er, admonishing di\ers

appetites; and groups, as numerous as possible, are formed to take together tliis comfortable
evening repast. The supper finished, a circle gathers aromid the hearth, which is arranged and
set in order this evening after a particular faihion, and which at a later hour of the night is to

become the object of special interest to the children. On the burning brands an enormous log

has been placed. This log assuredly does not change its nature, but it changes its name during
this evening ; it is called the Siiclie (the Yule-log). ' Look you,' say they to the children, 'if

you are good this evening, Noiil ' (for with children one must always personify) ' will rain

down supar-plums in the night.' And the children sit demurely, keeping as quiet as their tur-

bulent little natures will permit. The groups of older persons, not always as orderly as the

children, seize this good opportunity to surrender themselves with merry hearts and boisterous

voices t.) the chanted worship of the miraculous Noiil. For thi^ final solemnity, they have
kept the most powerful, the most enthusiastic, the most electrifying carols. Noel ! Notfl I

Noiil! This magic word resounds on all sides; it seasons every sauce, it is served up with
e.ery course. (Jf the thousands of canticles which are heard on this famous eve, ninety-nine

in a hundred begin and end with this word; which is, one may say, their .Alpha and ()mega,
their crown and footstool. This last evening, the merry-making is prolonged. Instead of

letiring at ten or eleven o'clock, as js generally done on all the preceding evenings, they wait

for the stroke of midnight ; this word sufficiently proclaims to what ceremony they are going
to repair. For ten minutes or a quarter of an hour, the bells have been calling the faithful with

a triple-bob-mnjor ; and each one, furnished with a little taper streaked with various colors (the

Christmas Candle 1, goes through the crowded streets, where the lanterns are dancing like W'ill-

o'-the- Wisps, at the impatient summons of the midtitudinous chimes. It is the Midnight
M.iss. f ince inside the church, they hear with more or less jjiety the Mass, emblematic of the

coming of the Messiah. Then in tumult and gre.it haste they return homeward, always in

numerous groups: they salute the \'ule-log; they pay homage to the hearth ; they sit down at

table ; and. amid songs which reverberate l(ju<ler than ever, make this meal of aflcr-C'hristnias,

so long liioUed for, so cherished, so joyous, so noisy, and which it has been thought fit ti> call,

we hardly know why, /\'oisigno/i. The supper eaten at nii^htf.dl is no impediment, as you may
imagine, to the ai)peiiie's reluming; above all, if the going to and from church has made the

devout caters feel some little shalts of the sharp and biting north-wind. Koisigiioii then goe»
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0:1 merrily, -sometimes far into the morning hour; but, nevertheless, f-;radiially throats grow

hoarse, stomachs are tilled, the Yule lo^; burns out, and at last the liour arrives when each one,

as best he may, regains his domicile and his berl, and puts with himself between the sheets the

material fur a good sore-throat, or a good indigestion, for the morrow. Previous to this, care

has been taken to place in the slippers, or wooden shoes, of the children, the sugar-plums,

which sliall be for them, on their waking, the welcome fruits of the Christmas log."

In the C.lossary, the Siic/u-, or Yule-log, is thus defined :
—

"This is a huge log, whici) is placed on the fire on Christmas Eve, and which in Burgundy

is called, on this account, /ai Suche de Noel. Then the father of the family, paiticidarly

among tlie mi.ldle classes, sings solemnly Christmas carols with his wife and children, the

smallest of wliom he sends into the corner to pray that the Yule-log may bear him some sugar-

plums. Meanwhile, little parcels of them are placed under each end of the log, and the children

come and pick them up, believing, in good faith, that the great log has borne them."

On

I HEAR along our street

Pass tlie minstrt4 throngs
;

Hark ! tliey play so sweet,

tlieir liaiitboys, Christmas
songs I

For want of something else,

Christmas songs at times have
tried.

Let us by the fire

Ever higher
Sing them till the night expire.

Washerwomen old.

To the sound they beat,

Sing by rivers cold,

With uncovered heads and feet.

Let us by the fire

Ever higher
Sing them till the night exjjire.

Who by the fireside stands
Stamps his feet and sings ;

But he wlio blows his hands
Not so gay a carol brings.

Let us by the fire

Ever higher
Sing them till the night expire.

Let us by the fire

Ever higher
Sing them tillthe night expire !

In December ring
Every day the clnmes ;

Loud the gleemen sing

In tlie streets their merry
rhymes.

Let us by the fire

Ever higher
Sing tliem tillthe night expire.

Shepherds at the grange,
Wliere the Babe was born.

Sang, with many a change,
Christmas carols until morn.

Let us by the fire

Ever higher
Sing them till tlie night expire !

These good people sang
Songs devout and sweet ;

While the rafters rang.
There they stood with freezing

feet.

Let us by the fire

Ever higher
Sing them till the night expire.

Nuns in frigid cells

At this holy tide,

* This poem is as celebrated, in Germany, as Gray's Klegy in a Country Church-yard is in

England and America. A pensive tone prevails throughout, as in most of Matthisson's writ-

ings. He and his friend Sail's are " two melancholy gentlemen, to whom life was only a 1 lis-

nial Swamp, upon wdiose margin thev walked with cambric handkerchiefs in their hands,

sobbing and sighing, and making signals to deatli, to come and ferry them over the lake."

The scene of the " Elegy '"
is in the old castle of Baden-Baden.— Eds. Knickerbocker.

ELEGY.

FROM THE GERMAN OP FRIEDRICH
VON MATTHISSON, WRITTEN IN

THE RUINS OF AN OLD CASTLE.*

I.

Silent, in the veil of evening
twilight,

Rests the plain ; the woodland
song is still,
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Save that here, amid these moukl-
eiing ruins,

Chirps a cricket, mournfully
and shrill

;

Silence sinks from skies without
a shadow,

Slowly wind the herds from field

and meadow,
And the wearj' hind to the re-

pose,

Of his father's lowly cottage
goes.

II.

Here upon this hill, bj- forests

hounded
Mid tlie ruins of departed days,

By the awful shapes of Eld sur-
rounded.

Sadness ! unto thee my song I

raise !

Sadly think I what in gray old
ages,

Were these wrecks of lordly her-
itages

;

A majestic castle, like a crown.
Placed ui)on the mountain's

brow of stone.

III.

There, where round the column's
gloomy ruins,

Sadly whispering, clings the
ivy green.

And the evening twilight's
mournful shimmer

Blinks the empty window space
lietween.

Blessed perhaps a father's tear-
ful eye

Once the noblest son of Ger-
many

;

One whose heart, with high
ambition rife.

Warmly swelled to meet the
coming strife.

IV.

Go in peace I thus spake the
lioary warrior,

As he girded on his sword of
fame ;

Come not back again, or come as
victor,

Oh be worthy of tliy father's

name !

And the noble j-outh's bright
eyes were throwing

Deadly flashes forth ! his cheeks
WL're glowing.

As with full Idowu branches
the red rose

In the purjile light of morning
glows.

V.

Then a cloud of thunder flew
the champion,

Even as Richard Lion-Heart to
fight

!

Like a wood of pines in storm
and tempest,

Bowed before his path the hos-
tile miglit !

Gently, as a brook through ilow-
ers descendeth,

Homeward to the castle crag he
wendeth,

To his father's glad yet tearful
face.

To the modest maiden's chaste
embrace.

VI.

O with anxious longings looks
the Fair One, •

From her turret down the val-
ley drear

;

Shield and breastplate glow in
gold of evening,

Steeds fiy forward, the Beloved
draws near.

Ilim the faitliful right-hand
mute extending,

Stands slie, palliil looks with
blu.slios blendint;.

O but what that soft, soft eye
doth say,

Sings not Petrarch's, nor e'en
Sai>pho's lay.

VII.

Merrily echoed there the sound
of goblets.
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Where the rank grass waving
in tlie gale,

O'er the nest of owls is blackly
spreading,

Till the silver glance of stars

grew pale.

Tales of hard -won battle fought
atfar,

Wild adventures in the Holy
War,

Wakened in the breast of

hanly Kniglit
The reiiicinbrance of his fierce

delight.

VIII.

Oh, what changes ! Awe and
niglit o'er.sliadow

Now the scene of all that proud
array !

Winds of evening, full of sad-

ness, wliisper.

Where the strong ones revelled

and wei'e gay.
Thistles lonely nod, in places

seated.
Where for sliield and spear the

boy entreated,
When Jiloud the war-horn's

summons rang
And to horse in speed the

father sprang.

IX.

Ashes are the bones of these

—

the mighty !

Deep they lie within earth's

gloomy breast

;

Hardly tlie half-sunken funeral
tablets

Now point out the places where
they rest !

Many to the winds were long
since scattered.

Like their tombs, their memo-
ries sunk and shattered !

O'er the brilliant deeds of ages
gone.

Sweep the cloud-folds of ob-

livion,

X.

Thus depart life's pageantry and
glory !

Tlius flit by the visions of vain
might

!

Thus sinks, in the rapid lapse of

ages.
All tliat earth doth bear, to

empty niglit

!

Laiuels, that the victor's brow
encircle.

High deeds, that in brass and
marble sparkle.

Urns devoted unto Memory.
And the songs of Immortality !

XL
All, all, that with longing and

with rapture,
Here on earth a noble heart

doth wai'm.
Vanishes like sunshine in the

autumn.
When the horizon's verge is

veiled in storm.
Friends at evening part with

fond embraces,
Morning looks upon the death

pale faces

;

Even the joys that Love and
Friendship find,

Leave on earth no lasting trace
behind.

XII.

Gentle Love ! how all thy fields

of roses
Bounded close by thorny des-

erts lie !

And a sudden tempest's awful
sliadow

Oft doth darken Friendship's
brightest sky !

Vain are titles, honor, might,
and glory !

On the monarch's temples proud
and hoary,

And the way-worn pilgrim's

trembling liead.

Doth tlie grave one common
darkness spread !



THE LADDER OF ST
GUSTINE.

Saint Augustine ! well hast tliou

said
Tliat of our vices we can frame

A ladder, if we will but tread
Beneath our feet each deed of

slianie !

AH common things—each day's
events

Tliatvvith tlie hour begin and
end

;

Our pleasui'es and discontents
Are rounds by which we may

ascend.

Tlie low desire—tlie base design
That makes another's virtue

less

;

Tlie revel of the ruddy wine.
And all occasions of excess !

The longing for ignoble things.
The strife for triumj)!! more

than truth,

The hardening of the heart, that
brings

Irreverence for the dreams of
youtii 1

All thoughts of ill—all evil deeds
That have their root in tlioughts

of ill.

Whatever liinders or impedes
Tlio action of tlie nobler will !

All these must first be trampled
down

Beneatli our feet if we would
gain

In the bright fields of Fair Re-
nown

The right of eminent domain !

We have not wings—we cannot
soar

—

But we have feet to scale and
climb

By slow degrees—by more and
more

—

The c!f)udy summits of our
time.

THE PHANTOM SHIP

AU
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The mighty pyramids of stone
That wedge-like cleave tiie des-

ert airs,

When nearer seen, and better
known.

Are but gigantic flights of
stairs.

The distant mountains that up-
rear

Tlieir frowning foreheads to
the skies.

Are crossed by pathways that
appear

As we to higher levels rise.

The heights by great men reached
and kept,

Were not attained by sudden
flight.

But they, while their companions
slept.

Were toiling upward in the
night,

Standing on what too long we
bore

With shoulders bent and down-
cast 63' es.

We may discern—unseen before—
A path to higher destinies.

Nor deem the irrevocable Past,
As wholly wasted — wholly

vain

—

If rising on its wrecks, at last

To something nobler we attain.

THE PHANTOM SHIP.

I\ Mather's Magnolia Christi,

Of the old colonial time
^lay be found in prose tiie legend
That is here set down in

rhyme.

A ship sMJled from New Haven
Anil tiie keen and frosty airs

That filleil her sails at parting.
Were iieavv with good men's

[irayers.
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" O Lord ! if it be thy pleasure,"
This prayed the old divine,

" To bury our friends in the
ocean.

Take them, for they are thine."

But Master Laniberton muttered
.\7id under Jiis breath said lie

—

"This sliip is so crnnk and wolty
I fear our grave she will be !

"

And the s]ii])s that came from
I'^ngland,

When the winter months were
gone,

Bi-ouglit no tidings of tliis vessel
Nor of Master Laniberton.

This put the jjeople praying
That the Lord would let them

hear,
Wliat ill his greater wisdom
He had done witli friends so

dear.

And at last their prayers were
answered :

—

It was in the month of June,
Aw liour before tlie sunset
Of a windy afternoon

;

When steadily steering landward
A ship was seen below,

And they knew it was Lamber-
ton. Master,

Who sailed so long ago.

On .she came with cloud of canvas,
Right against the wind that

blew.
Until the eye could distinguish
The faces of the crew.

Then fell her straining top-masts,
Hanging tangled in the shrouds.

And her sails were loo.sened and
lifted.

And blown away like clouds.

And the masts, with all their rig-
ging,

Fell slowly one by one.
And the hulk dilated and van-

ished.

As a sea-mist in the sun !

And the people who saw this
marvel

Eacli said unto his friend.
That this was the mould of their

vessel.

And thus her tragic end.

And the pastor of the village
Gave thanks to God in prayer,

That to quiet their troubled
spiri ts

He had sent this Ship of Air,

LETTER FRO:^I H. W. LONGFELLOW.

To the Editor of Grahavi's Magazine.

Cambridge, February 19, 1845.

Dear Sir.—Perhaps you may remember that, a year or two ago, I
publislied in your magazine a translation from the German of O. L. B.
Wolf, entitled "The Good George Campbell." Witliin a few days I
have seeii a paragraph in the newspaper asserting, in very discourte-
ous language, tliat tliis was not a translation from the German, but a
plagiarism from ii Scotch ballad pub.ished in Motherwell's "Min-
strelsy." My object in writing you is to deny this charge, and to
sliow you that tlie poem I sent you is wliat it pretended to be.
As I was passing up the Rhine, in tlie summer of 1842. a gentle-

man witli whom I had become acquainted on board the steamer put
into m^- hands a collection of German poems, entitled Deutscher Sitn-
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ger-Saal, edited by GoUmich. In this collection I found " The Good
George Campbell." It there appeared as an original i)oem by Wolf,
and I was so mucli struck witli its simplicity and beauty that I im-
mediately wrote a transhitiou of it, with a pencil, in my pocketbook

:

and the same evening, at Mayence, made a copy of tlie German,
which I inclose.

Soon after my return to this country my version was published in

your magazine. At that time I had not the sliglitest suspicion Ihnt
tlie German poem was itself a translation, nor was I aware of tlie

fact till Mr. Griswold, then one of the editors of the mngazine. wrote
to me upon the subject and sent me a copy of the Scotcli ballad from
wliich he supposed the German poem to have been taken. I hail

never before seen it, and I could not but smile at my own ignoraTice.

whinli liad tlius led me to re-translate a translation. I immediately,
.•inswered Mr. Griswold's note, but as he did not publisii my answer,
Ithouglit no more of tlie matter.
My attention being again called to the subject by the paragraph

alluded to above, and tlie l)allad from Motlierwell's Collection, which
was printed witli it, and which I do not remember to have seen before,

I turned to ^Ir. Griswold's letter and found that liis version of the
poem differed very materially from Motherwell's and seemed to be
but a fragment of some longer ballad. It is as follows :

—

HAME NEVER CAME HE.

Saddi.ed and bridled and booted rode lie,

A |)lume at his helmet, a sword at his knee ;

But torn cam' the .saddle, all bluidy to see,

And liame cam' the steed, but hame never cam' he.

Down cam' his gra}' father, sabbin' sae sair,

Down cam' his auld mither, tearin' her hair,
Down cam' his sweet wife, wie bonnie bairns three,
Ane at her bosom an' twa at her knee.

There stood the fleet steed, all foamin' an' hot,
There shrieked his sweet wife, an' sank on the spot

;

There stood his gray father, weepin' sae free,

—

Sae hame cam' liis steed, but hame never cam' he.

Having with some difficulty procured a copy of Motherwell's
"Minstrelsy" I find the following note prefixed to the ballad:
** Bonnie G«orge Campbell is probably a lament for one of the adhe-
rents of the liouse of Argyle, wlio fell in the b;ittlo of Glenlievat,
stricken on Thursday, the third day of Octolier, ir)94 (Goi-don's Earl-
dom of Sutherland). Of this ballad Mr. Finlay had only recovered
three stanzas, which he has given in the preface to his ' Scottish
Historical and Romantic Ballails,' page 33, introduced l\v the follow-

ing remarks— ' There is another frngment still remaining, which ap-

pears to have Vielonged to a l)allad of adventure, perh;ips of real his-

tory. I am acquainted with no poem, of which the lines, as they
stand, can be supposed to iiave formed a part.' The words and the
music of this Lament are published in the llfth volume of the ' Scot-
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tish Minstrelsy.' The othei" 'fragment still remaining' is probably
tbe poem sent me by Mr. Griswold."
Since I have seen the Scotch ballad in Motherwell I have de-

tected, by means of it, a misprint in the German poem. The last

word in the second line is Tag (day) instead of Tay, the name of the

river. I translated tlie word as it stood, and tliiis the accidental mis-
print of a single letter lias become an unimpeachable witness of the
falsity of the charge brought against me.

Will you have the goodness to publish this letter and the several

versions of the poem inclosed ?

Yours truly,

Henry W. Longfelloav.

[For Longfellow's version of this Poem, see page 149 of this

volume.]

BONNIE GEORGE CAMPBELL.

FROM MOTHERW^ELL'S COLLECTION.

Hie upon Hielands,
And low upon Tay,

Bonnie George Campbell
Rade out on a day.

Saddled and Itridled

And gallant rade he ;

Hame cam his gude horse,
But never cam he.

Out cam his auld niither,

Greeting fu'sair.

And out cam his bonnie bride,
Hivin lier hair.

Saddled and bridled
And booted rade he,

Toom hame cam the saddle,
But never cam he.

" My meadow lies green
And my corn is unshorn

;

My barn is too big.

And my baby's unborn."
Saddled and bridled
And booted rade he ;

Toom hame cam the saddle.
But never cam he.

PROEM TO THE WAIF.

I SEE the lights of the village

Gleam through the rain and the
mist,

And a feeling of .sadness comes
o'er me

That my soul cannot resist

;

A feeling of sadness and longing
That is not akin to pain,

And resembles sorrow only
As tlie mist resembles the rnin.

Come, read to me some poem,
Some simple and heartfelt l;iy.

That shall soothe this restless

feeling,

And banish the thoughts of daj'.

Not from the grand old masters.
Not from the bards sviblime.

Whose distant footsteps echo
Through the corridors of time.

For, like strains of martial music.
Their mighty thoughts suggest

Life's endless toil and endeavor
;

And to-night I long for rest.

Read from some humbler poet,
Whose songs gushed from his

heart.
As showers from the clouds of

summer.
Or tears from the eyelids start.

Who through long days of labor,

And nights devoid of ease.

Still heard in iiis soul the music
Of wonderful melodies,
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Such son^s have power to quiet
Th(^ lest less pulse of care,

And come liUe the beiieclictiou

That loUuws after prayer.

Tlien read from the treasiu-ed
volume

Tlic ])t)t'm of my choice.
And i( 11.1 to the rhyme of the

|i<)t't

Tlie Weauty of thy voice.

And the night shall be filled witli

music.
And the cares, that infest the

day.
Shall io\d their tents, like the

Arabs,
And as silently steal awav.

THE SOUL.

AN EXTRACT FROM AN UNPUB-
LISHED POEM.

And this is education? This tlie

training
Of an immortal si)iiit for the

skies?
Would you thus teach it virtue

by restraining
Its heavenward aspirations till

it dies?
Thus fit it for a life beyond the

grave.
By making it a helot and a slave?

To earth-born passions, and un-
holy lust.

And giovelling ai)petites? Oil
no I The soul.

Blazoned with shame, and foul
witii earthly dust,

An<l for an emblem bearing o'er

the wliole
The crafty serpent not tlie peace-

ful dove.
Has no escMitcheon for the courts

above.

"Why, then, prove false to Na-
ture's noblest trust ?

Why thus rest ruin the spirit's

ui)\vard llight,

And make its dwelling in the
loathsome dust

Until earth's shadow hath
eclipsed its light?

Why deck the flesh.—the sensual
slave of sin.

And leave in rags the immortal
guest within ?

Beware ! The Israelite of old,

who tore
The lion in his path, when poor

and blind,
He saw the blessed light of

heaven no more,

—

Shorn of his noble strength,
and forced to grind

In prison, and at times led fortli

to be
A pander to Philistine revelry,

—

Destroyed himself, and with him
those that made

A cruel mockery of his sight-
less eyes !

So, too, the immortal soul, when
once betrayetl

To minister to lusts it doth
despise,

A poor, blind slave—the scoff

and jest of all,»-

Expires,—and thousands perish
in the fall

!

PROEM TO THE ESTRAY.

Once into a C|uiel village,
Witliout haste and without

heed,
In the golden prime of morning.
Strayed the poet's winged

steed.

It was Autumn, and incessant
Pi|)ec| the (juails from shucks

and sheaves,
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And, like living coals, tlie apples
Burned among the withering

leaves.

Loud tlie clamoi'ous bell was
ringing

From its belfry gaunt and grim
;

'T was tlie daily call to labor.

Not a triumpli meant for him.

Not the less lie saw the landscape
In its gleaming vapor veiled ;

Not tiie less lie breatlied the odors
That tlie dying leaves exhaled.

Tlius, upon tlie village common,
By the schoolboys he was

found
;

And the wise men in their wis-
dom,

Put hina straightway into
pound.

Then the sombre village crier,

Ringing loud his brazen bell,

Wandered down the street pro-
claiming

There was an estray to sell.

And the curious country people.

Rich and poor, and young and
old.

Came in haste to see this won-
drous

Winged steed, with mane of
gold.

Thus the day passed, and the
evening

Fell with vapors cold and dim
;

But it brought no food nor shelter,

Brought no straw nor stall, for

him.

Patiently, and still expectant.
Looked he through tlie wooden

bars,

Saw the moon rise o'er the land-
scape,

Saw the tranquil, patient stars.

Till at length the bell at midnight
Sounded from its dark abode,

And, from out a neigliboring
farmyard.

Loud the cock Alectryon
crowed.

Then, with nostrils wide ex-
panded.

Breaking from his iron chain,
And unfolding far his pinions.

To those stars he soared again.

On the morrow, when the village

Woke to all its toil and care,

Lo ! the strange steed had de-
. parted,

And they knew not when nor
where.

But the found upon the green-
sward

Where iiis struggling hoofs had
trod.

Pure and bright, a fountain flow-
ing

From the hoof jirints in the
sod.

From that hour, the fount un-
failing

Gladdens the whole region
round.

Strengthening all who drink its

waters,
AVhile it soothes them with its

sound.
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THE GOLDEN LEGEND.

PROLOGUE.

THE SPIRE OF STRASBURG CATHEDRAL.

Night and storm. Lucifer, irith the Poxcers of the Air, trying to tear

down the Cross.

Lucifer. Hasten ! hasten !

O 3'e spirits !

From its station drag the ponderous
Cross of iron, that to mock us

Is uplifted higli in air !

Voices. O, we cannot

!

For around it

All the Saints and Guardian Angels
Throng in legions to protect it

;

They defeat us everywhere !

TJie Bells. Laudo Deum verum !

Plebem voco !

Congrego clerum !

Lucifer. Lower ! lower !

Hover downward !

Seize the loud, vociferous hells, and
Clashing, clanging, to the pavement
Hurl them from their windy tower I

Voices. All thy thunders
Here are harmless

!

For these bells have been anointed,

And baptized with hoi}' water !

Tiiey defy our utmost innver.

The Bells. Defunctos ploro !

Pestem fugo !

Festa decoro !

Lucifer. Shake tiie casements !

Break the painted
Panes, that flame witli gold and crimson;
Scatter them like leaves of Autumn,
Swept away before the blast

!

Voices. O, we cannot

!

The Arcliangel
Michael flames from every window,
"With tlie sword of fire that drove us
Headlong, out of heaven, agiiast!

The Bells. Funera plaiigo !

Fulgora frango I

Saljbata pango !

Lucifer. Aim your lightnings

At the oaken.
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Massive, iron-studded portals !

Sack tlie house of God, and scatter

Wide the aslies of tlie dead !

Voices. O, we cannot

!

The Apostles
And tlie Martyrs, wrapped in mantles,
Stand as wardens at the entrance,

Stand as sentinels o"erhead !

The Bells. Excito lentos !

Dissipo ventos!
Paco cruHutos !

Lucifer. Baffled ! baffled !

Inefficient,

Craven spirits ! leave this labor

Unto Time, the great Destroyer !

Come away, ere night is gone !

Voices. Onward! onward!
With the night-wind,
Over field and farm and forest.

Lonely homestead, darksome hamlet,
Blighting all we breathe upon !

{They sweep aivay. Organ and Gregorian Chant.)
Choir. Noete surgentes

Vigilemus omnes !

THE CASTLE OF VAUTSBERG ON THE RHINE.

A chamber in a tower. Prince Henry, sitting alone ill and restless.

Prince Henry. I cannot sleop ! my fervid brain

Calls up the vanished Past again.

And throws its misty splendors deep
Into the pallid realms of sleep !

A breath from tliat fai'-distant shore

Comes freshening ever more and more,
And wafts o'er intervening seas

Sweet odors from the Hesperides !

A wind, that through the corridor

Just stirs the curtain, and no more.
And, touching the teolian strings.

Faints with the burden that it brings

!

Come back ! ye friendships long de])arted I

That like o'erflowing streamlets started,

And now are dwindled, one by one,

To stony channels in the sun !

Come back ! ye friends, wliose lives are ended I

Come back, with all that light attended,

Which seemed to darken and decay
When ye arose and went away I
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They come, the shapes of joy and woe,
The airy crowds of hmg-ago,
Tlie dreams and fancies known of yore,
Tiiat liave been, and shall be no more.
Tliej' change the cloisters of the night
Into a garden of deligiit

;

Tliey make the dark and dreary hours
Open and l)lossom into flowers !

I would not sleep ! 1 love to be
Again in their fair company ;

But ere my li|)s can bid tliem stay
They pass and vanisii ipiite away !

Alas ! our memories may retrace
Each circumstance of time and place,
Season and scene come back again,
And outward things unchanged remain

;

The rest we cannot reinstate
;

Ourselves we cannot re-create,

Nor set our souls to the same key
Of the remembered harmony !

Rest ! rest ! O, give me rest and peace !

Tiie thought of life that ne'er shall cease
Has something in it like despair,

A weight I am too weak to bear !

Sweeter to this afflicted breast
The thought of never-ending rest

!

Sweeter tlie undisturbed and deej)

Tranquillity of endless sleep !

(A flash of lightning, out of which Lucifer appears, in the garb of
a travelling Physiciaii.)

Liicife)'. All hail Prince Henry !

Prince Henry (starting). Who is it speaks?
Wh(j and what are you ?

Lucifer. f)ne who seeks
A moment's audience with the Prince.
Prince Henry. When came you in?
Lucifer. A moment since.

I foun<l your stud}' door unlocked,
And thought you answered when I knocked.
Prince Henry. I did not hear you.
Lucifer. You heard the tiiunder

;

It was loud enough to waken the dead.
And it is not a matter of s|K'cial wonder
That, when (Jod is walking overhead,
You should not havi? hcaid my feeble tread.

Prince Henry. What may your wish or i)urpose be?
Lucifer. Nothing or everytliing, as it pleases

your Highness. You behold in me

<



224 LONGFELLOW'S POEMS.

Only a travelling Physician ;

One of the lew who have a mission
To cure incurable diseases,

Or those that are called so.

Prince Henry. Can you bring
'

The dead to life ?

Lucifer. Yes; very. nearly.
And, wliat is a wiser and better thing,

Can keep the living from ever needing
Swell an unnatural, strange proceeding,
By sliowing conclusively and clearly

Tliat deatli is a stupid blunder merely,
And not a necessity of our lives.

My being here is accidental

;

The storm, that against your casement drives,

In tlie little village below waylaid me.
And there I lieard, with a secret delight,

Of your maladies phj'sical and mental,
Which neither astonished nor dismayed me.
And I liastened hither, though late in the night,

To proffer my aid !

Prince Henry {ironically). For this you came !

Ah, how can I ever hope to requite

This honor from one so erudite ?

Lncifer. The honor is mine, or will be when
I have cured your disease.

Prince Henry. But not till then.

Lncifer, What is yom- illness ?

Prince Henry. It has no name.
A smouldering, dull, perpetual flame,

As in a kiln, burns in my veins,

Sending up vapors to the head;
My lieart has become a dull lagoon,

Whicli a kind of lepros}^ drinks and drains ;

I am accounted as one wlio is dead.

And, indeed, I think that I shall be soon.

Lucifer, And has Gordonius the Divine,
In liis "famous Lily of Medicine,

—

I see the book lies open before you,

—

No remedy potent enough to restore you ?

Prince Henry. None whatever

!

Lncifer. The dead are dead,

And their oracles dumlj, when questioned
Of tlie new disei.ses that human life

Evolves in its progress, rank and rife.

Consult the dead upon things that were,
But tlie living only on things that are.

Have you done this, by the appliance
And aid of doctoi.s?

P-ince Henry. Ay, whole schools

Of doctors, with their learned rules ;

But the case is quite beyond their science.
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Even the doctors of Salern
Send me back word tliey can discern

No cure fur a malady like this.

Save one which in its nature is

Iinpossible, and cannot be !

Lucifer. Tliat sounds oracular !

Prince Hoiry. Unendurable

!

Lucifer. What is their remedy ?

Prince Henry. You shall see ;

Writ in this scroll is the mystery.
Lnci/er {reading). " Not tobecured, yet not incurable!

The only remedy tliat remains
Is the blood that flows from a maiden's veins,

Who of her own free will shall die,

And give her life as the price of yours !

"

Tliat is tlie strangest of all cures,

And one, I think, you will never try ;

Tlie prescription you may well put by,

As something impossible to find

Before the world itself shall end !

And yet who knows? One cannot say
That into some maiden's brain that kind
Of madness will not find its waj'.

Meanwhile permit me to recommend.
As the matter admits of no delay,

My wonderful Catholicon,
Of very subtile and magical powers !

Piince Henry. Purge witli your nostrums and drugs infernal

The spouts and gargoyles of tliese towers,
Not me ! My faith is utterly gone
In every jjower but the Power Supernal !

Pray tell me, of what school are you 'i

Lucifer. Both of the Old and of the New I

The school of Hermes Trismegistus,
Wlio uttered his oracles sublime
Before the Olympiads, in the dew
Of the early dawn and dusk of Time,
The reign of dateless old He})ha3stus

!

As northward, from its Nubian springs,
The Nile, forever new and old,

Among tlie living and the dead.
Its miglity, mystic stream has rolled ;

So, starting from its fountain head
Under the lotus-leaves of Isis,

From the dead demigods of eld,

Through long, unbroken lines of kings
Its course the sacred art has held,
Unchecked, unchanged by man's devices.
This art the Arabian GeV)er taught,
And in alembics, finely wrouglit.
Distilling herbs and flowers, discovered
The secret tliat so long had hovered

15
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Upon the misty verge of Truth,
The Elixir of Perjietual Youth,
Called Alcohol, in the Arab speech !

Like him, this wondrous lore I teach !

Prince Henry. What ! an adept ?

Lucifer. Nor less, normoi'e!
Prince Henry. I am a reader of such books,

A lover of that nij silc lore !

With such a piercing glance it looks

Into great Nature's open eye,

And sees within it ti"embling lie

The portrait of the Deity !

And yet, alas ! with all my pains.

The secret and the mystery
Have baffled and eluded me,
Unseen tlie grand result remains !

Lucifer {showing a flask). Behold it here ! this little flask

Contains the wonderful quintessence,
The )>erfect flower and efflcM-escence,

Of all the knowledge man can ask !

Hold it up thus against tlie light !

Prince Henry. How limjnd, pure, and crystalline,

How quick, and tremulous, and bright
The little wavelets dance and shine,

As were it the Water of Life in sooth !

Lucifer. It is ! It assuages every pain,

Cures all disease, and gives again
To age tlie swift delights of j'outh.

Inhale its fragrance.
Prince Henry. It is sweet.

A thousand different odors meet
And mingle in its rare perfume,
Such as the winds of summer waft
At open windows through a room !

Lucifer. Will you not taste it ?

Prince Henry. Will one draught
Suffice ?

Lucifer. If not, you can drink more.
Prince Henry. Into this crystal goblet pour

So much as safely I may drink.

Lucifer (pouring) , Let not the quantity alarm you

;

You may drink all ; it will not harm you.

Prince Henry. I am as one who on the brink.

Of a dark river stands and sees

The waters flow, the landscape dim
Around him waver, wheel, and swim,
And, ere he plunges, stops to think
Into what whirlpools he may sink ;

One moment jKiuses, and no more.
Then madly plunges from the shore I

Headlong into tlie dark mysteries
Of life and death I boldly leap,
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Nor fear tlio fateful cuneiit's sweep,
Nor wluit ill ambush lurks below !

For death is better than disease !

(All Angel tvith cm ceolian harp hovers in the air).

Angel. Woe ! woe ! eternal woe !

Not only the whispered prayer
Of love,

But the imprecations of hate,
Reverberate
Forever and ever through the air

Above !

This fearful curse
Shakes tlio f^reat universe !

Lucifer {disappearing). Drink ! di"ink I

And thy soul shall sink
Down into the dark abyss,
Into tlie infinite abyss,
From wliicli no plummet nor rope
Ever drew up the silver sand of iiope !

Prince Henry {drinking). It is like a draught of fire I

Tiiroiigh every vein
I feel again
Tiie fever of youth, the soft desire ;

A rapture tluit is almost pain
Tlnol)s in niv heart and fills my brain 1

joy ! O joy ! I feel

The band of steel

That so long and heavily has pressed
Upon my bieast
Uplifted, and the malediction
Of my affliction

Is taken from me, and my weary breast
At length finds rest.

Tlie Angel. It is but the rest of the fire, from which the air
has been taken !

It isbuttiie rest of the sand, when the hour-glass is not shaken !

It is l)ut the rest of tlie tide between the ebb and the ffow !

It is but tin- rest of the wind between the flaws that blow !

With fiendish laugliter,

Hereafter,
Tills false physician
Will mock tliee in thy perdition.

I^'ince Henry. Speak I speak !

Who says tliat I am ill ?

1 am nf)t ill ! I am not weak !

The trance, tlie swoon, tiie dream, is o'er/

I feel tlie chill of death no more !

At length,
I stand renewid in all my strength I

Beneathme I can feel
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The great eiirtli stagger and reel,

As if the feet of a descending God
Upon its surface trod,

And like a i)ebble it rolled beneath his heel I

This, O brave physician ! this

Is thy great Palingenesis !

{Drinks again.)

The Angel. Touch the goblet no more I

It will make thj' heart sore

To its very core I

Its perfume is the breath
Of tlie Angel of Death,
And tlie light that within it lies

Is tlie flash of his evil eyes.

Beware ! O, beware I

For sickness, sorrow, and care
All are theie

!

Pi'ince Henry (sinking back) . O thou voice within my breast I

Why entreat me, why upbraid me,
When the steadfast tongues of truth

And the flattering hopes of youth
Have all deceived me and betrayed me ?

Give me, give me rest, O, rest

!

Golden visions wave and hover.

Golden vapors, waters streaming,
Landscapes moving, ciianging, gleaming,
I am like a happy lover

Who illumines life with dreaming !

Brave physician ! Rare pliysician !

Well hast thou fulfilled thy mission !

(His head falls on his book.)

The Angel (receding) . Alas! alas!

Like a vapor the golden vision

Shall fade and pass,

And thou wilt find in thy heart again

Only the blight of pain.

And bitter, bitter, bitter contrition !

COURT-YARD OF THE CASTLE.

Hubert standing by the gateivay.

Hubert. How sad the grand old castle looks

!

O'erhead. the unmolested rooks

Upon the turret's windy top

Sit, talking of the farmer's crop ;

Here in the court-yard springs the grass,
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So few are now the feet tliat i)ass

;

The stately peacocks, huhler grown,
Come hoppiiij:; down tlie steps of stone,
As if the castle were tlieir own

;

And I, tlie poor ohl sencsclial,

Haunt, like a ghost, the banquet hall,

Alas ! tlie merry guests no more
Crowd tlirougli tlie hospitnl door:
No t'vcs with youth and passion shine.

No chet'ks glow redder than the wine;
No song, no laugh, no jovial din
Of drinking wassail to the i)in ;

But all is silent, sad. and tlrear,

And now the t)nly sounds I hear
Are the hoiirse rooks u{)on the walls,

And horses stamping in their stalls!

{Aliorn sounds.)

What ho ! that merry, sudden blast
Reminds me of the days long i);ist!

And. as of old resounding, grate
Tlie heavy hinges of the gate.
And, clattering loud, with iron clank,
Down goes the sounding bridge of plank,
As if it were in haste to greet
The pressure of a traveller's feet !

(Enter Walter the Minnesinger.)

Wdlter. How now. my friend ! This looks quite lonely I

No banner flying from the walls.

No pages and no seneschals,
No wardens, and one porter oidy !

Is it you, Hubert?
Hubert. Ah ! Master Walter !

}V(tlter. Alas! how forms and faces alter !

I did not know you. You look older!
Your hair hasgrown much grayer and thinner,
And 30U stoop a little in the shoulder !

Hubert. Alack ! I am a poor old sinner,
And, like these towers, begin to moulder

;

And you have been absent many a year!
Wiilter. How is the Prince?
Hubert. He is not here

;

He has been ill : and now has fled.

Walter. Speak it out frankly : say he's dead 1

Is it not so?
Hubert. No ; if you please ;

A strange, mysterious disease
Fell on liim with a sudden blight.

Whole hours together he w(»uld stand
Upon the terrace, in a dream,
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Eesting his head upon liis hand,
Best pleased when he was most alone,

Like Saint John Neponuick in stone,

Looking down into a stream.
In the Round Tower, night after night,

He sat, and bleared his ej'es with looks

;

Until one morning we found liim there

Stretched on the floor, as if in a swoon
He had fallen from his chair.

We hardly recognized his sweet looks!

Walter. Poor Prince !

Hubert. I think he might have mendea ;

And he did mend ; but very soon
The priests came flocking in, like rooks,

With all their crosiers and their crooks,

And so at last the matter ended.
Walter. How did it end ?

Hubert. Why, in Saint Kochus
They made him stand, and wait his doom

;

And, as if he were condemned to the tomb,
Began to mutter their hocuspocus.
First, the Mass for tiie Dead they chaunted.
Tiien three times laid upon his head
A shovelful of cliurch-yard clay,

Saying to him, as he stood undaunted,
" This is a sign that thouart dead,

So in thy heart be penitent !

"

And fortii from the chapel door he went
Into disgrace and banishment,
Oothed in a cloak of hodden gray,

And bearing a wallet, and a bell,

Whose sound should be a perpetual knell

To keep all travellers away.
Walter. O, horrible fate ! Outcast, rejected,

As one with ])estilence infected !

Hubert. Then was the family tomb unsealed.

And broken helmet, sword and shield,

Buried together, in common wreck.
As is the custom, when the last

Of any princely house has passed.

And thrice, as with a trumpet-blast,

A herald shouted down the stair

The words of warning and despair,

—

" O Hoheneck ! O Hoheneck !

"

Walter. Still in my soul tliat cry goes on,—
Forever gone ! forever gone I

Ah, what a cruel sense of loss.

Like a black shadow, would fall across

The hearts of all, if he should die !

His gracious presence upon earth

Was as a fire upon a hearth ;

As pleasant songs, at morning sung.
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The words tliat chopped from his sweet tongue
Strengthened our hearts ; or, heard at niglit,

Made all our slumbers soft and light.

Where is he?
Hiibeit. In the Odenwald.

Some of his tenants, uiiMi'jialleil

By fear of death, or priestlj" word,

—

A holy family, tliat make
Each meal a Suj>per of tiie Lord,

—

Have iiim heneatli their watch and ward,
For love </f him. ami Jesus' sake !

Pray you come in. For whj' should I

With outdoor hospitnlitj'

My prince's friend thus entertain?
Walter. I would a moment here remain.

But you. good Hubert, g<i before,

Fill me a goblet of May drink,
As aromatic as the Miiy
From which it steals the breath away,
And whic^h he loved so well of yore

;

It is of him that I would think.
You shall attend me, when I call.

In the ancestral bancpiet-liall.

Unseen companions, guests of air,

You cannot wait on, will be there
;

They taste not food, they drink not wine.
But their soft eyes look into mine.
And their lips speak to me, and all

The vast and shadowy banquet-hall
Is full of looks and words divine !

(Leaning over the parapet.)

The day is done ; and slowly from the scene
The stoojting sim upgiithers his spent shafts,
And puts them buck into his golden quiver!
Below me in tlie valley, deep and green
As goblets are, from which in thirsty draughts
We <lrink its wine, the swift and mantling river
Flows on triumphant through tiiese lovely regions,
Etched with the sliadows of its soml)re margent,
And soft, reflected clouds of gold and argent !

Yes, there it flows, forever, broad and still,

As when the vanguard of tlie Roman legions
First saw it from the to]i of yonder hill !

How beautiful it is I Fresh fields of wheat,
Vineyard, and town, and tower with fluttering flag,
The consecratfid chiipel on the crag.
And the white hamlet gathered round its base,
Like lyfary sitting at her Saviour's feet,

And looking up at his beloved face !

O friend ! O best of friends I Thy absence more
Than the impending night darkens the landscape o'er !



232 LONGFELLOW'S POEMS.

II-

A FARM IN THE ODENWALD

A garden ; morning ; Prince Henry seated, with a book. Elsie, at
a distance, gatlicriny flowers.

Prince Henry (reading). One morning, all alone,
Out of his convent of gray stone.
Into the forest older, ilarker, grajer,
His lips moving as if in prayer.
His head sunken upon liis breast
As in a dream of rest.

Walked the Monk Felix. All about
Tiie broad, sweet sunsliine lay without,
Filling tlie summer air

;

And within the woodlands as he trod,
The twilight was like the Truce of God
Witli worldly woe and care

;

Under him lay the golden moss
;

And above him the boughs of hemlock-trees
Waved, and made the sign of the cross.
And whispered their Benedicites;
And from the ground
Rose an odor sweet and fragrant
Of tlie wild-flowers and the vagrant
Vines tiiat wandered,
Seeking tlie sunshine, round and round.

' These he heeded not, but pondered
On the volume in his hand,
A volume of Saint Augustine,
Wherein lie read of the unseen
Splendors of God's great town
In the unknown land,
And, with his eyes cast down
In humility, he said :

" I believe, O God,
What herein I have read.
But alas ! I do not understand !

"

And lo ! lie heard
The sudden singing of a bird,
A snow-white bird, that from a cloud
Dropped down,
And among the branches brown
Sat singing
So sweet, and clear, and loud.
It seemed a thousand harp-strings ringing.
And the Monk Felix closed his book,
And long, long.
With rapturous look.

He listened to the song,
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And liardly breathed or stirred,

Until lie saw, us in a vision,

The land Elysiaii,

And in the heavenly city heard
Angelic feet

Fall Oil tlie golden flagging of the street.

And lie would fain

Have caught the wondrous bird,

But strove in vain
;

For it Hew away, awa)'.
Far over hill and dell,

And instead of its sweet singing
He lieard tlie convent bell

Suddenlj' in tiie silence ringing
For tiie service of noonday.
And he retraced
His pathway homeward sadl}^ and in haste.

In tlie convent there was a cliange !

He looked for each well-known face.

But the faces were new and strange
;

New figures sat in tlie oaken stalls.

New voices chaunted in the choir ;

Yet the place was the same place,

The same dusky walls
Of cold, gray sione,
The same cloisters and belfry and spire.

A stranger and alone
Among that brotherhood
The Monk Felix stood.
" Forty years." said a Friar.
" Have i l)een Prior
Of this convent in the wood,
But for that space
Never have I beheld thy face 1

"

The heart of the Monk Felix fell

:

And he answered with submissive tone,
" This morning, after the hour of Prime,
I left my cell,

And wandered fortli alone.
Listening all the time
To the melodious singing
Of a beautiful wliite bird,

Until I heard
The bells of the convent ringing
Noon from their noisy towers.
It was as if I dreamed ;

For what to me had seemed
Moments only, had been hours I"
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" Years !
" said a voice close by.

It was an aged monk who spoke,
From a bench of oak
Fastened against the wall ;

—

He was the oldest monk of all.

For a wliole century-

Had he been there,

Serving God in prayer,
The meekest and humblest of his creatures.

He remembered well tlie features

Of Felix, and lie said,

Speaking distinct and slow :

" One hundred years ago.
When I was a novice in this place,

Tliere was here a monk, full of God's gacre,

Who bore the name
Of Felix, and this man must be the same. "

And straigiitway
They brought forth to the light of day
A volume old and brown,
A imge tome, bound
In brass and wild-boar's hide,

Wherein were written down
The names of all who had died
In the convent, since it was edified.

And there tliey found.
Just as the old monk said.

That on a certain day and date,

One hundred years before.

Had gone fortli from tlie convent gate
Tlie Monk Felix, and never more
Had entered that sacred door.

He liad been counted among the dead !

And they knew, at last,

Tliat, such had been the power
Of that celestial and immortal song,

A hundred years had passed,
And liad not seemed so long
As a single hour !

(Elsie comes in with Jfoivers.)

Elsie. Here are flowers for you,

But tliey are not all for you.

Some of tliem are i'ov tlie Virgin
And for Saint Cecilia.

Prince Henry. As thou standest there.

Thou seemest to me like the angel
That brougiit the immortal roses

To Saint Cecilia's bridal chamber.
El.fie. But these will fade.

Prince Henry. Themselves will fade,
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But not their memory,
And memory lias the power
To re-create tliem from the dust.

They remind me, too,

Of martyred Dorotliea,

Who from celestial gardens sent

Flowers as her witnesses

To him wlio scoffed and doubted,
Elsie. Do j-ou know tlie story

Of Christ and the Sultan's dauKJiter?

That is tlie jjrettiest legend of them all.

Prince Henry. Then tell it to me.
But first come hither.

Lay the flowers down beside me,
And put lioth thy hands in mine.
Now tell me the story.

Ehie. Early in the morning
Tlie Sultan's daughter
Walked in her father's garden,
Gathering the bright flowers.

All full of dew.
Prince Henry. Just as thou hast been doing

This morning, dearest Elsie.

Elsie. And as she gathered them,
She wondered more and more
Who was the Master of the Flowers,
And made them grow
Out of the cold, dark earth.
" In my heart," slie said,
" I love him ; and for him
Would leave my father's palace,

To labor in his garden."
Prince Henry. Dear, innocent child

!

How sweetly thou recallest

Tiie long-forgotten legend.

That in my early childhood
My mother told nie !

Upon my brain
It reappears once more.
As a birth-mark on the forehead
When a hand suddenly
Is laid upon it, and removed I

Elaie. xVnd at midnight,
As she lay upon her bed,

Siie heard a voice
Call to her from the garden.
And, looking forth from her window,
She saw a beautiful youth
Standing among the flowers.

It was the Lord Jesus ;

And she went down to him
And opened the door for him ;
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And he said to her, " O maiden !

Thou liast tliought of me with love,

And for thy sake
Out of my Father's kingdom
Have I come hitlier :

I am the Master of tlie Flowers.
My garden is in Paradise,

And if thou wilt go with me,
Tiiy bridal garland
Shall be of bright red flowers."

And then he took from his finger

A golden ring.

And asked tlie Sultan's daughter
If she would be his bride.

And uiien she answered him with love,

His wounds began to bleed,
And she said to him,
" O Love ! how red thy heart is,

And tliy hands are full of roses."
" For tiiy sake," answered he,
" For tliy sake is my iieart so red,

For thee I bring tliese roses.

I gatiiered tliem at tlie cross
Whereon I died for thee !

Come, for my Father calls.

Thou art my elected bride !

"

And tlie Sultan's daughter
Followed him to his Father's garden.
Prince Henry. Wouldst thou have done so, Elsie ?

Elsie. Yes, very gladly.

Prince Henry. Then the Celestial Bridegroom
Will come for thee also.

Upon thy forehead he will place.

Not liis crown of thorns,

But a crown of roses.

In tliy bridal chamber,
Like Saint Cecilia,

Thou slialt hear sweet music,
And breathe the fragrance
Of flowers immortal

!

Go now and place these flowers
Before her picture.

A ROOM IN THE FARM-HOUSE.

Twilight. Ursula spinning. Gottlieb asleep in his chair,

Ursnla. Darker and darker ! Hardly a glimmer
Of liglit comes in at tlie window-pane ;

Or is it my eyes are growing dimmer ?

I cannot disentangle this skein,
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Nor wind it riglitly upon the reel.

Elsie !

Gottlieb {starting). Tlie stopping of thy wheel
Has wakened nie out of a pleasant dream.
I thought I was sitting beside a stream,
And lieard the grinding of a mill,

When suddeidy the wlieels stood still,

And a voice cried " Elsie " in \ny ear !

It startled me, it seemed so near.

Urimla. 1 was calling her : I want a light.

I cannot see to s])in my flax.

Bring the lamp, Elsie. Dost thou hear?
FAsie (inthiii). In a moment

!

Gottlieb. Where are Bertlia and Max?
Ursula. Tliey are sitting with Elsie at the door.

She is telling them stories of the wood,
And tlie Wolf, and Little Red Ridingliood,

Gottlieb. And wliere is the Prince?
Ursula. In his room overhead

;

I heard liim walking across the floor,

As he always does, witli a heavy tread.

(Elsie comes in irith a lamp. Max and Bkktha follow her ; and they

all sing the Evening Song on the lighting of the lamp.)

EVENING SONG.

O gladsome ligiit

Of tiie Father Immortal,
And of the celestial

Sacred and blessed

Jesus, our Saviour ! .

Now to the sunset
Again hast thou brought us ;

And, seeing tlie evening
Twilight, we bless thee.

Praise thee, adore thee !

Fatlier omnipotent

!

Son. the Life-giver!
Spirit, tlie Comforter

!

Worthy at all times
Of worsliip and wonder I

Pri>icc Henry (at the door). Amen !

Ursida. Who was it said Amen ?

Elsie. It was the Prince : lie stood at tlie door,

And listened a moment, as we cliaunted
Tlie evening song. He is gone again.

I have often seen iiim tiiere )>efore.

Ursnlii. Poor Prince!
Gottlieb. I thouglit tlie house was haunted I
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Poor Prince, alas ! and yet as mild
And patient as the gentlest cliild !

Max. I love him because lie is so good,
And makes me sucli fine bows and arrows,
To shoot at tlie robins and the sparrows,
And the red squirrels in tlie wood !

Bevtha. I love him, too !

Gottlieb. Ah, yes! we all

Love liim, from the bottom of our hearts
;

He gave us the farm, the house, and the grange,
He gave us the horses and tiie carts,

Aiul the great oxen in the stall,

The vineyard, and the forest range !

We have nothing to give him but our love I

Bertha. Did lie give us tlie beautiful stork above
On the cliinuiey-top, with its large, roimd nest ?

Gottlieb. No, not the stork ; by God in heaven.
As a blessing, the dear, white stork was given

;

But the Prince has given us all tlie rest.

God bless him, and make him well agjiin.

Elsie. Would I could do something for his sake,

Sometliing to cure his sorrow and pain !

Gottlieb. That no one can ; neither thou nor I,

Nor any on-e else.

Fjhie. And must he die ?

Urania. Yes ; if the dear God does not take
Pity upon him, in his distress,

And work a miracle !

Gottlieb. Or unless
Some maiden, of her own accord.
Offers her life for that of her lord,

And is willing to die in his stead,

Elsie. I will !

Ursula. Prithee, thou foolish cliild, be still

!

Thou shouldst not .say what thou dost not mean!
Elsie. I mean it truly !

Max. O father ! this morning,
Down b}' the mill, in the ravine,

Hans killed a wolf, the very same
That in the night to the sheepfold came.
And ate up my lamb, that was left outside.

Gottlieb. lam glad he is dead. It will be a warning
To the wolves in the forest, far and wide.

Ma.v. And 1 am going to have his hide !

Bertha. I wonder if this is the wolf that ate

Little Red Ridinghood !

Ursula. O, no I

That wolf was killed a long while ago.

Come, children, it is growing late.

3Iax. Ah, how I wish I were a man.
As stout as Hans is, and as strong !

I would do nothing else, the whole day long,
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But just kill wolves.
Gottlieb. Then go to bed,

And grow as fast as a little bu)' can.
Bertha is half asleep already.
See how she nods iier heavy head,
And her sleepy feet are so unsteady
She will hardly be able to creep upstairs.

Ursula. Good-nigiit, my children. Here's the light.

And do not forget to say your prayers
Before you sleep.

Gottlieb. Good-night !

3Iax and Bertha. Good-night

!

(77ic7/ go out iriili Elsie.)

Ursula (spiiDiing). She is a strange and wayward child,

That Elsie of ours. She looks so old.

And thouglits and fancies wend and wild
Seem of late to have taken hold
Of her heart, that was once so docile and mild I

Gottlieb. She is like all girls.

Ursiila. Ah no, forsooth !

Unlike all I have ever seen.
For siie has visions and strange dreams.
And in all her words and ways, she seems
Much older than she is in trutli.

Who would think her l)iit fourteen?
And there has been of late such a change 1

]\Iy heart is heavy witli fear and doubt
That she may not live till the j-ear is out.
She is so strange,—so strange.—so strange !

Gottlieb. I am not troubled witli any such fear I

She w ill live and thrive for many a year.

ELSIE'S CHAMBER.

Night. Elsie iiraying.

Elsie. My Redeemer and my Lord,
I beseech thee, I entreat thee,
Guide me in each act and word,
Tliat liereafter I may meet thee,
Watching, waiting, hoping, ^'earning,
With my lamp well trimmed and burning I

Interceding
With these bleeding
Wounds upon thy liands and side.

l''oi' all u ho liavc lived and erred
T1h)u liast sulfercd, tliat Jiast died,
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Scourged, and mocked, and crucified,

And ill tlie grave hast tlioii been buried !

If my feeble prayer can reach thee,

O my Saviour. I beseech thee,

Even as tiiou hast died for me,
More sincerely
Let me follow where tliou leadest,

Let me, bleeding as thou bleedest,

Die, if djing I may give
Life to one who asks to live.

And more nearly.

Dying thus, resemble thee !

THE CHAMBER OF GOTTLIEB AND URSULA.

Midnight. Elsie sfanding hij fheir bedside, ireeping.

Gottlieb. The wind is roaiing ; the rushing rain
Is loud upon roof and window pane,
As if the Wild Huntsman of Rodenstein,
Boding evil to me and mine,
Were abroad to-night with his ghostlj' train !

In the brief lulls oi^ the tempest wild.

The dogs ho.\vl in the yard ; and liark I

Some one is sobbing in the dark.
Here in the chamber !

Elsie. It is I.

Vrsida. Elsie ! what ails thee, my poor child?
Elsie. I am disturbed and much distressed,

In thinking our dear Prince must die
;

I cannot close mine eyes, nor rest.

Gottlieb. What wouldst thou? In the Power Divine
His healing lies, not in our own

;

It is in the hand of God alone.
Elsie, Nay, he has put it into mine,

And into my heart

!

Gottlieb. Thy words are wild !

Ursula. What dost thou mean ? my child ! my child
Elsie. That for our dear Prince Henry's .sake

I will myself the offering make,
And give my life to purchase his.

Ursula. Am I still dreaming, or awake ?

Thou speakest carelessly of death.
And yet tliou knowest not what it is.

Elsie. "T is the cessation of our breath.
Silent and motionless we lie ;

And no one kno\retli more than this.

I saw our little Gertrude die
;

She left off breatliing, and no more !

I smoothed tiie pillow beneath her head.
She was more beautiful than before.
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Like violets faded were lier eyes ;

By tills we knew that she was dead.
Through the open window looked the skies
Into tlie cliainber where she lay.

And tlie wind was like the sound of wings,
As if angels came to bear her away.
Ah ! wlien I saw and felt these things, •
I found it difficult to staj- ;

I longed to die, as she had died,
And go forth witli iier, side bj' side.

The Saints are dead, tlie Martyrs dead,
And Mary, and our Lord ; and I

Would follow in humility
Tlie way by them illumined !

Urstila. My cliild ! my child ! thou must not die I

Elsie. Why sliould I live? Do I not know
The life of woman is full of woe ?

Toiling on and on and on.
With breaking lieart. and tearful eyes.
And silent lips, and in the soul
The secret longings that arise.

Which this world never satisfies !

Some more, some less, but of tlie whole
Not one quite happy, no, not one !

Ursula. It is the malediction of Eve !

Elsie. In place of it, let me receive
The benediction of Mary, then.

Gottlieb. Ah, woe is me ! Ah, woe is me!
Most wretched am I among men I

Ursula. Alas ! that I should live to see
Thy death, beloved, and to stand
Above tliy grave ! Ah, woe tlie day !

Elsie. Tliou wilt not see it. I shall lie

Beneath the flowers of another land,
For at Salerno, far away
Over the mountains, over the sea,

It is appointed me to die !

And it will seem no more to thee
Tiiau if at tlie village on market-day
I shoul'l a little longer slay
Than I am used.

Ursula. Even as thou sayest !

And how my heart beats, when thou stayest t

I cannot rest until my sight
Is satisfied with seeing thee.
What, tlien, if thou wert dead?

Gottlieb. Ah me I

Of our old eyes tliou art the light !

The joy of our old hearts art tiiou !

And wilt tiiou die ?

Ursula. Not now I not now !

Elsie. Clirist died for me, aud-bhall not I

16
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Be willing for my Prince to die ?

You both are silent
;
you cannot speak.

This said I, at our Saviour's feast,
After confession, to the priest,
And even lie made no reply.
Does he not warn us all to seek

, The happier, better land on high,
Where flowers immortal never wither

;And could he forbid me to go thither ?

Gottlieb. In God's own time, my heart's delight I

When he shall call thee, not before !

Elsie. I lieai-d liim call. When Christ ascended
Triumphantly, from star to star,
He left the gates of heaven ajar.
I had a vision in the niglit.
And saw him standing at the door
Of his Father's mansion, vast and splendid,
And beckoning to me from afar.
I cannot stay !

Gottleib. She sj^eaks almost
As if it were the Holy Ghost
Spake through her lips, and in her stead I

What if this were of God ?

Ursula. Ah, then
Gainsay it dare we not.

Gottlieb. Amen !

Elsie I the words that thou hast said
Are strange and new for us to hear.
And fill our liearts with doubt and fear.
Whether it be a dark temptation
Of the Evil One, or God's inspiration,
We in our blindness cannot say.
We must think upon it, and pray

;

For evil and good in both resembles.
If it be of God, his will ba done !

May he guard us from the Evil One !

How hot thy hand is ! how it trembles 1

Go to thy bed, and try to sleep.
Ursula. Kiss me. Good-night ; and do not weep t

(Elsie goes out.)

Ah, what an awful thing is this !

I almost shuddered at her kiss.
As if a ghost had touched my cheek,
I am so childish and so weak !

As soon as I see the earliest gray
Of morning glimmer in the east,
I will go over to tlie priest,
And hear what the good man has to say I
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A VILLAGE CHURCH.

A u'oman kneeling at the confessional.

The Parish Priest (fro)n within). Go, sin no more! Thy
penance o'er.

A new and better life begin !

God nialcetli tliee forever fiee
From tlie iloniinion of tliy sin !

Go, sin no more ! He will restore
The peace that filled tliy heart before,
And pardon thine iniquity !

(The XL'oman goes out . The Pi-iest comes forth, and walks slowly up
and down the church.)

blessed Lord ! how much I need
Thy light to guide me on my way !

So many hands, tiiat, without heed.
Still touch thy wounds, and make them bleed I

So many feet, that, day by day,
Still wander from thy fold astray !

Unless tliou fill me with thy light,

1 cannot lead thy flock aright

;

Nor, without thy sup|)f>rt, can bear
The burden of so great a care,

But am myself a castaway !

(.1 pause.)

The day is drawing to its close ;

And wiiat good deeds, since first it rose.

Have I presented. Lord, to tliee.

As offerings of my ministry ?

What wrong repressed, wiuit right maintained.
What struggle passed, what victory gained,
What good attempted and attained?
Feeble, at best, is my endeavor!
I see. but cannot reach, the height
That lies forever in the light.

And yet forever and forever,

When seeming just within my grasp,
I feel my feeble hands unclasp,
And sink discouraged into night !

For thine own j)urj)ose. thou hast sent
The strife and the discouragement 1

{A ixiuse.)

Why stayest thou. Prince of Iloheneck?
Why kee|) me ])acing to and fro

A mill these aisles of sacred gloom,
Counting my footstep« as 1 go,
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And marking with each step a tomb?
Why should the world for thee make room,
And wait thy leisure and thy beck?
Tiiou comest in the hope to hear
Some word of comfort and of cheer.
Wliat can I say ? I cannot give
The counsel to do tiiis and live ;

But ratlier. lirml}' to tleny

The tempter, though his power is strong,
And. inaccessible to wrong.
Still like a martj'r live and die !

(A pa^ise.)

The evening air grows dusk and brown
;

I must go forth into the town.
To visit beds of pain and death.
Of restless limbs, and quivering breath,
And sorrowing hearts, and patient eyes
That see, through tears, the sun go down,
But never more shall see it rise.

The poor in body and estate.

The sick and the disconsolate,
Must not on man's convenience wait.

(Goes ovt. Enter Lucifer, as a Priest. Lucifer, with a genuflexion,
Viocking.)

This is the Black Pater-noster.
God was mj' foster,

He fostered me
Under the book of the Palm-tree !

St. Michael was my dame.
He was born at Bethlehem,
He was made of flesh and blood.
God send me my right food.
My right food, and shelter too,
That I may to yon kirk go,
To read upon yon sweet book
Which the mighty God of heaven shook.
Open, open, hell's gates!
Shut, shut, heaven's gates I

All the devils in the air

The stronger be, that hear the Black Prayer !

{Looking round the church.)

What a darksome and dismal place !

I wonder that any man has the face
To call such a hole the Hovise of the Lord,
And the Gate of Heaven,—yetsucli is the word.
Ceiling, and walls, and windows old.

Covered with cobwebs, blackened with mould ;
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Dust on the pulpit, dust on the stairs.

Dust on tlie benclies, and stalls, and chairs ?

Tlie pulpit, from wliich sucli ponderous sermons
Have fallen down on the brains of the Germans,
With about as mucli veal edification

As if a great Bible, bound in lead,

Had fallen, and struck tlieni on the liead ;

And I ouglit to remember that sensation I

Here stands the liolj--water stoup !

Holy-water it may be to many,
But to me. the veriest Liquor Gehennae 1

It smells like a filtliy fast-day soup!
Near it stands the box for tlie poor

;

With its iron padlock, safe and sure.

I and the priest of the parish know
Whither all these charities go ;

Therefore, to keep up the institution,

I will add my little contribution !

(He pjits in money.)

Underneath this mouldering tomb.
With statue of stone, and scutcheon of brass,

Slumbers a great lord of the village.

AH his life was riot and pillage.

But at lengtii, to escape the threatened doom
0,f the everlasting, penal fire.

He died in the dress of a mendicant friar,

And l)artered his wealth for a daily mass.
But all that afterward came to pass,

A.nd whether he finds it dull or pleasant.

Is kept a secret for the present,

At his own particular desire.

And here, in a corner of the wall.

Shadowy, silent, apart from all,

With its awful portal open wide.
And its latticed windows on either side.

And its step well-worn by the bended knees
Of one or two jiious centuries,

Stands the village confessional !

Within it, as an honored guest,

I will sit me down awhile and rest!

{Seats himself in the confessional.)

Here sits the priest ; and faint and low,
Like the sighing of an evening breeze,
Comes tiirough tliese painted lattices

The ceaseless sf)und of human woe ;

Here, while her bosom aches and throbs
With deep and agonizing sobs,

That half are passion, half contrition,

The luckless daughter of perdition
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Slowly confesses lier secret sliame !

The time, the place, the lover's name!
Here the grim murderer, witli a groan,
From liis bruised conscience rolls tlie stonej
Thinking tliat thus lie can atone
For ravages of sword and flame !

Indeed, I marvel, and marvel greatly,
How a priest can sit here so sedately,
Reading, the whole year out and in,

Naught but the catalogue of sin,

And still keep any faith whatever
In human virtue ! Never ! never !

I cannot repeat a thousandtli part
Of the liorrors and crimes and sins and woes
That arise, vvlien with palpitating throes
The graveyard in the huniMn heart
Gives up its dead, at the voice of the priest,

AlS if lie were aii archangel, at least.

It makes a peculiar atmosphere,
This odor of earthly passions and crimes.
Such as I like to breatlie, at times,
And such as often brings me here
In the hottest and most pestilential season.
To-day, I come for^notlier reason ;

To foster and ripen an eivil tliought
In a heart that is almost to madness wrought,
And to make a murderer out of a prince,
A sleight of hand I learned long since !

He comes. In the twilight he will not see
The difference between his priest and me !

In the same net was tlie mother caught

!

{Prince Henry entering and kneeling at the confessional.)

Remorseful, penitent, and lowly,
I come to crave, O Father holy,
Tliy benediction on my head.

Lucifer. The benediction shall be said
After confession, not before !

'T is a God-speed to the departing guest.
Who stands already at the door.
Sandalled with holiness, and di-essed
In garments pure from earthly stain.
Meanwhile, hast thou searched well thy breast?
Does the same madness fill thy brain ?

Or have thy passion and unrest
Vanished forever from thy mind ?

Prince Henri/. By the same madness still made blind.
By the same passion still possessed,
I come again to the liouse of prayer,
A man afflicted iind distressed I

As in a cloudy atmosphere,
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Through unseen sluices of the ah-,

A sudden and impetuous wiiitl

Strikes the great forest wliite witli fear,

And every hiaiicli, and bougii, and spray
Points all its <piiveriiig leaves one way,
And meadows of grass, and lields of grain.
And the clouds ahDve, and tlie slanting rain,
And smoke from cliimneys of tlie town,
Yield themselves to it, and bow down,
So does this dreadful purpose press
Onward, with irresistible stress.

And ail my thoughts and faculties.

Struck level by the sense of this,

From their true inclination turn,
And all stream forward to Salern !

Lucifer. Alas! we are but edtiies of dust,
Uplifted by the blast, and whirled
Along the highway of the world
A moment only, then to fall

Back to a conunon level all,

At the subsiding of the gust

!

Prince Henri/. O holy Father ! pardon in me
The oscillation of a mind
Unste.adfast. and that caniu)t find

Its centre of rest and liarmony !

For evermore before mine ej'es

This ghastly phantom flits and flies,

And as a madman through a crowd,
With frantic gestures and wild ci'ies.

It hurries onward, and aloud
Repeats its awful prophecies !

Weakness is wretchedness I To be strong
Is to be happy ! I am weak,
Aiul cannot find the good I seek.
Because I feel and fear the wrong !

Lucifer. Be not alarmed ! The Church is kind,
And in her mercy and her meekness
She meets half-way her children's weakness,
Writes their transgressions in the dust !

Though in the Decalogue wo find

The mandate written. " Thou shalt not kill !

"

Yet there are cases when we must.
In war, for instance, or fi'om scathe
To guard and keep the one true Faith !

We uuist look at tiie Decalogue in the light
Of an ancient statute, that was meant
For a mild and general application,
To be understood with tlie reservation,
That, in (certain instances, the Right
Must yield to the Expedient

!

Thou art a Prince. If thou shonldst die.

What hearts and hopes would prostrate lie !
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What noble deeds, what fair renown,
Into the grave with thee go down !

What acts of valor and courtesy
Remain undone, and die with thee !

Thou art the last of all thy race

!

With tliee a noble name expires,
And vanislies from tlie earth's face
The glorious memory of thy sires 1

She is a peasant. In her veins
Flows common and plebeian blood ;

It is such as daily and hourly stains
The dust and the' turf of battle plains,
By vassals shed, in a crimson flood.
Without reserve, and without reward,
At the slightest summons of their lord !

But thitie is precious ; the fore-appointed
Blood of kings, of God's anointed !

Moreover, what has the world in store
For one like her, but tears and toil?
Daughter of sorrow, serf of the soil,

A peasant's child and a peasant's wife,
And her soul within her sick and sore
With the roughness and barrenness of life.

I marvel not at the heart's recoil
From a fate like this, in one so tender,
Nor at its eagerness to surrender
All the wretchedness, want, and woe
That awaits it in this world below,
For the unutteralde splendor
Of the world of rest beyond the skies.
So the Church sanctions the sacrifice :

Therefore inhale this healing bahn,
And breath this fresh life into thine

;

Accept the comfort and the calm
She offers, as a gift divine

;

Let her fall down and anoint thy feet
With the ointment costly and most sweet
Of her young blood, and thou shalt live.

Prince Henry. And will the righteous heaven forgive?
No action, whether foul or fair.

Is ever done, but it leaves somewhere
A record, written by fingers ghostly,
As a blessing or a curse, and mostly
In the greater weakness or greater strength
Of the acts which follow it. till at length
The wrongs of ages are redressed,
And the justice of God made manifest

!

Lucifer. In ancient records it is stated
That, whenever an evil deed is done,
Another devil is created
To scourge and torment the ofi"ending one I

But evil is only good perverted,
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And Lucifer, the Bearer of Liglit,

But an angel fallen and deserted,

Thrust from his Fatiier's liuuse with a cixrse

Into the black and endless night,

Prince Henry. If justice rules the universe.

From the good actions of good men
Angels of liglit should be begotten.
And thus the balance restored again.

Lucifer. Yes ; if the world wei'e not so rotten,
And so given over to the Devil !

lYince Ilenri/. But this deed, is it good or evil ?

Have I thine absolution free

To do it, and witliout restriction?

Lucifer. xVy ; ami from whatsoever sin

Lietli around it and within.
From all crimes in which it may involve thee,

I now release thee and absolve thee !

Prince Henry. Give me thy holy benediction.
Lucifer, (sh-ctciiiug fortli liis hand and muttering).

Maledictione perjietua
Maledicat vos
Pater eternus !

Tlie Angel {unth tlie ceolian harj)). Take heed ! take heed I

Noble art thou in thy birth,

By the good and the great of earth
Hast thou been taught !

Be noble in every thought
And in every deed !

Let not the illusion of thy senses
Betray thee to deadly offences.

Be strong ! be good ! be ptu'e !

The right onlv shall endure.
All things else are but false pretences

!

I entreat thee. I implore.
Listen no more
To the suggestions of an evil spirit,

That even now is there,
INIaking the foul seem fair.

As selfishness itself a virttie and a merit

!

A ROOM IN THE FARM-HOUSE.

Gottlieb. It is decided ! For many days,
An<l nights as many, we have had
A nameless terror in our l>reast.

Making us timid, and afraid
Of God, and his mystdiinis ways !

We havu been soirowfid and sad ;

Mucli liave we sufTcred, mucli have prayed
That he w(juld lead us as is best.

And show us what his will required.
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It is decided ; and we give
Our child, O Prince, that you may live !

Ursula. It is of God. ile has inspired
This purpose in her ; and through pain,
Out of a world of sin and woe,
He takes her to himself again.
The mother's heart resists no longer

;

With the Angel of the Lord in vain
It wrestled, for he was the stronger.

Gottlieb. As Abraham ofiered long ago
His son unto the Lord, and even
The Everlasting Father in heaven
Gave his, as a Iamb unto the slaughter,
So do I offei up my daughter

!

( Ursula hides her face.)

Elsie. My life is little.

Only a cup of water,
But pure and limpid.
Take it, O my Prince !

Let it refresh you.
Let it restore you.
It is given willingly,
It is given freely

;

May God bless the gift

!

Prince Henry. And the giver

!

Gottlieb. Amen

!

Prince Henry. I accept it !

Gottlieb. Where are the children ?

Ursula. They are already asleep.
Gottlieb. What if they were dead ?

IN THE GARDEN.

Elsie. I have one thing to ask of you.
Prince Henry. What is it?

It is already granted.
Elsie. Promise me.

When we are gone from here, and on our way
Are journeying to Salerno, you will n<it,

By word or deed, endeavor to dissuade me
And turn me from my purpose ; but remember
That as a pilgrim to tlie Holy City
Walks unmolested, and witli thoughts of pardon
Occui)ied wholly, so woidd I api)roach
The gates of Heaven, in this great jubilee,
With my petition, putting off from me
All thoughts of earth, as shoes from off my feet.
Promise me this.

Prince Henry. Thy words fall from thy lips
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Like I'oses from the lips of Angelo : and angels
Might stoop to pick them up !

Elsie. Will jou not i)iomise ?

Prince Henry. If ever we depart ui)on this journey.
So long to one or botli of us, I promise.

Elsie. Shall we not .go, then ! Have you lifted me
Into the air, only to hurl me back
Wounded upon tiie ground? and t)ffered me
The waters of eternal life, to bid me
Drink the iH)lluted puddles of this world?
Prince Ilenry. O Elsie ! wliat a lesson thou dost teach me !

The life which is, and that which is to come,
Suspended hang in such nice ecjuipoise

A breath disturbs the balance : and that scale
In wliich we throw our hearts ])reponderates,
And the other, like an empty one, flies up,
And is accounted vauity and air !

To me the thought of deatli is terrible,

Having sucli hold on life. Totiiee it is not
So much even as the lifting of a latch

;

Only a step into tlie open air

Out of a tent already luminous
With iiglit tliat shines through its transparent walls I

pure ill heart ! from thy sweet dust shall grow
Lilies, upon wliose petals will be written
" Ave Maria " in characters of gold !

HI.

A STREET IN STRASBURG.

Nigltt. PRI^X'E Henry xcandeHng alone, ivrapped in a cloak.

Prince Henry. Still is the night. Tlie sound of feet

Has died away from the empty street.

And like an artisan, bending down
His head on his anvil, the dark town
Sleeps, with a slumber deep and sweet.
Sleepless and restless, I alone.

In the dusk and damp of these walls of stone,

Wander and weep in my remorse !

Crier uf tlie dend (rinrjiiig a I>ell). Wake ! Wake I

All ye that sleej)

!

Pray for the Dead I

Pray for the Dead!

Prince Henry. Hark ! with what accents loud and hoarse
This warder on tlie walls of deatli

Sends forth tlie cliiiihiiige of liis breath !

1 see tlie dead that sleej) in the grave !

They rise up and their garments wave,
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Dimly and spectral, as tliey rise,

Witli tlie liglit of another world in tlieir eyes I

Crier of the dead. Wake ! wake !

All ye that sleep I

Pray for the Dead !

Pray for the Dead !

Prince Henry. Why for the dead, who are at rest?
Pray for the living, in wliose breast
The strnggle between riglit and wrong
Is raging terrible and strong,
As when good angels war with devils

!

This is the Master of the Revels,
Who. at Life's flowing feast, proposes
The health of absent friends, and pledges,
Not in bright goblets crowned witli roses,

And tinkling as we touch tlieir edges,
But with liis dismal, tinkling bell,

That mocks and mimics their funeral knell 1

Crier of the dead. Wake ! wake !

All ye that sleep !

Pray for the Dead I

Pray for the Dead !

Prince Henry. W^ake not, beloved ! be thy sleep
Silent as night is, and as deep !

There walks a sentinel at thy gate
Whose heart is heavy and desolate,
And the heavings of whose bosom number
The respirations of thy slumber,
As if some strange, mysterious fate
Has linked two hearts in one, and mine
Went madly wheeling about thine,
Only with wider and wilder sweep !

Crier of the dead {at a distance). Wake ! wake !

All ye that sleep !

Pray for the Dead !

Pray for the Dead !

Prince Henry. Lo ! with what depth of blackness thrown
Against the clouds, far up the skies,

Tlie walls of the cathedral rise.

Like a mysterious grove of stone,
With fitful lights and shadows blending,
As from behind, the moon, ascending,
Lights its dim aisles and paths unknown 1

The wind is rising ; but the boughs
Rise not and fall not with tlie wind
That througli their foliage sobs and soughs ;

Only the cloudy rack behind.
Drifting onward, wild and ragged,
Gives to each spire and buttress jagged
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A seeming motion undefined.
Below on the .square, an armed kniglit,

Still as a statue and as wliite.

Sits on his steed, and tlie moonbeams quiver
Upon the points of his armor bright
As on the rii)ples of a river.

He lifts the visor from his cheek,
And beckons, and makes as he would speak.

Walter the Minnesinger. Friend ! can you tell me \yherc
all gilt

Thuringia's horsemen for the night?
For I have lingered in the rear
And wander vainly up and down.
Prince Henri/. I am a stranger in the town,

As thou art ; but the voice I hear
Is not a stranger to mine ear.

Thou art Walter of the Vogelweid !

Walter. Thou hast guessed right ly ; and thy name
Is Henry of Hoheneck !

Prince Ilciiri/. Ay, the same.
Walter (einl)racing him). Come closer, closer to my side I

What brings thee hither? What potent charm
Has drawn thee from thy German farm
Into the old Alsatian city ?

Prince Henry. A tale of wonder and of pity 1

A wretched man, almost l)y stealth
Dragging my Ijody to Salern,
In the vain iiope and search for health,
And destined never to return.
Already thou hast heard the rest.

But what brings thee, thus armed and dight
In the equipments of a knight ?

Walter. Dost thou not see upon my breast
The cross of tiie Crusaders shine ?

My pathway leads to Palestine.
Prince Hennj. Ah, v.-ould that way were also mine I

noble poet ! thou whose heart
Is like a nest of singing-birds
Rocked on the topmost bough of life.

Wilt thou, too, from our sky depart,
And in the clangor of the strife

Mingle the music of tliy words?
Walter. I\Iy ho])es are high, my heart is proud,

And like a truni[)et long and loud,

Thither my thouglits all clang and ring !

My life is in my hand, and lo !

1 grasp and bend it as a bow.
And slioot forth from its trembling string
An arrow, that shall be, perchance,
Like the arrow of the Lsraelite king '

Shot from the window toward the east,

That of the Lord's deliverance !
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Prince Henry. My life, alas! is what thou seest!

enviable fate ! to be
Strong, beautiful, and armed like tliee

With lyre and sword, witli song and steel ;

A hand to smite, a lieart to feel

!

Thy heart, thy hand, thy lyre, thy sword,
Thou givest all unto thy Lord

;

While I, so mean and abject grown,
Am thinking of myself alone.

Walter. Be patient : Time will reinstate
Thy health and fortunes.
Prince Henry. 'T is too late !

1 cannot strive against my fate !

Walter. Come with me ; for my steed is weary;
Our journey has been long and dreary,
And, dreaming of his stall, he dints
With his impatient hoofs the flints.

Prince Henry (aside). I am ashamed, in my disgrace,
To look into that nolile face !

To-morrow, Walter, let it be.

Walter. To-morrow, at the dawn of day,
I shall again be on my way.
Come with me to the hostelry,
For I have many things to say.
Our journey into Italy
Perchance togetlier we may make

;

Wilt thou not do it for my sake?
Prince Henry. A sick man's pace would but impede

THine eager and impatient speed.
Besides, my pathway leads me round
To Hirschau, in the forest's bound,
Where I assemble man and steed.
And all things for my journey's need.

(TJtey go out. Lucifer, flying over the city.)

Sleep, sleep, O city ! till the light
Wakes you to sin and crime again,
Whilst on your dreams, like dismal rain,
I scatter downward through the night
My maledictions dark and deep.
I have more martyrs in your walls
Than God has ; and they cannot sleep ;

They are my bondsmen and my thralls

;

Their wretched lives are full of pain,
Wild agonies of nerve and brain ;,

And every heart-beat, every breath.
Is a convulsion worse than death !

Sleep, sleep, O city ! though within
* The circuit of your walls there lies

No habitation free from sin.

And all its nameless miseries ;
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The aching lienit, the aching head,
Grief for the living and the dead,
And fonl corrnption of the time,
Disease, distress, and want, and woe.
And crimes, and passions tliat may grow
Until they ripen into crime !

SQUARE IN FRONT OF THE CATHEDRAL.

Easter Snndaij. 1 Ri All Cuthbeut preaching to the croiod from a pul-
pit in the open air. Prin'ce Henry and Elsie crossing the square.

Prince Henry. This is the day, when from the dead
Our Lord arose ; and everywhere.
Out of tlieir darkness and despair,

Triuinpliant over fears and foes,

The heart of his disciples rose,

Wlien to the women, standing near,

The Angel in shining -vesture said,
" The Lord has risen ; he is not here I

"

And, mindful that tiieday is come,
On all the heartlis in Chiistendom
Tlie fires are quenched, to be again
Rekindled from the sun. that high
Is dancing in tlie cloudless sky.

Tiie churclifs are ail decked with flowers,

The salutations among men
Are but the Angel's words divine,
•' Christ is arisen !

" and the bells

Catch the glad murmur, as it swells.

And chaunt together in their towers.
All hearts are glad ; and free from care
The faces of the people shine.

See what a crowd is in the square.

Gaily and gallantly arrayed !

Elsie. Let us go back ; I am afraid !

Prince Henri/. Nay, let us mount the church-steps here,

Under the doorway's sacri'd shadow ;

AVe can see all things, and be freer

iMom the crowd that madly heaves and presses !

Elsie. What a gay pageant ! what bright dresses I

It looks like a flower-besitrinkled meadow.
Wliat is tlir.t yonder on the square V

Prince Iicnry A pulpit in the open air,

And a Friar, who is preaching to the crowd
In a voice so deep and clear and loud,

That, if we listen, and give heed.
His lowest words will rcacli the ear.

Friar Cuthherf ({i<sticidnti}ui and cracking a jMstillon's whip.)
Vv'hat ho ! good jteople I do you not hear ?

Dashing along at the top of his sjjeed.
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Booted and spurred, on liis jaded steed,
A courier comes witli words of cheer.
Courier ! what is tlie news, I pray ?

" Clirist is arisen !
" Wlience come you ? " From court."

Then I do not believe it
; you say it in sport.

{Cracks hisn'liip again.)

All, here comes another, riding this way
;We soon sliall know what he lias to say.

Courier ! what are the tidings to-day?
" Christ is arisen !

" AVhence come you ? " From town."
Then I do not believe it ; away with you, clown.

{Cracks Ids u-hij) more violently.)

And here comes a tliird, who is spurring amain ;

What news do you bring, with your loose-hanging rein,
Your sjiurs wet with blood, and your bridle with foam?
" Christ is arisen !

" Whence come you ? " P'rom Rome."
Ah, now I believe. He is risen,indeed.
Ride on witli the news, at the top of your speed !

{Great ai^plaiise among the croircl.)

To come back to my text ! When the news was first spread
That Christ was arisen indeed fi'om the dead.
Very great was tlie joy of the angels in heaven ;

And as great tlie dispute as to who should carry
The tidings thereof to the Virgin Mary,
Pierced to the heart with sorrows seven.
Old Father Adam was first to propose,
As being the author of all our woes

;

But he was refused, for fear, said they,
He would stop. to eat apples on the Avay I

Abel came next, but petitioned in vain,
Because he might meet with his brother Cain !

Noah, too, was refused, lest his weakness for wine
Should dehiy him at every tavern-sign

;

And John the Baptist could not get a vote.
On account of his old-fashioned, camel's-hair coat

;

And tlie Penitent Thief, who died on the cross,
Was reminded that all liis bones were broken I

Till at last, when each in turn had spoken,
The company being still at a loss,

The Angel, wlio had rolled away the stone,
W^as .sent to the sepulchre, all alone.
And filled willi glory that gloom}' prison.
And said to the Virgin, " The Lord is arisen !

"

(77ie Cathedral hells ring.)

But hark ! the bells are beginning to chime
;

And I feel that I am growing hoarse,
I will put an end to my discourse,
And leave the rest for some other time.
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For tlie bells tlieniselves are the best of preachers

;

Their brazen lips are learued teachers,

From their pulpits of stone, in the upper air,

Sounding aloft, without erack or flaw,

Shriller tlian trumpets under tlie Law,
Now a sermon and now a prayer.

Tlie clangorous hammer is tlie tongue,
This way, that way, beaten and swung,
That from mouth of brass, as from Moutii of Gold,
May be taught the Testament, New and Old.

And above in the great crossbeam of wood
RepresentetU tlie Holy Rood,
Upon which, like the bell, our hopes are hung.
And the wheel wherewitli it is swayed and rung
Is the mind of man, that round and round
Sways, and maketh the tongue to sound !

And the rope, with its twisted cordage three,
Denoteth the Scriptural Trinity
Of Morals, and Symbols, and History ;

And the upward and downward motions show
That we touch upon matters high and low

;

And the constant change and transmutation
Of action and of contemplation.
Downward, the Scripture brought from on high,
Upward, exalted again to the skj'

;

Downward, literal interpretation.
Upward, the Vision and Mysterj'

!

And now. my hearers, to make an end,
I have only one word more to sav ;

In the church, in honor of Easter day.
Will be represented a Miracle Play :

And I hope you will all have the grace to attend.
Christ bring us at last to liis felicity !

Pax vobiscum ! et Benedicite !

IN THE CATHEDRAL.

CHAUNT.

Kyrie Eleison !

Christe Eleison !

Elsie. I am at home here in my Father's house!
These paintings of the Saints upon the walls
Have all familiar and benignant faces.

Pritici' Ucunj. The portraits of the family of God !

Thine (Mvn hereafter shall be placed among tliem.

Elsie. How very grand il is and wonderful !

Never have? I beheld a chui'ch S(-) si»lendid 1

Sucli columns, and such arches, and such windows,
So many tombs and statues in the chapels,

12
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And under them so many confessionals.

They must be for the rich. 1 should not like

To tell my sins in such a church as this.

Wiio built it?

Prince Henry. A great master of liis craft,

Erwin von Steinbach ; but not he alone.

For many generations labored with him.
Cliildreu that came to see these Saints in stone,

As day by day out of the blocks they rose,

(Uew old and died, and still the work went on,

And on, and on, and is not yet completed.

Tlie generation that succeeds our own
Perliaps may finisli it. The architect

Built his great heart into these sculptured stones.

Anil witli hini toiled bis children, and their lives

Were builded, with his own, into the walls.

As offerings unto God. You see that statue

Fixing its joyous, but deep-wrinkh'd eyes

Upon the Pillar of tlie Angels yonder.
That is tlie image of the master, carved
By the fair hand of his own child. Sabina.

Elxie. How beautifid is the colunm tliat he looks at !

Prince Henry. That, too, she sculi)tured. At the base of it.

Stand tlie Evangelists ; above their heads
Four Angels blowing upon marble trumpets.

And over them tlie blessed Christ, surrounded
By his attendant ministers, upholding
Tiie instruments of his passion.

El.^tie. O my Lord !

"Would I could leave behind me upon earth

Some monument to thy glory, such as this !

Prince Henry. A greater "monument than this thou leavest.

In tliine own life, all purity and love !

See. too, the Rose, above the western poilal

Flamboyant with a tliousand gorgeous colors,

The perfect flower of Gothic loveliness !

Elsie. And, in the gallery, the long line of statues,

Christ with his twelve Apostles watching us.

.1 BiSHOP/)i armor, bootedand spurred, jmsses'icifh his train.)

Prince Henry. But come away ; we have not time to look.

The crowd already fills the church, and yonder
Upon a stage, a herald with a trumpet.
Clad like the Angel Gabriel, proclaims
The Mystery that will now be represented.
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THE NATIVITY.

A MIRACLE PLAY.

THE NATIVITY.

rSTROITUS.

Prceco. Come, good people, all and each.
Come and listen to our speech !

In your presence here I stand,
Witli a trumpet in my hand,
To announce tlie Easter Play,
Wliicli we represent to-day I

First of all we sliall rehearse,
In our action and our verse,

The Nativity of our Lord,
As written in the old record
Of the Prolevangelion,
So that he who reads maj' run '

{Bloics his trumpet.)

I. HEAVEN,

Mercy (at the feet of God). Have pity, Lord ! be not afraid
To save mankind, whom thou hast made,
Nor let the souls that were betrayed

Per'sh eternally !

Justice. It cannot be, it must not be!
\Vheu in the garden placed by thee.

The fruit of the forbidden tree

He ate, and he must die 1

Mercy. Ihive pity, Lord I let penitence
Atone for disobedience,
Nor let the fruit of man's ofl ence

Be endless misery !

Justicp. What penitence ]>roportionate

Can e'er be felt for sin so great ?

Of tlie forbidden fruit he ate.

And damned must he be !

God. He sliall be saved, if that within
Tlie bounds of cai-tb one free from sin

Be found, wlio for his kith and kin
"Will suffer martyrdom.

The Four Virtues. Lord ! we have searched the world
around.

From centre to the utmost bound.
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But no such mortal can be found
;

Despairing, back we come.
Wisdom. No mortal, but a God made man.

Can ever carry out tliis plan.

Achieving what none other can,
Salvation unto all !

Ood. Go, then, O my beloved Son !

It can by thee alone be done
;

By thee the victory shall be won
O'er Satan and the Fall

!

{Here the Angel Gabriel shcdl leave Paradise and flji tomards the

earth ; the jaws of Hell open beloiv, and the Devils ivalk about, mak-
ing a great noise. )

II. MARY AT THE WELL.

Mary. Along the garden walk, and thence
Through the wicket in the garden fence,

I steal with quiet pace,
My pitcher at the well to fill.

That lies so deep and cool and still

In this sequestered place.

These sj'^camores keep guard around ;

I see no face, I hear no sound.
Save bubblings of the spring,

And my companions, who within
The threads of gold and scarlet spin,

And at their labor sing.

The Angel Gabriel. Hail, Virgin Mary, full of grace I

(Here Mary looketh around her, trembling, and then saith:)

Mary. Who is it speaketh in this place
With such a gentle voice?

Gabriel. The Lord of heaven is with thee now !

Blessed among all women thou,
Who art his holy choice !

Mai'y (setting doivn the pitcher) . What can this mean ?

No one is near.

And yet, such sacred words I hear,

I almost fear to stay.

{Here the Angel, appearing to her, shall say :)

Gabriel. Fear not, O Mary ! but believe !

For thou, a Virgin, shalt conceive
A child this very day.

Fear not, O ]\Iary . from the sky
The majesty of the Most High

Shall overshadow thee !

Mary. Behold the handmaid of the Lord !
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According tliy holy word,
So be it unto me I

{Here the Devils shall again make a great noise, under the stage.)

III. THE ANGELS OF THE SEVEN PLANETS,

bearing the Star of Bethlehem.

The Angels. Tlie Angels of the Planets Seven,
Across the sliining fields of lieaven

The natal star we bring !

Dropping our sevenfold A-irtues down,
As priceless jewels in the crown

Of Clirist, our new-born King,
Rapliael. I am the Angel of tlie Sun,

Whose flutiiing wheels began to run
AVhen God's aliiiiglity breath

Said to the darkness and the night.

Let tliere be liglit ! and there was light I

1 bring the gift of Faith.
Gabriel. I am the Angel of the Moon,

Darkened, to be rekindled soon
Beneath the azure cope !

Nearest to eartli, it is my ray
That best illumes the midnight way.

I bring the gift of Hope !

Anael. Tlie Angel of the Star of Love,
The Evening Star, that shines above

The phice wliere lovers be.

Above all happy hearths and iioines,

On roofs of thatch, or golden domes,
I give him Cliarity !

Zobiaclid. The Planet Jupiter is mine !

The miglitiest star of all that shine,
Except liie sun alone !

He is the High Priest of the Dove,
And sends, from his great throne above.

Justice, that shall atone !

Michael. The Planet Mercury, whose place
Is nearest to the sun in space,

Is my allotted sphere 1

And with celestial ardor swift
I bear upon my hands the gift

Of heaveidy Prudence here !

Uriel. I am tlie Minister of Mars,
The strongest star among tlie stars I

My .songs of power jireliide

The march and battle of man's life.

And for the suffering and the strife,

I give him Fortitude !

Anachid. Tlie Angel of the uttermost
Of all the shining, heavenly host,
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From the far-off expanse
Of the Saturnian, endless space
I bring tlie last, the crowning grace,

The gift of Temperance I

{A sudden light shines from the loindoics of the stable in the village
beloiv.)

IV. THE WISE MEN OF THE EAST.

The stable of the Inn. The Virgin and Child. Three Gypsy Kings,
Caspar, Melchioii, and Belshazzar, shall come in.

Gaspar. Hail to tliee, Jesns of Nazareth !

Though in a manger thou drawesl thy breath,

Thou art greater than Life and Deatii,

Greater than Joy or Woe !

This cross upon the line of life

Portendeth struggle, toil, and strife,

And through a region with dangers rife

In darkness slialt thou go !

MtlcJiior. Hail to tiiee. King of Jerusalem 1

Though liumbly born hi Bethlehem,
A sceptre and a diadem

Await thy brow and hand !

The sceptre is a simple reed,

Tlie crown will make tliy temples bleed.

And in thj^ hour of greatest need.
Abashed thy subjects stand !

Belshazzar. Hail to thee, Christ of Christendom I

O'er all the earth thy kingdom come I

From distant Trebizond to Rome
Thy name shall men adore !

Peace and good-will among all men,
The Virgin lias returned again,

Returned the old Saturnian reign

And Golden Age once more.
The Child Christ. Jesus, the Son of God, am I,

Born here to suffer and to die

According to the prophec};,

That other men may live I

Tlie Virgin. And now these clothes, that wrapped him, take

And keep them precious, for his sake ;

Our benediction thus we make.
Naught else have we to give.

{She gives them sioaddling-clothes and they depart.)

V. THE flight into EGYPT.

Here shall Joseph come in, leading an ass, on tvhich are seated Mary
and the Child.

Mary. Here will we rest us, under these

O'erhanging branches of tlie trees.
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Where robins chant tlieir Litanies,

And caiiticlt'S of joy.

JoM'ph. My sii(ldU'-j;irtlis have given way
With trudginj:; througli ilie iieat lo-ilay

;

To you I tiiink it is but play

To ride and hohl the boy.

Mary. Hark ! ht)\v llio robins shout and sing,

As if to hail their infant King !

I will alight at yonder spring

To wash his little coat.

Joseph. And I will hobble well the ass,

Lest, being loose iipon the grass,

He should escape ; for, by tiie mass.
He is nimble as a goat.

{Here Mary shall alight and go to the spring.)

Mary. O Josepli ! I am much afraid,

For men are sleeping in the shade
;

I fear that we shall be waylaid,
And robbed and beaten sore !

{Here a band of robbers shall be seen sleeping, two of ^rhom shall rise

and come forward.)

Dumachus. Cock's soul I deliver up your gold,

Joseph. I pray you, Sirs, let go your hold !

Of wealth I have no store.

Dumachus. Give up your money !

Titus. Prithee cease I

Let these good people go in peace !

Dumachus. First let them pay for their release.

And then go on their way.
Titus. These forty groats I give in fee.

If thou wilt onlj^ silent be.

Mary. ]May God be merciful to thee
Upon tlie Judgment Daj^ !

Jesus. When thirty years shall have gone by,
I at Jcrusiileni sliall die.

By Jewisii hands exalted high
On the accursed tree.

Then on n\y right and my left side,

These thieves sIimU both be crucified,

And Titus thenceforth shall abide
In paradise with me.

{Here a great rumor of trumpets and horses, like the noise of a king

inth his army, and the robbers shall take flight,)

VI. THE SLAUGHTER OF THE INNOCENTS.

King Herod. Potz-tausend ! Himmel-sacrament

!

Filled am I with great wonderment
At this >in welcome news !

Am I not Herod ? Who shall dare
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Mj crown to take, my sceptre be.ir,

As king among the Jews ?

(Here he sliall .stride vp and dotni and flourish his stvord.)

What lio ! I fain would diiiik a can
Of the strong wim.^ of Canaan I

The wine of Helbon bring,

I purchased at the Fair of Tyre,
As red as l)lood, as hot as fire,

And fit for any king !

(He quaffs great goblets of tviiie.)

Now at the window will T stand,
While in the street the armed baud

The little children slay:
The babe just born in Bethlehem
Will surely slaughtered be with them,

Nor live another da}- !

(Here a voice of lamentation shall be heard in the street.]

Rachel. O wicked king ! O crnel speed !

To do tiiis most lui righteous deed !

My children all are slain !

Herod. Ho seneschal ! another cup !

With wine of Sorek fill it up !

I would a bumper drain !

Rahab. May maledictions fall and blast

Thyself and lineage, to the last

Of all thy kith and kin !

Herod. Another goblet ! quick! and stir

Pomegranate juice and drops of myrrh
And calamus therein !

Soldiers (in the street). Give up thy child into our hands!
It is King Herod who commands

That he should thus be slain !

The Nurse Medusa. O monstrous men ! What have ye done I

It is King Herod's only son
That ye have cleft in twain !

Herod. Ah, luckless day ! What words of fear
Are these that smite upon my ear

Witli such a doleful sound !

What torments rack my heart and head !

Would I were dead ! would I were dead.
And buried in the ground !

[He falls down and xrrithes as though eaten by vorms. Hell opens,
and Satan and Astaroth come forth, and drag him doion.)

VII. JESUS AT PLAY WITH HIS SCHOOLMATES.

Jesus. The shower is over. Let us play,

And make some sparrows out of clay,
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Down by tho river's side.

Judas. See, liow tlie stream lias ovei'flown

Its banks, and o'er the nu-adow road
Its spreading far and wide !

{Tliey draw ivater out of the rwerhy channeh, and form little pools.
Jesus makes twelve sparrotrs of claij, and the other boys do the

same.)

Jesus. Look ! look ! iiow i)rettily 1 make
Tbese little sparrows b}' tlie lake

Bend down tlieir necks and drink !

Now will I 7nahe tliem sing and soar
So far, tliey shall return no more

Unto this river's briidc.

Judas. That canst thou not ! They are but clay.
They cannot sing, nor fly away

Above the meadow lands !

Je.fus. Fly, fly ! ye sparrt)ws ! you are free !

And while you live, remember me.
Who made you with my hands.

{Here Jesus shall clap his hands, and the sj)arroivs shall fly away,
I'hirrupiiKj.)

Judas. Thou art a sorcerer, I know ;

Oft has my mother told me so,

I will not jday with thee !

(He strikes Jesus on the right side.)

Jesus. Ah, JH4as ! thou has smote my side.

And when I shall be crucified,

There shall I pierced be !

(Here Joseph shall come in, and say .)

Joseph. Ye wicked boys ! why do ye play,
And break the holy Sabbath daj'

?

What, tiiiidv ye, will your mothers say
To see you in such plight !

In such a sweat and such a heat.
With all that mud upon j'our feet!
There's not a beggar in the street

Makes such a sorry sight

!

VIII. THE VILLAGE SCHOOL.

Tlie Rabbi Ben Israel, loith a long heard, sitting on a high stool,

ivith a rod his hand.

R(di1ii. I am the Rabbi Ben Tsniel,

Throughout this village Known full well,

And, as my scholars all will tell.

Learned in things divine ;
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The Kabala and Talmud lioar

Than all the prophets prize I more,
For water is all Bible lore,

But Mishna is strong wine.

My fame extends from West to East,

And ahvaj'S, at tlie Purim feast,

I am as drunk as any beast

That wallows in his sty ;

The wine it so elateth me,
That I no difference can see

Between " Accursed Haman be !"

And " Blessed be Mordecai 1"

Come hither, Judas Iscariot.

Say, if tliy lesson thou hast got
From the" Rabbinical Book or not.

Wliy howl the dogs at night?
Jiulus. In the Rabbinical Book, it saith

The dogs howl, wlien with icy breath
Great Sammael, tlie Angel of Death,

Takes through the town his flight

!

Rabhi. Well, boy ! now say, if thou art wise,

When the Angel of Death, who is full of eyes,

Comes where a sick man dying lies,

What dotli he to tlie wigiit?

Judas. He stands beside liim, dark and tall,

Holding a sword, from which doth fall

Into his mouth a drop of gall,

And so he turneth white.

Rabbi. And now, my Judas, say to me
Wliat the great Voices Four may be,

That quite across the world do flee,

And are not heard by men ?

Judas. Tlie Voice of the Sun in heaven's dome,
The Voice of the Murmuring of Rome,
The Voice of a Soul that goeth home,

And the Angel of the Rain !

Rabbi. Well Jiave ye answered every one 1

Now little Jesus, the carpenter's son,

Let us see how thy task is done.
Canst thou thy letters say ?

Jesus. Aleph.
Rabbi. What next ? Do not stop yet I

Go on with all the alpliabet.

Come, Aleph, Beth ; dost thou forget?
Cock's soul ! thou 'dst rather play !

Jesus. AVhat Aleph means I fain would know,
Before I anv farther go !

Rabbi. O, by Saint Peter ! wouldst thou so?

Come hither, boy, to me.
As surely as the letter Jod
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Once cried aloud, and spake to God,
So surely slialt thou feel this rod,

And punished shalt thou be !

(Here Rabbi Ben Israel .tJiall lift vj) his rod to strike Jesus, and his
right arm sliall be paralyzed.)

IX. CROWNED WITH FLOWERS.

Jesvs sitting among his playmates, croinied icith floicers as their
King.

Boys. We spread our garments on the ground
With fragrant flowers thy head is crowned.
While like a guard we stand around.

And hail tiiee as our King !

Thou art the new King of the Jews I

Nor let the passers-by refuse
To bring that homage which men use

To majest}' to bring.

(Here a traveller shall go by, and the boys shall lay hold of his garments
and say :)

Boys. Come hither ! and all reverence pay
Unto our monarch, crowned to-day !

Then go rejoicing on your way.
In all prosperity !

Traveller. Hail to the King of Bethlehem,
W^ho weareth in his diadem
The yellow crocus for the gem

Of his authority.

(He passes by ; and others come in, bearing on a litter a sick child.)

Boys. Set down the litter and draw near !

The King of Bethlehem is here !

What ails the child, who seems to fear
That we shall do him harm ?

Tlie Bearers. He climbed up to the robin's nest,
And out there darted, from his rest,

A serpent with a crimson crest,

And stung him in the arm.
Jesjis. Bring him to me, and let me feel

The wounded j^lace ; my touch can heal
The sting of serpents, and can steal

The poison from the bite !

. (He touches the wound, and the boy begins to cry.)

Cease to lament ! I can foresee
That thou hereafter known shalt be.

Among the men who follow me
As Simon the Canaanite !
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EPILOGUE.

In the after part of tlie day
Will be represented another play.

Of tlie Passion of our Blessed Lord,
Beginning directly after Nones !

At the close of which we shall accord,
By ^^'fiy of benison and reward,
The sight of a holy Martyr's bones !

IV.

THE ROAD TO HIRSCHAU.

Prince Henry and Elsie, with their attendants, on horseback.

Elsie. Onward and onward the highway runs to the distant city,

impatiently bearing
Tidings of human joy and disaster, of love and of hate, of doing and

daring !

Prince Henry. This life of ours is a wild seolian harp of many a
joyous strain,

But under them all there runs a loud perpetual wail, as of souls in pain.

Elsie. Faith alone can interpret life, and the heart that aches and
bleeds with the stigma

Of pain, alone bears the likeness of Christ, and can comprehend its

dark enigma.
Prince Henry. Man is selfish, and seeketh pleasure with little care

of what may betide ;

Else why am I travelling here beside thee, a demon that rides by an
angel's side ?

Elsie. All the hedges are white with dust, and the great dog un-
der the creaking wain

Hangs his head in the lazy heat, while onward the horses toil and
strain.

Prince Henry. Now they stop at the wayside inn, and the wagoner
lauglis with the landlord's daugliter.

While out of the dripping trough tlie horses distend their leathern
sides with water.

Elsie. All through life there are wayside inns, where man may
refresh his soul with love ;

Even the lowest may quench his thirst at rivulets fed hj springs from
above.

Prince Henry. Yonder, where rises the cross of stone, our journey
along the highway ends,

And over the fields, by a bridlepath, down into the broad green valley
descends.

Elsie. I am not sorry to leave behind the beaten road with its dust
and heat

;

The air will be sweeter far, and the turf will be softer under our
horses' feet.

{They turn doivn a green lane.)
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EJsie. Sweet is the air witli the budding haws, and the valley
stretcliiiip; for miles below

Is wliite witli blossoming clierry -trees, as if just covered with lightest
snow.

Prince Henri/. Over our licads a wliite cascade is gleaming against
tlie distant hill ;

We cannot hear it. nor see it move, but it hangs like a banner when
winiis are still.

Elsie. Damp and cool is this deep ravine, and cool the sound of the
brook by our side !

What is tills castle tiiaL rises above us, and lords it over a land so wide?
Prince Henry. It is the home of the Counts of Calva ; well liave I

known these scenes of old,

Well I remember each tower and turret, remember the brooklet, the
wood, and the wold.

Elsie. Hark from the little village below us the bells of the
ciuirch are ringing for rain !

Priests and peasants in long procession come fortli and kneel on the
arid ]ilain.

Prince Henry. They have not long to wait, for I see in the south
uprising a little cloud,

That before the sun shall be set will cover the sky above us as with a
shroud.

{They imss on.)

THE CONVENT OF HIRSCHAU IN THE BLACK FOREST.

T}ie Convent cellar. Friar Claus comes in icith a light and a basket
of empty Jlagons.

Friar Cluns. I always enter this sacred place
With a thoughtful, solemn, and reverent pace,
Pausing long enough on each stair

To breathe an ejaculatory prayer.
And a Ijenediction on the vines
Tiiat produce these various sort of wines !

For my part, I am well content
That we have got through with the tedious Lent

!

Fasting is all very well tor those
Who have to contend witii invisible foes ;

But I am quite si^ue it does not agree
With a quiet, peaceable man like me,
Who a!u not of that nervous and meagre kind
Tliat are always distressed in body and mind 1

And at times it really does me good
To come down among this brotherhood,
Dwelling forever umler gronnil.
Silent, contemplative, lound and sound

;

Each one old. and brown witli UMuld.
But tilled ti> the lips witli the ardor of youth,
With the latent power and love of truth,
And witii virtues fervent and manifold.
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I have heard it said, that at Easter-tide,

When buds are swelling on every side,

And the sap begins to move in the vine,

Tiien in all the cellars, far and wide.
The oldest, as well as the newest, wine
Begins to stir itself, and ferment,
With a kind of revolt and discontent
At being so h^iig in darkness pent,

And fain would burst from its sombre tun
To bask on the hillside in the sun

;

As in the bosom of us poor friars.

The tumult of half-subdued desires

For tlie world that we hav*' left behind
Disturbs at times all peac^e of mind 1

And now tiuit we have lived through Lent,

My duty it is, as often before,

To open awhile the prison-door
And give these restless spirits vent.

Novr here is a cask that stands alone,

And has stood a hundred years or more.
Its beard of cobwebs, long and hoar.

Trailing and sweeping ahjng the floor,

Like Barbarossa, who sits in his cave.

Taciturn, sombre, sedate, and grave.

Till his beard has grown through the table of stone

!

It is of the quick and not of the dead !

In its veins the blood is hot and red,

And a heart still beats in tliose ribs of oak
That time may have tamed, J)ut has not broke I

It comes from Bacharach on the Rhine,
Is one of tlie three best kinds of wine,
And costs some hundred florins the ohm ;

But that I do not consider dear,

When I remember that every year
Four butts are sent to the Pope of Rome.
And wlienever a goblet thereof I drain.

The old rln-me keeps running in my brain :

At Bacharach on the Rhine,
At Hochheim on the Main,
And at Wiirzbui-g on the Stein.

Grow the three best kinds of wine !

They are all good wines, and better far

Than those of the Neckar, or those of the Ahr.
In particular, Wiirzburg well may boast
Of its blessed wine of the Holy Ghost,
Which of all wines I like the most.
This I shall draw for the Abbot's drinking,

Who seems to be much of my way of thinking.

(Fills a flagon.)
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Ah I how the stieanilct laiij^hs aiul sings 1

What a delicious fragrance si)riugs

From tlie deep flagon, wliile it fills,

As of hyacinths and daffodils !

Between tliis cask and the Abbot's lips

Many have been the sips and slips
;

Many have been the draughts of wine,
On their waj' to his. that have stopped at mine

,

And many a time mj- soul lias hankered
For a deep draught out of his silver tankard,
Wiien it should have been busy with other affairs,

Less with its longings and more with its ])ra.yers.

But now there is no such awkward condition.
No danger of death and eternal perdition

;

So here's to the Abbot and Brofhers all.

Who dwell in this convent of Peter and Paul

!

{He drinks.)

O cordial delicious ! O soother of pain !

It flashes like sunshine into my brain !

A benison rest on the Bislio]) who sends
Such a fudder of wine as this to his friends J

And now a flagon for such as maj' ask
A draught from the noble Bacharacli cask.
And I will be gone, though I know full well
The cellar's a cheerfuller jdace than the cell.

Behold where he stands, all sound and good,
Brown and old in his oaken hood

;

Silent he seems externally
As any Carthusian monk may be ;

But within, what a spirit of deep unrest

!

What a seething and simmering in his breast

!

As if the heaving of his great heart
Would burst his belt of oak apart !

Let me unloose this button of ^vood,
And quiet a little his turbulent mood,

(Sets it running.)

See ! how its currents gleam and shine,
As if they had caught the purple hues
Of autumn sunset on the Rhine,
Descending and mingling with (he dews ;

Or as if the grapes were stained with the blood
Of the innocent boy, who, some years back.
Was taken and crucified by the Jews,
In that ancient town of P>acliarach

;

Perdition upon those infidel Jews,
In that ancient town of Bacharacli

!

The beautiful town that gives us wine
With the fragrant odor of Muscadine !
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I should deem it wrong to let this pass
Without first toucliing 1113' lips to the glass,

For here in the midst of tlie current I stand,

Like the stone Pfalz iu the midst of the river,

Taking toll upon either hand,
And muoli more grateful to the giver.

{He drinks.)

Here, now, is a very inferior kind,
Such as in any town you may find,

Such as one miglit imagine would suit

The rascal who drank wine out of a boot.

And. after all, it was not a crime,
For he won tliereby Dorf Hliflfelsheim.

A jolly old toper ! who at a pull

Could drink a postilion's jack-boot full.

And ask with a laugh when that was done,
If the fellow had left the other one !

This wine is as good as we can afford

To the friars, who sit at the lower board,
And cannot distinguish bad from good.
And are far better off than if they could.
Being rather the rude disciples of beer
Than of anything more refined and dear 1

(Fills the other flagon and departs.)

THE SCRIPTORIUM.

Friar Pacificus transcribing and illuminating.

Friar Pacificus. It is growing dark ! Yet one line more,
And then my work for the day is o'er.

I come again to the name of tlie Lord I

Ere I that awful name record,

Tliat is spoken so lightly among men,
Let me pause awhile, and wash my pen ;

Pure from blemish and blot must it be
When it writes that word of mystery I

Thus have I labored on and on,

Nearly tlirough the Gospel of John.
Ca!i it be that from the lips

Of tliis same gentle Evangelist,

That C!u-ist himself perhaps has kissed,

Came tlie dread Apocalypse !

It has a very awful look.

As it stands there at tlie end of the book,
Like the sun in an eclipse.

Ah me ! when I tliink of that vision divine,

Think of writing it, line by line,

I stand in awe of the ttjrrible curse,
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Like the trump of doom, in the closing verse !

God forgive me ! if ever I

Take aught from tlie book of that Prophecy,
Lest my part too should be taken away
From the Book of Life on tlie Judgment Day.

This is well written, though I say it I

I should not be afraid to display it,

In open day, on tiie self-same shelf
With the writings of St. Thecla herself,

Or of Theodosius, who of old

Wrote the Gospels in letters of gold !

That goodly folio standing ^^onder,

Without a single blot or blunder,
AVould not l>ear away th^ })alm from mine,
If we should compare them line for line.

There, now, is an initial letter !

King Rene iiimself never made a better!
Finished down to the leaf and tlie snail,

Down to the eyes on tlie peacock's tail

!

And now, as I turn the voknne over.
And see what lies between cover and cover,
Wliat treasures of art these pages hold,
All ablaze witli crimson and gold,
God forgive me ! I seem to feel

A certain satisfaction steal

Into my heart, and into my brain,
As if my talent had not lain

Wrapped in a napkin, and all in vain.
Yes, I might almost say to the Lord,
Here is a copy of thy Word,
Written out with much toil and pain

;

Take it, O Lord, and let it be
As something I iiave done for thee !

{He looks from the xcindoiv.)

How sweet the air is ! How fair the scene !

I wish I had as lovely a green
To paint my landscai)es and my leaves !

How tlie swallows twitter under the eaves !

There, now, tliere is one in lier nest ;

I can just catcii a glimpse of lier liead and breast.
And will sketch her thus, in lier (juiet nook,
For the margin of my Gospel book.

{He mdJiCS a sketcJi.)

I can see no more. Tlirough the valley yonder
A shower is passing ; I hear tlie thunder
Mutter its (rurses in tlie air,

Tiie Devil's own and only imvyer!
The dusty road is brown with rain,



2Vi LONGFELLOW'S POEMS.

And, speeding on with iniglit and main,
Hitherward rides a gallant train.
•They do not parley, they cannot wait,
But liurry in at the convent gate.
What a fair lady ! and beside her
What a handsome, graceful, noble rider!
Now slie gives him lier hand to aliglit

;

They will beg a sjicjler for the niglit.
I will go down to the corridor,
And try to see tliat fac-e once more

;

It will do for the face of some beautiful Saint
Or for one of the Maries I shall paint.

{Goes out.)

THE CLOISTERS.

The Abbot Ernestus pacmsr to and fro.

Abbot. Slowly, slowly up the wall
Steals the sunshine, steals the shade

;

Evening damps begin to fall,
Evening shadows are displayed.
Round me, o'er me, everywliere,
All the sky is grand with clouds,
And athwart the evening air
Wheel the swallows home in crowds.
Shafts of sunsliine from tlie west
Paint the dusky windows red

;

Darker shadows, deeper rest,
Underneath and overhead.
Darkei-, darker, and more wan,
In my breast the sliadows fall

;

Upward steals the life of man.
As the sunshine from the wall.
From the wall into the sky.
From the roof along the spire

;

Ah, the souls of those that die
Are but sunbeams lifted higher.

{Enter Y-Rmc^ Henry.)

Prince Henry. Christ is arisen !

Abbot. Amen ! he is arisen I

His peace be with j'ou !

Prince Henry. Here it reigns forever I

Tlie peace of God, that passeth understanding,
Reigns in tliese cloisters and these corridors.
Are you Ernestus, Abbot of tiie convent?
Abbot. I am.
Prince Henry. And I Prince Henry of Hoheneck,

Who crave your hospitality to-night.
Abbot. You are thrice welcome to our humble walls.
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You do us honor ; ami we shall requite it,

I fear, but poorl\', entertaining you
Witli Paschal ej^gs, and our jioor convent wine.
The remnants of our Easter holidays.

Prince Henry. How fares it with the holy monks of Hirschau?
Are all tilings well with them ?

Abbot. All things are well.

Prince Henri/. A noble convent ! I have known it long
By the report of travellers. I now see
Tl'ieir comniendatioiis lag behind the truth.

You lie here in tiie valley of the Nagold
As in a nest : and tlie still river, gliding
Along its bed. is like an admonition
How all things pass. Yoiu" lands are rich and ample,
And your revenues large. God's benediction
Rests on your convent.
Abbot. By our charities

We strive to merit it. Our Lord and ]\hister,

When he departed, left us in his will,

As our best legacy on earth, the poor !

These we have always with us ; had we not.

Our hearts would grow as hard as are these stones.
Prince Hennj. If I remember right, the Counts of Calva

Founded your convent.
Abbot. Even as you say.

Prince Henry. And, if I err not, it is verj^ old.

Abbot. Within these closters lie already buried,
Twelve holy Abbots. Underneath IIk^ Hags
On which we stand, the Abbot William lies.

Of blessed memory.
Prince Henry. And whose tomb is that,

WMiich bears the brass escutcheon ?

Abbot. A benefactor's.
Conratl. a Count of Calva, lie who stood
Godfather to oiu* bells.

Prince Henry. Your monks are learned
And holy men, I trust.

Abbot. Tliere are among them
Learned and holy men. Yet in tiiis age
AVe need another Ilildebrand, to shake
Aiul purify us like a jnighty wind.
The world is wicked, and sometimes I wonder
God does not lose his jjatience with it wholly,
And shatter it like glass! Even here, at times,
Within these walls, wiiere all should lie at peace,
I have my trials. Time has laid his hand
Upon my heart, gently, not smiting it.

But as a harper lays his open j>alm

U|K)n his iiarp. to deaden its vilaations.
AsliHS are on my head, and on my lips

Sackcloth, and in my breast a heaviness
And weariness i)f lil'e, that makes nic ready
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To say to the dead Abbots nnder us,
" Make room for me !

" Only I see the dusk
Of evening twiligiiL coming, and Iiave not
Completed half my task ; and so at times
The thought of my shortcomings in this life

Falls like a shadow on the life to come.
Prince Henry. We must all die, and not the old alone

;

The yoiuighave no exemption from that doom.
Abbot. Ail, yes ! tiie young may die, bul the old must !

That is the difference.
Prince Henri/. I have heard much laud

Of your transcribers. Your Scriptorium
Is famous among all, your jnanuscripts
Praised for their beauty and their excellence.
Abbot. That is indeed our boast. If you desii'e it,

You shall behold these treasures. And meanwhile*
Shall the Ilefectorarius bestow
Your horses and attendants for the night.

{They go in. Tlie Vesper-bell rings.)

THE CHAPEL.

Vespers ; after which the monks retire, a chorister leading an old monk
u'ho is blind.

Prince Henry. They are all gone, save one who lingers,
Absorbed in deep and silent i)rayer.
As if his heart could find no rest,

At times he beats his heaving breast
With clenched and convulsive fingers,
Then lifts tJiem trembling in. the air.

A ciiorister, with golden liair,

Guides liitherward his heavy pace.
Can it be so? Or does my siglit

Deceive me in the uncertain light?
Ah no ! I recognize that face,

Though Time has touched it in his flight,

And changed the auburn hair to white.
It is Count Hugo of the Rhine,
The deadliest foe of all our race.
And hateful unto me and mine !

TJie Blind Monk. Who is it tliat doth stand so near
His whispered svords I almost hear?
Prince Henry. I am Prince Hetiry of Hoheneck,

And you. Count Hugo of the Rhine !

I know you, and I see the scar.

The brand upon j^our foi-ehead, shine
And redden like a baleful star !

The Blind Monk. Count Hugo once, but now the wreck
Of what I was. O Holieneck !

The passionate will, the pride, the wrath
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That bore nie headlong on my path,
Stumbled and staggered into fear.

And failed me in my mad career,

As a tired steed some evil-doer,

Alone upon a desolate moor.
Bewildered, lost, deserted, blind,

And hearing loud and cdose beliind

The o'ertaking steps of his ])ursuer.

Then suddenly from tlie dark there came
A voice that called me by my name,
And said to me, " Kneel down and pray !"

And so my terror passed away.
Passed utterly away forever.

Contrition, penitence, remorse,
Came on me, with o'erwhelming force ;

A hope, a longing, an endeavor.
By days of penance and nights of prayer,
To frustrate and defeat despair !

Calm, deep, and still is now my heart,
Witii trancjnil waters overflowed ;

A lake wliose unseen fountains start,

"Where once the hot volcano glowed.
And you. O Prince of Hoheneck !

Have known me in that earlier time,
A man of violence and crime,
Whose jiassions brooked no curb nor check.
Behold me now, in gentler mood,
One of this holy brotherhood.
Give me your hand ; here let me kneel

;

Make your reproaches sharp as steel
;

Spurn me. and smite me on each cheek
;

No violence can liarm the meek,
There is no wound Clirist cannot heal !

Yes ; lift your princely hand, and take
Revenge, if 't is revenge you seek

;

Then pardon me, for Jesus' sake !

Prince. Ilciirii. Arise, Count Hugo I let there be
No farther strife nor enmity
Between us twain ! we both have erred f

Too rash in act, too wroth in word.
From the beginning have we stood
In fierce, defiant attitude,
Eacii tlioughlless of tiie other's right.

And each reliant on his might.
But now our souls are more subdued

;

Tlie hand of (iod, and not in vain,
Has toufhed us with the fire of pain.

Let us kneel down, and side by side
Pray, till our souls are purified.

And pardon will not be denied 1

CITicy kneel.)
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THE REFECTORY.

Gaudiolum of Monks at midnujht. Lucifer disguised as a Friar

Friar Paul (sings). Ave ! color vini clari,

Dulcis potus, lion amari,
Tua nos iiiebriari

Digneris poteiitia !

Friar Cnthbert. Not so luucli noise, my worthy freres,

You'll disturb the Abbot at ids prayers.
Friar Paid (sings). O ! quani placens in colore 1

O ! quani fragrans in odore I

O ! quani sapiduni in ore !

Dulce linguae vinculum !

Friar Cuthbert. I should tliink jour tongue had broken its cliaiu !

Friar Paid (sings). Felix venter quern intrabis 1

Felix guttur quod rigabis !

Felix OS quod tu lavabis 1

Et beata labia !

Friar Cuthbert. Peace ! I say, peace !

Will you never cease !

You will rouse up the Abbot, I tell you again I

Friar John. No danger ! to-night he will let us alone,
As I happen to know lie has guests of his ov^ii.

Friar Cuthbert. Wlio are tiiey ?

Friar John, A German Prince and his train,

Wlio arrived here just before tlie rain.

There is with liini a damsel fair to see,

As slender and graceful as a reed !

When she alighted from lier steed,

It seemed like a blossom blown from a tree.

Friar Cuthbert. None of your pale-faced girls for me I

(Kisses the girl at his side.)

Friar John. Come, old fellow, drink down to your peg I

But do not drink any fartlier, I beg I

Friar Paid (sings). In tlie days of gold,

The days of old.

Cross of wood
And bishop of gold !

Friar Cuthbert (to the girl). Wliat an infernal racket and din I

You need not blusli so, that's no sin.

You look very holy in this disguise,

Though there's something wicked in your eyes !

Friar Paul (continues.) Now we have changed
Tliat law so good

,

To cross of gold
And bishop of wood !

Friar Cuthbert. I like your sweet face under a hood.
Sinner I how came you into this way ?

Gii'l. It was you, Friar Cuthbeit, who led me astray.

Have you forgotten that day in June,
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When the church was so cool in tlie afternoon,

And I came in to confess my sins?

That i« \vl)ere my ruin begins.

Friar Joliii. \Viiat is the name of yonder friar,

With an eye tliat gh)\vs like a coal of tire,

And siu;lj a black mass of tangled liair V

Friar FaiiL lie who is sitting tliere,

Witlia rollicking,

Devil may care.

Free and easj- look and air,

As if he were used to sucli feasting and frolicking?
Friar John. The same.
Friar I'aiil. He's a stranger. You liad better ask his name.

And wliere lie is going, and wlience he came.
Friar John. Ilallo! Sir Fiiar !

Friar Paul. You must raise your voice a little higher,

He does not seem to hear what you say.

Now, try again ! He is looking this waj'.

Friar'John. Hallo! Sir Friar!
We wish to inquire
Wiieiice you came, and where you are going,
And anytliiiig else that is wurtli the knowing.
So be so good as to open your liead.

Lucifer. I am a Frenchman born and bred,
Going on a pilgrimage to Rome.
My liome
Is tlie convent of St. Gildas de Rhuys,
Of whicli, very like, you never have heard.
Monks. Never a word !

Lucifer. You must know, then, it is in the diocese
Called the Diocese of Valines,
In the province of Brittany.
From tlie gray rocks of ]\Iorbihan

It overlooks the angry .sea ;

The very seashore where,
In his great despair.
Abbot Al)eiard walked to and fro,

Filling tlie iiiglit with woe.
And wailing aloud to the merciless seas
The name of his sweet Heloise !

Whilst overhead
The convent windows gleamed as red
As the lieiy eye s of the monks within,
Who with jovial din
Gave themselves \ip to all kinds of sin !

Ha ! that is a convent ! tiiat is an abbey I

Over tlie doors.
None of your death-heads (rarved in wood,
None of your Saints looking jiioiis ami good.
None of your I'atriarcbs old and shabby !

But the heads and tusks of boars,
And the cells
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Hung all roinul with the fells

Of the fallow-deer.
And then what cheer !

What jolly, fat friars,

Sitting" r(nind {he great, roaring fires,

Roaring louder than tliey,

With tlieir strong wines,
And their concubines.
And never a bell,

Witli its swagger and swell.
Calling you up witli a start of affright
Li the dead of niglit.

To send you grumbling down darif stairs,
To niuinble your prayers.
But tiie clieery crow
Of cocks in t!ie yard below,
After daybreak, an hour or so,

And the barking of deep-mouthed hounds,
These are tlie sounds
That, instead of bells, salute the ear.
And then all day
Up and away
Tlirougii tlie forest, hunting the deer!
Ah, my friends ! I'm afraid that here
You are a little too i)ious, a little too tame,
Aiul tiie more is tiie shame.
'T is the greatest folly
Not to be jolly

;

That's what l" think !

Come, drink, drink,
Drink, and die game !

Moulis. And your Abbot What's-his-narae ?
Lucifer. Abeiard !

Monks. Did lie drink hard?
Lucifer. O, no ! Not he !

He was a dry old fellow.
Without juice enough to get thoroughly mellow.
There he stood,
Lowering at us in sullen mood,
As if he had come izito Brittany
Just to reform our brotherhood !

(^1 7'oar of king]iter.)

But you see
It never would do !

For some of us knew a thing or two,
In the Abbey of St. Gildas de Rhuys I

For instance, the great ado
With old Fulbert's niece,
Tlio young and lovely Heloise !

Friar John. Stop there, if you please,
Till we diink to the fair Heloise.
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All (drinldng and shoutinrj). Ileloise ! Heloisel

(TJic Chapel-hell tolls.)

Lucifer (starting). What is that bell for? Are you such asses

As to keep up tlie fashion of midniglit masses?
Friar Cutlibert. It is only a poor, unfortunate brotheiv

Wiio is gifted with most miraculous powers
Of getting up at ail sorts of hours.

And, by way of i)enance and Christian meekness,
Of creeping silently out of his cell

To take a pull at that hideous bell ;

So tiiat all tlie monks who are lying awake
May murmur some ki'.id of prayer for his sake,

And adapted to his peculiar weakness !

Friar John. From frailty and fall

—

^4//. Good Lord, deliver us all !

Friar Cnthbert. And before tlie bell for matins sounds,
He takes his lantern, and goes the rounds,
Flashing it into our sleepy eyes,
Merely to say it is time to arise.

But enough of that. Go on, if jou please,

With your story about St. Gildas de Rhuys.
Lucifer. W^ell, it finally came to pass

That, iialf in fun and half in malice,
One Sunday at Mass
W^e put some poison into the chalice.

But, either by accident or design,
Peter Abelard kept away
From the chapel that day,
And a poor, young friar, who in his stead
Drank tiie sacramental wine,
Fell on the steps of the altar, dead !

But look ! do 3'ou .see at the window there
That face, witii a look of grief and despair,
That ghastly face, as of one in pain ?

Motiks. Who? where?
Lucifer. As I spoke, it vnnisiied away again.
Friar Cnthbert. It is that nefarious

Siebald the Refectorarius.
Tiiat fellow is abvays playiiig the .scout.

Creeping and lu'cping and pn-w ling about
;

And then lie regah-s
The Abbot with scandalous talcs.

Lucifer. A spy in the convent? One of the brothers
Telling scandalous tales of the others ?

Out upon him, the lazy loon !

I would put a stop to that pretty .soon,

In a way he sliould rue it.

Monks. How shall we do it ?"

Lucifer. Do you, brother Paul.
Creep under the window, clo.se to the wall,

And open it •5U''denly when I call.
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Then seize the villain by the hair,
And hold him there,
And punish him soundly, once for all.

Friar Cnthbert. As St. Dunstan of old.
We are told.

Once cauglit the Devil by tiie nose !

Lucifer. Ha ! ha ! tliat story is very clever,
But has no foundation whatsoever.
Quick ! for I see his face again
Glaring in at the window-pane

;

Now ! now ! and do not spare your blows.

(Friar Paul opens the window suddenly, and seizes Siebald. Theij
heat him.)

Friar Siebald. Help ! help ! are you going to slay me?
Friar Paul. Tliat w ill teach you again to betray me !

Frior Siebald. Mercy ! mercy !

Friar Paid (shouting and beating). Rumpas bellorum lorum,
Vim confer amorum
Moruni verorum, rorum.
Tu ])lena polorum !

Lucifer. Wlio stands in tlie doorway yonder,
Stretciiing out his trembling hand,
Just as Abelard used to stand.
The flash of his keen, black eyes
Forerunning tlie thunder?
The Monks (in confusion). The Abbot ! the Abbot I

Friar Cuthbert (to the girl). Put on your disguise !

Friar Francis. Hide the great flagon
From the e.yes of the dragon !

Friar Cuthbert. Pull the brown hood over your face.
Lost you bring me into disgrace !

Abbot. What means this revel and carouse?
Is tliis a tavern and drinking house ?

Are j'ou Christian monks, or heathen devils,
To i)ollute tliis convent with your revels ?

Were Peter Damian still upon earth,
To be shocked bj^ such ungodly mirth.
He would write your names, witii pen of gall,

In his Book of Gomorrah, one and all

!

Away, you drunkards ! to your cells,

And pray till you hear the matin-bells
;

You, Brother Francis, and you. Brother Paul

!

And as a penance mark each prayer
Witli the scourge upon your shoulders bare

;

Nothing atones for such a sin

But the blood tliat follows the discipline.
And you, Brother Cuthbert, come with me
Alone into tlie sacristy

;

You, who should be a guide to your brothers.
And are ten times worse than all tiie others.
For you I've a draught that has long been brewing.
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You shall do a ppiiance worth the doing 1

Awaj' to your prayers, tlieii, one all !

I wonder the very convent wall

Does not crumble and crii^li you in its fall

!

THE NEIGHBORING NUNNERY.

Tlie Abbess Irmingard fitting trith Elsie in the moonlight.

Irmiiigard. The night is silent, the wind is still,

The moon is looking from yonder hill

Down upon convent, and grove, and garden ;

Tlie clouds liave passed awiiy from lier face,

Leaving heliiml tiiem no sorrowful trace,

Only the tender and quiet grace
Of one, whose heart had been healed with pardon !

And such am I, ^I\' soul within
Was dark witli passion aiul soiled with sin.

But now its wounds are licaled again ;

Gone are the anguish, tlie terror, and pain
;

For across that desolate land of woe.
O'er wliose burning sands I was forced to go,
A wind from heaven began to l)low ;

And all my being trend)led and sliook,

As tiie leaves of tlie tree, or the grass of the field,

And I was healed, as the sick are healed.
When fanned by tiie leaves of the Holy Book I

A.S thou sittest in the moonlight there.

Its glory flooding tliy golden liair,

And the only darkness tliat wliich lies

In the haunted chambers of thine eyes,

I feel my soul drawn unto thee,

Strangely, and strongly, and more and more,
As to one 1 have known and loved before ;

For ever\' soul is akin to me
Tliat dwells in the land of mystery !

I am tiie Lady Irmingard,
Born of a noble race and name !

Manj' a wandering Su:ibian bard,
Whose life was dreary, aiid blenk, and hard,
Has fouiul throngli me the way to fame.
Brief and bright were those days, and the night
Whicli followed was full of a lurid light.

Love, that of every woman's heart
Will have the whole, and not a part.

That is to her, in Nature's ]ilan.

More than ambition is to man,
Her light, her life, ht'r very l)reath.

With no alternative but dcith.
Found me a maiden soft and young.
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Just from the convent's cloistered school,
And seated on inj' lowly stool,

Attentive while the minstrels sung.

Gallant, graceful, gentle, tall,

Fairest, noblest, best of all,

Was Walter of the Vogehveid
And, whatsoever may betide.

Still I think of him witli pride !

His song was of tlie summer-time,
The very birds sang in his rhj'me

;

The sunshine, tlie delicious air.

The fragrance of tlie flowers, were there,
And I grew restless as I heard.
Restless and bviojant as a bird,

Down soft, aerial currents sailing,

O'er blossomed orchards, and fields in bloom,
And tiirougii the momentary gloom
Of shadows o'er the landscape trailing,

Yielding and borne I knew not where,
But feeling resistance unavailing.

And thus, unnoticed and apart,
And more by accident tlian choice,
I listened to that single voice
Until the chambers of my heart
Were filled with it by night and day.
One night,—it was a night in May,
Witliin the garden, unawares.
Under the blossoms in the gloom,
I heard it utter my own name
With protestations and wild prayers ;

And it rang through me, and became
Like the archangel s trump of doom,
Wliich tlie soul hears, and must obey;
And mine arose as from a tomb.
My former life now seemed to me

. Such as hereafter deatli may be
When in the great Eternity
We shall awake and find it day.

It was a dream, and would not stay ;

A dream, that in a single night
Faded and vanished out of sight.

My father's anger followed f;i.st

This passion, as a freshening blast

Seeks out and fans the fire, whose rage
It may increase, but not assuage.
And lie exclaimed : " No wandering bard
Shall win thy hand, O Irmiiigard !

For which Prince Henry of Hoheneck
By messenger and letter sues."
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Gently, but firmly, I replied :

" Henry of Hoheneck, I disciird !

Never the hand of Irmingard
Shall lie in his as tiie hand of a bride !

"

This said I, Walter, for thy sake
;

This said I, for I could not ciioose.

After a pause, my father spake
In that cold and deliberate tone
Whicli turns the hearer into stone,
And seems itself the act to be
That follows witii such dread certainty ;

" This, or the cloister and the veil !

"

No otiier words tlian tliese he said,

But they were like a funeral wail ;

My life was ended, my heart was dead.

That night from the castle -gate went down,
AVitli silent, slow, and stealtliy pace.
Two shadows, mounted on shadowy steeds,
Taking the narrow ])ath tliat leads
Into the forest dense and brown.
In the leafy darkness of tlie i)lace.

One could not distinguish form nor face.
Only a bulk without a sliape,

A darker sliadow in the shade
;

One scarce could say it moved or staj'ed,

Tlius it was we made our escape !

A foaming brook, with n'any a bound.
Followed us like a playful hound

;

Then leaped before us, and in the hollow
Paused, and waited for us to follow,
And seemed impatient, and afraid
Tliat our tardy fiigiit sliuuld be betrayed
By the sound our horses' iioof-beats made.
And when we reached the plain below,
We paused a moment and drew rein
To look back at tiie castle again ;

And we saw the windows all aglow
With lights that were passing to and fro ;

Our hearts with terror ceased to beat

;

The brook kept silent to our feet

;

Wc knew what most we feared to know.
Then suddenly horns began to blow

;

And we heard a shout, and a heavy tramp.
And our horses snorted in tlie damp
Night-air of tiie meadows green and wide.
And in a moment, side by side,

So close, they must have seemed but one.
The shadows across the mooidigbt run,
And another came, and swept l)e)iiiid,

Like the shadow of clouds before the wind

!
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How I remember the breathless flight

Across tlie inoors, in the summer night I

How under our feet the long, white road
Backward like a river flowed,

Sweeping with it fences and hedges,
Whilst farther away, and overhead.
Paler than I, with fear and dread,

The moon fled with us, as we fled

Along the forest's jagged edges

!

All this I can remember well

;

But of what afterward befell

I nothing further can recall

Than a blind, desperate, headlong fall;

The rest is a blank aTid darkness all.

When I awoke out of this swoon.
The sun was shining, not the moon,
Making a cross upon the wall

With the bars of my windows narrow and tall

;

And I prayed to it, as I had been wont, to pray,

From early childhood, day by day.

Each morning, as in bed I lay !

I was lying again in my own room !

And I thanked God, in my fever and pain,

That those sliadows on the midnight plain

Were gone, and could not come again !

I struggled no longer with my doom !

This happened many years ago.

I left my father's home to come
Like Catherine to her martyrdom,
For blindly I esteemed it so;

And when I heard the convent door
Behind me close, to ope no more,

I felt it smite me like a blow.

Through all my limbs a shudder ran,

And on my bruised spirit fell

The dampness of my narrow cell

As niglit-air on a wounded man,
Giving intolerable pain.

But now a better life began.

I felt the agony decrease

By slow degrees, then wliolly cease,

Ending in perfect rest and peace

!

It was not apathy, nor dulness,

That weighed and pressed upon my brain.

But the same passion I had given

To earth before, now turned to heaven ,

With all its overflowing fulness.

Alas ! the world is full of peril

!

The path that runs through the fairest meads,
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On the sunniest side of the A-alley, leads
Into a region bleak and sterile !

Alike in tlie liigh-born and the lowly.

The will is feeble, and passion strong.
We cannot sever right from wrong ;

Some falsehood mingles with all truth
;

Nor is it strange the heart of youth
Should waver and comprehend but slowly
The things that are holy and unhol}-

!

But in this sacred and calm retreat,

We are all well and safely sliielded

From winds tliat blow, and waves that beat,
From the cold, and rain, and blighting heat,
To which the strongest hearts have yielded.
Here we stand as the Virgins Seven,
For our celestial bridegroom yearning

;

Our hearts are lamps forever burning.
With a steady and unwavering flame,
Pointing upward, forever the same.
Steadily upward toward the Heaven !

The moon is hidden behind a cloud
;

A sudden darkness fills the room.
And thy deep eyes, amid the gloom,
Shine like jewels in a shroud.
On the leaves is the sound of falling rain ;

A bird, awakened in its nest.
Gives a faint twitter of unrest,
Then smoothes its plumes and sleeps again.

No other sounds than these I hear ;

Tlie hour of midnight must be near.
Thou art o'erspent with the day's fatigue
Of riding many a dust}' league
Sink, then, gently to tliy slumber

;

Me so many cares encumber,
So many ghosts, and forms of fright.

Have started from their graves to-night.
They liave driven sleep from mine eyes away

;

I will go down to the chapel and pray.

V.

A COVERED BRIDGE AT LUCERNE,

Prince Henry. God's blessing on the architects who build
The bridges o'er swift rivers and abysses
Before impassal)le to hmuan feet,

No less than on the builders of cathedrals.
Whose massive walls are bridges thrown across
The dark and terrible abyss of death.'
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Well has the name of Pontifex been given

Unto the Church's head, as the chief builder

And architect of the invisible bridge

That leads from earth to heaven.

Elsie. How dark it grovs's 1

What are these paintings on the walls around us?

Prince Ilenrij. Tiie Dance of Macaber.

Ehie. What? _ , ^

Prince Henry. The Dance of Death i

All tliat go to "and fro must look upon it,

Mindful of what lliey shall be, while beneath,

Among tlie wooden piles, the turbulent river

Rushes, impetuous as the river of life,

With dimpling eddies, ever green and bright,
_

Suve where the shadow of this bridge falls on it.

El.'iie. O, yes ! I see it now !

Prince Henri/. The grim musician

Leads all men througli the mazes of that dance.

To different sounds in different measures moving ;

Sometimes he plays a lute, sometimes a drum,
Te tempt or terrify.

Elsie. What is this picture ?

Prince Henry. It is a young man singing to a nun,

Who kneels at her devotions, but in kneeling

Turns round to look at him ; and Death, meanwhile,

Is putting out the candles on the altar !

Elsie. Ah. what a pity 't is that she should listen

Unto such songs, when in her orisons

Slie might have heard in heaven the angels singing !

Prince Henry. Here he has stolen a jester's cap and bells,

And dances with the Queen.
Elsie. A foolish jest.

Prince Henry. And here the heart of the new-wedded wife,

Coming from church with her beloved lord.

He startles with the rattle of his drum.
Elsie. Ah, that is sad 1 And yet perhaps 'tis best

That he should die, with all the sunshine on her,

And all the benedictions of the morning.
Before this affluence of golden light

Shall fade into a cold and clouded gray,

Tlien into darkness !

Prince Henry. Under it is written,
" Nothing but death shall separate thee and me !

"

Elsie. And what is this, that follows close upon it?

Prince Henry. Death, playing on a dulcimer. Behind him,

A poor old woman, with a rosary,

Follows the sound, and seems to wish her feet

Were swifter to o'ertake him. Underneath,
The inscription reads, " Better is Death than Life."

Elsie. Better is Deatli than Life ! Ah yes ! to thousands

Death plays upon a dulcimer, and sings

Tliat song of consolation, till the air
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Rings with it. and the}' cannot clioose but follow
Whither lie leads. And not tlie old alone,

But the young also hear it. and are still.

Piiiice Henri/. Yes, in their sadder moments. 'T is the sound
Of their own hearts they hear, half full of tears.

Which are like crystal cups, half tilled with water,
Responding to the pressure of a finger

Witli niMsic sweet and low and melancholy.
lA^t us go forward, and no longer stay
111 this great picture-gallery of Death !

I hate it I ay, the very thought of it 1

Elsie. Wlij' is it hateful to you?
Pruice Henry. For the reason

That life, and all that speaks of life, is lovely.
And death, and all that speaks of death, is hateful.

Elsie. The grave is hut a covered bridge.
Leading from light to light, througli a brief darkness !

Prince Henry (emerging from the bridge). I breathe again more
freely ! Ah ! how pleasant

To come once more into the light of day,
Out of that shadow of death ! To hear again
The hoof-ljeats of our horses on firm ground,
And not upon those hollow planks, resounding
With a sepulchral echo, like the clods
On coffins in a churciiyard ! Yonder lies

The Lake of the Four Forest-Towns, apparelled
In light, and lingering, like a village maiden,
Hid in tlie bosom of her native mountains,
Then pouring all her life into another's,
Ciianging her name and lieing ! Overhead,
Shaking his cloudy tresses loose in air.

Rises Pilatus, with his windy pines,

{Tliey pass on.)

THE DEVIL'S BRIDGE.

Prince Henry and Elsie crossing, with attculants.

Guide. This bridge is called the Devil's Bridge,
sVith a single arch, from ridge to ridge,
It leajis across the terriljle chasm
Yawning beneath us, bliick and deep.
As if, in some (;onvulsiv(! sjiasin,

Tiie summits of the hills had cracked,
And made a road for the cataract,
That raves and lages down tlie steep!

Lucifer (iin<h'r the bridge.) Ha! ha I

Guide. Never any bridge hut this
Could stand across the wild aliyss;

All the rest, of wood or stone.
By the Devil's hand were overthrown.

»9
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He toppled crags from the precipice,

And whatsoe'er was built by day
In the night was swept away ;

None could stand but tliis alone.

Lucifer (under the bridge). Ha! ha!
Ouide. I showed you in the valley a boulder

Marked with tlie imprint of his shoulder;

As he was bearing it up this way,
A peasant, passing, cried, " Herr Je !

"

And the Devil dropped it in his fright,

And vanished suddenly out of sight !

Lucifer (under the bridge). Ha ! ha 1

Guide. Abbot Giraldus of Einsiedel,

For pilgrims on their way to Rome,
Built this at last, with a single arch,

Under which, on its endless march,
Runs the river, white with foam.
Like a thread through the eye of a needle.

And the Devil promised to let it stand,

Under compact and condition
Tliat the first living thing whicli crossed

IJliould be surrendered into his hand.
And be beyond redemption lost.

Lucifer (lutder the bridge). Ha! ha! perdition!

Guide. At length, the bridge being all completed,

The Abbot, standing at its head,
Tln-ew across it a loaf of bread.

Which a hungry dog sprang after,

And the rocks reechoed with peals of laughter

To see the Devil thus defeated !

(Tliey pass on.)

Ljwifer (under the bridge.) Ha ! ha ! defeated !

For journeys and for crimes like this

I let the bridge stand o'er the abyss !

THE ST. GOTHARD PASS.

Prince Henry. This is the highest point. Two ways the rivers

Leap down to different seas, and as they roll

Grow deep and still, and their majestic presence

Becomes a benefaction to the towns
They visit, wandering silently among them,
Like patriarchs old among their shining tents.

Elsie. How bleak and bare it is ! Nothing but mosses

Grow on these rocks.

Prince Henry. Yet are they not forgotten ;

Beneficent nature sends the mists to feed them.

Elsie. See yonder little cloud, that, borne aloft,

So tenderly by the wind, floats fast away
Over the snowy peaks 1 It seems to me
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The body of St. Catherine, borne by angels !

Pi'iiice Henry. Tliou art St. Catherine, and invisible angels
Bear thee across tliese chasms and precipices.

Lest thou shouidst dash tiiy feet against a stone I

Elsie. Woukl I were borne unto my grave, as she was,
Upon angelic shoulders ! Even now
I seem uplifted by tlieni, light as air !

Wiiat sound is that ?

Prince Henry. Tlie tumbling avalanches!
Ehie. How awful, yet how beautiful 1

Prince Hcnnj. These are
Tlie voices of tiie mountains ! Thus they ope
Their snowy lips, and speak unto each other,

In the primeval laiiguage, lost to man.
Elsie. AVhat land is this that spreads itself beneath us?
Prince Henry. Italy ! Italy !

Elsie. Land of the Madonna I

How beautiful it is ! It seems a gai'deii

Of Paradise !

Prince Henry. Nay, of Gethsemane
Ti) I bee and me, of passion and of prayer!
Yt't once of Paradise. Long years ago
I wandered as a youth among its bowers,
And never from my heart has faded quite
Its memory, tiiat, like a summer sunset,

Encircles with a ring of purple light

All the liorizon of n\y youth.
Guide. O friends

!

Tlie days are short, the way before us long
;

We must not linger, if we think to reach
The inn at Belinzona before vespers !

{They pass on.)

AT THE FOOT OF THE ALPS.

A halt under the trees at noon.

Prince Henry. Here let us pause a moment in the trembling
Sliadow and sunshine of the roadside trees.

And, our tired iiorses in a group assembling,
Iidiale long draughts of this delicious breeze.
Our fleeter steeds have distanced our attendants ;

Tiiey lag behind us with a slower pace ;

We will await them under the green pendants
Of the great willows in tliis shady place.

Ho, Barbarossa ! how thy mottled liaunches
Sweat with this canter over hill and glade !

Stand still, and let these overhanging branches
Fan thy hot sides and comfort thee with shade !

Elsie. Wliata delightful landscape spreads before us,

^larked with a whitewashed cottage here and there I
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And, in luxuriant garlands drooping o'er us,

Blossoms of grapevines scent the sunny air.

Prince Henri/. Hark ! what sweet sounds are those, wbose accents
holy

Fill the warm noon with music sad and sweet

!

Elsie. It is a band of pilgrims, moving slowly
On tlieir long journey, witli uncovered feet.

Pilgrims {chaimting tke hymn of St. Hildebert).

Me receptet Sion ilia

Sion David, urbs tranquilla,

Cujus faber auctor lucis,

Cujus portae lignum crucis,

Cujus claves lingua Petri,

Cujus cives semper Ifeti,

Cujus muri lapis vivus,

Cujus custos Kex festivus !

Lucifer (as a Friar in the procession). Here am I, too, in the pious

band,
in the garb of a barefooted Carmelite dressed 1

The soles of my feet are as hard and tanned
As the conscience of old Pope Hildebrand,
The Holy Satan, who made the wives
Of the bishops lead such shameful lives.

All day long I beat my breast,

And chaunt with a most particular zest

Tiie Latin hymns, which I understand
Quite as well, I tlnnk, as the rest.

And at night such lodging in barns and sheds
Such a hurly-burly in country inns.

Such a clatter of tongues in empty heads,

Such a helter-skelter of prayers and sins 1

Of all the contrivances of the time
For sowing broadcast the seeds of crime,
There is none so pleasing to me and mine
As a pilgrimage to some far-off shrine !

Prince Henry. If from the outward man we judge the inner,

And cleanliness is godliness, I fear

A hopeless reprobate, a hardened sinner,

]\Iust be that Carmelite now passing near.

Lucifer. There is my German Prince again.

Thus far on his journey to Salern,

And the lovesick girl, whose heated brain
Is sowing the cloud to reap the rain ;

But it's a long road tliat has no turn !

Let them quietly hohl their way,
I have also a part in tlie play.

But first I must act to my heart's content
This mummery and this merriment,
And drive this motle}' flock of sheep
Into the fold, where drink and sleep

The jolly old friars of Benevent.
Of a truth, it often provokes me to laugh
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To see these beggars hobble along.
Laiiieil and maimed, and fed iijion cliaff,

Clianting tlieir wonderful piti' and l>alF,

And, to make up for not nnderstanding the song,
Sinj;ing it fiercely, and wild, and strong!
Were it not for my magic garters and staff,

And tlie g(ii)lets of goodly wine I (piatf.

And the mischief I make in tiie idle tiirong,

1 should not continue the husiness long.

I'ihjriiits (cJiauutiiiij). In l.ac urbe, lux solennis,
Ver seternum, pax perennis

;

In hiic odor im])lens cados.
In hue semper festum melos !

Prince llenrij. Do you observe that monk among the train,

Who pours from his great tiiroat the roaring bass,

As a catheilral spout jiours out the rain.

And this way turns his ruloicund, round face?
Elsie. It is the same who. on the Strasburg square,

Preached to the people in the o))eji air.

Prince Henri/. And he has crossed o'er mountain, field, and fell,

On that good steed, that seems to bear him well.

The hackney of the Friars of Orders Gray,
His own stout legs ! He, too, was in the play,

Both as King Herod and Ben Israel.

Good morrow. Friar !

Friar C'litiiberf. Good morrow, noble Sir !

Prince Henri/. I speak in German, for, unless I err,

You are a German.
Fri(tr Cnthbcrt. I cannot gainsay you.

But by wiiat instinct, or what secret sign,

^b^etiiig me here, do you straightway divine
That northward of the Alps my country lies?

Prince Henry. Your accent, like St. Peter's would betray you,
Did not your yellow beard and your blue eyes.

Moreover, we have seen your face before,

And heard you i)reach at the ("atiiedral door
On Easter Sunday, in the Strasburg square.
We were among tlie crowd that gathered there,
Antl saw you play tiie Rabbi with great skill.

As if. by leaning o'er so many years
To walk with little children, your own will

Had <'auglit a childish attitude from theirs,

A kind of stooping in its form and gait.

And could no longer stand erect and straight.

Whence conu» you now ?

Friar C'uthhert. From the old monastery
Of Hirschau, in the forest ; being sent
Upon a i)ilgrimage to Benevent,
To see the image of the Virgin Jlary,

That moves its holy eyes, and sometimes speaks.
Ami lets the ])iteous tears run down its cheeks.
To touch the hearts of the impenitent.
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Prince Henry. O, had I faith, as in the days gone by,

'Pliat knew no doubt, and feared no mystery !

Lvcifer (at a difiiance). Ho, Cuthbert ! Friar Cuthbert

!

Fridr Cntlibert. Farewell, Prince !

I cannot stay to argue and convince.

Prince Henry. This is indeed tlie blessed Mary's laud,

Virgin iind IMotlier of our dear Redeemer !

All hearts are touched and softened at her name

;

Alike tlie bandit, witii the bloody hand.

The priest, the prince, the scholar, and the peasant,

The man of deeds, the visionary dreamer,

Pay homage to her as one ever present !

And even as cliildren, who have much offended

A too indulgent father, in great shame.
Penitent, and yet not daring unattended

To go into his presence, at the gate

Siieak with their sister, and confiding wait

Till she goes in before and intercedes ;

So men, repenting of their evil deeds,

And vet not venturing rashly to draw near

"Witli tlieir requests an angry father's ear,

Offer to her tlieir prayers and their confession.

And she for them in heaven makes intercession.

And if our Faith had given us nothing more
Than this example of all womanhood,
So mild, so merciful, so strong, so good,

So patient, peaceful, loyal, loving, pure.

This were enough to prove it higher and truer

Than all the creeds the world had known before.

Pilgrims (chaimfing afar off). Urbs cadestis, urbs beata,

Supra petram collocata,

Urbs in portu satis tuto

De longinquo te saluto,

Te saluto ; te suspiro,

Te affecto, te require I

THE INN AT GENOA.

A terrace overlooking the sea. Night.

Prince Henry. It is the sea, it is the sea.

In all its vague immensity.
Fading and darkening in the distance I

Silent, majestical, and slow,

The white ships haunt it to and fro.

With all their ghostly sails unfurled,

As phantoms from another world
Haunt the dim confines of existence !

But ah ! how few can comprehend
Their signals, or to what good end
From land to land they come and go 1
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Upon a sea more vast and dark
The spirits of the deail embark,
All voyaging to unknown coasts.

We wave our farewells from the shore,

And they depart, and come no more,
Or come as phantoms and as ghosts.

Above the darksome sea of death
Looms tlie great life that is to be,

A land of cloud and mystery,
A dim mirage, witii siiapes of men
Long dead, and passed beyond our ken.
Awe-struck we gaze, and hold our breath
Till the fair ])ageant vanisheth,
Leaving us in perplexity.

And doubtful whether it has been
A vision of the world unseen,
Or a bright image of our own
Against the sky in vapors thrown.
Lucifer {singing from the sea ) . Thou didst not make it, thou canst

not mend it.

But thou hast the power to end it

!

The sea is silent, the sea is discreet,

Deep it lies at thy very feet

;

There is no confessor like unto Deatli !

Thou canst not see him, but he is near ;

Thou ncedest not whisper above thy breath,
And he will liear

;

He will answer tlie questions,
The vague surmises and suggestions,
That till tliy soul with doubt and fear !

Prince Henry. The fislierman, who lies afloat,

"With shadowy sail, in yonder boat,

Is singing softly to tlie Night !

But do I comprehend aright
The meaning of the words he sung
So sweetly in his native tongue?
Ah, yes ! the sea is still and deep.
All things within its bosom sleep!

A single stej), and all is o'er
;

A plunge, a bubble, and no more ;

And tijou, dear Elsie, wilt be free

From martyrdom and agony.
Elsie (comingfrom her chamber upon the terract).

The n'^ht is calm and cloudless,

And • 'ill as still can be.

And 16 stars come forth to listen

To tt 4 music of the sea.

The^ gather, and gather, and gather,
Unt' / tlipy crowd the sky,

And listen, in breathless silence.

To the solemn litany.
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It begins in rocky caverns,
As a voice that cliaunts alone
To the pedals of the organ
In monotonous undertone ;

And anon from shelving beaches,
And shallow sands beyond,
In snow-white robes uprising
The gliostly choirs respond.
And sadly and unceasing
Tlie mournful voice sings on,

And the snow-white choirs still answer
Christe eleison !

Prince Henry. Angel of God ! thy finer sense perceives

Celestial and perpetual harmonies !

Tliy purer soul, that trembles and believes,

Hears the archangel's trumjjet in the breeze,

And where the forest rolls, or ocean heaves,
Cecilia's organ sounding in the seas,

And tongues of prophets sj)eaking in the leaves.

But I hear discord only and despair,

And whispers as of demons in the air !

AT SEA,

Tl Padrone. The wind upon our quarter lies,

And on before the freshening gale.

That fills the snow-white lateen sail,

Swiftly' our light felucca flies.

Around, the billows burst and foam ;

They lift her o'er the sunken rock,

Tiiey beat her sides with many a shock,
And tlien upon their flowing dome
Tiiey poise her, like a weathercock 1

Between us and the western skies

The hills of Corsica arise
;

Eastward, in yonder long, blue line,

The summits of the Apennine,
And southward, and still far away,
Salerno, on its sunny bay.
You cannot see it, where it lies.

Prince Henry. Ah, would that never more mine eyes
Might see its towers l)y night or day !

Elsie. Behind us, dark and awfully,
There comes a cloud out of the sea,

That bears tlie form of a hunted deer.

With hide of brown, and lioofs of black.

And antlei's laid upon its back,
And fleeing fast and wild with fear.

As if the hounds were on its track !

Prince Henry. Lo ! while we gaze, it breaks and falls

In shapeless masses, like the walls
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Of a burnt city. Bmad and red
The fires of the descending sun
Glare tiinnigh tlie windows, and o'erhead,
Atliwart tlie vapors, dense and (hin,

Long sliufts of silvery light <irise,

Like rafters tliat sn[)port the skii-s !

Elsie. See ! from its summit tlie lurid levin
Fhisiies downward without wanung,
As Lucifer, scni of the morning,
Fell from the battlements of heaven !

// Padrone. I must entreat you, friends, below I

The angry storm begins to blow.
For the weatlun- changes with the moon.
All this morning, until noon.
We had itafHing winds, and sudden Haws
Struck the sea witli their cat's-i)aws.

Only a little hour ago
I was whistling to Saint Antonio
For a capful of wind to fill our sail,

Aud instead of a breeze he has sent a gale.
Last night I saw Saint Elmo's stars.

With their glimmering lanterns, all at play
On the tops of the masts and the tii)s of the spars,
And I knew we slionid have foul weather to-day.
Cheerly, nn' hearties ! yo heave ho!
Brail up the mainsail, and let her go
As the winds will and Saint Antonio

!

Do you see that Livornese felucca,
That vessel to the windward yonder,
Running with her gunwale under?
I was looking when the wind o'ertook her.

She had all sail set. and the only wonder
Is, that at once the strength of the blast

Did not carry away her mast.
She is a galley of the Gran Duca,
That, through the fear of the Algerines,
Convoys those lazy brigantiiies,

Laden with wine and oil from Lucca.
Now all is read}', high and low

;

Blow, blow, good Saint Antonio!

Ha ! that is the first dash of the rain,
With a sprinkle of spray above the rails,

Just enough to moisten our sails.

And make them ready for the strain.

See how she leaps, as the blasts o'ertake her,

And speeds away with a bone in her mouth I

Now keep her head toward the south.
And there is no danger of bank or breaker.
With the breeze hehinil us. oirwe go

;

Not too much, good Saint Antonio !
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VI.

THE SCHOOL OF SALERNO.

A traveling Scholastic affixing It is Theses to the gate of the College.

Scholastic. There, that is my gauntlet, my banner, my shield,

Hiin^' up as a challenge to all the field !

One hundred and twentj-five jiropositions,

Which I will maintain with the sword of the tongue
Against all disputants, old and young.
Let lis see if doctors or dialecticians

Will dare to dispute my defi)iitions,

Or attack any one of my learned theses.

Here stand I ; the end shall be as God pleases.

I think I have proved, liy profound research

The error of all those doctrines so vicious

Of the old Areopagite Dionysius,

That are making such terrible work in the churches,

By Jlichael tiie Stammerer sent from the East,

And (lone into Latin by that Scottish beast,

Erigena Johannes, who dares to maintain.

In the face of the truth, the error infernal,

That tlie universe is and must be eternal

;

At first laying down, as a fact fundamental,
That nothing with God can be accidental

;

Then asserting that God before the creation

Could not have existed, because it is plain

That; had he existed, he would have created ;

Which is begging the question that should be debated,

And moveth me less to anger than laughter.

All nature, he holds, is a respiration

Of the Spirit of God,, who, in breathing, hereafter

Will inhale it into his bosom again.

So that nothing but God alone will remain.

And therein he contradicteth himself ;

For he opens the whole discussion by stating.

That God can only exist in creating.

That question I tliink I have laid on the shelf !

( lie goes out. Two Doctors come in disputing, andfollowed hypupils. ]

Doctor Serafivo. I, with the Doctor Seranhic, maintain,

That a word which is only conceived in the brain

Is a type of eternal Generation ;

Tlie spoken word is the Incarnation.

Doctor Cheruhino. What do I care for the Doctor Seraphic,

With all his wordy chaffer and traffic ?

Doctor Serafino. You make but a paltry show of resistance :

Universals have no real existence !

Doctor Cheruhino. Your words are but idle and empty chatter ;

Ideas are eternally joined to matter !

Doctor Serafmo. May the Lord have mercy on your position.
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You wretched, wrangling culler of herbs !

Doctor Cherubino. Ma}' lie send j'our soul to eternal perdition.

For your Treatise on the irregular Verbs !

(They I'ush out fighting. Two Scholcrrs come in.)

First Scholar. Monte Cassino. then, is your College.

Wiiat think you of ours here at Sulern ?

Second Scholar. To tell the truth, I arrived so lately,

I hardly j'et have had time to discern.

So much, at least, I am bound to acknowledge :

The air seems iiealthy, tlie buildings stately,

And on the whole I like it greatly.

First Scholar. Yes. the air is sweet ; the Calabrian hills

Send us down puffs of mountain air ;

And in summer-time the sea-breoze fills

With its coolness cloister, and court, and square.
Then at every season of the year.

Tiiere are crowds of guests and travellers here

;

Pilgrims, and tnendicant friars, and traders
From tiie Levant, with figs and wine,
An:l bands of wounded and sick Crusaders,
Coming l)ack from Palestine.
Second Scholar. And what are the studies j'ou pursue?

Wliat is the course j-ou here go through ?

Fir.st Scholar. The first tliree years of the college course
Are given to Logic alone, as the source
Of all that is noble, and wise, and true.

Second Scholar. That seems rather strange, I must confess,
In a Medical School

; yet, nevertheless,
You doubtless have reasons for that.

First Scholar. O, yes !

For none but a clever dialectician
Can hope to become a great i^hysician ;

That has been settled long ago.
Logic makes an important part
Of the mystery of the healing art ;

For without it how could you hope to show
That nobody knows so much as you know ?

After this there are five years more
Devoted wliolly to medicine,
Witii lectures on cliirurgical lore,

And dissections of the bodies of swine.
As likest the human form divine.
Second Scholar. What are the books now most in vogue?
Fir.'it Scholar. Quite an extensive catalogue ;

Mostl}', iiowever, books of our own
;

As Gariopontus' Passionarius,
And the writings of Matthew Platearius ;

And a volume univer.sally known
As the Regimen of the Sciiool of Salern,
For Robert of Noiriiandy written in terse
And very elegant Latin verse.
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Eacli of these writings has its turn.
And wlien at lengtli we iiave finished these,
Tlien conies the struggle for degrees,
"With all the oldest and ablest critics

;

The public thesis and disputation,
Question, and answer, and explanation
Of a passage out of Hippocrates,
Or Aiistole's Anah'tics.
There the triumphant Magister stands !

A book is solemnly placecl in his hands,
On which he swears to follow the rule

And ancient forms of the good old School

;

To report if an\' confectionarius
JMingles his drugs with matters various,
And to visit liis patients twice a day,
And once in the night, if they live in town,
And if tliey are poor, to take no pay.
Having faithfuU.y promised these.

His head is crowned with a laurel crown
;

A kiss on his cheek, a ring on his hand,
The Magister Artium et Physices
Goes forth from the school like a lord of the land.

And now, as we have the whole morning before us
Let us go in, if you make no objection,
And listen awhile to a learned prelection
On Marcus Aurelius Cassiodorus.

{They go in. Enter Lucifer as a Doctor.)

Lucifer. This is the great School of Salern !

A land of wrangling and of quarrels.

Of brains that seethe, and hearts tliat burn,
AVhere every emulous scholar hears,

In every breath that comes to his ears,

The rustling of anotlier's laurels !

Tlie air of the place is called salubrious
;

The neighborhood of Vesuvius lends it

An odor volcanic, that rather mends it.

And the buildings have an aspect lugubrious,
Tliat inspires a feeling of awe and terror
Into the heart of tlie beholder.
And befits such an ancient homestead of error,

Where the old falsehoods moulder and smoulder.
And yearly by many hundred hands
Are carried away, in the zeal of youth.
And sown like tares in the field of truth,

To blossom and ripen in other lands.

What have we here, affixed to the gate?
The challenge of some scholastic wight,
Who wishes to hold a public debate
On sundry questions wrong or right

!

Ah, now this is my gi'eat delight I

For I have often observed of late
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That suoli iliscussions end in a figlit.

Let us sec wliat tlie learned wag maintains
With such a prodigal waste oi' brains.

{Reads.)

* Whether angels in moving from place to place
Pass througli the intermediate space.
Whether God liimself is the autiior of evil,

Or whether tiiat is the work of the Devil.
When, where, and wherefore Lucifer fell,

And whether he now is chained in hell."

I think I can answer that question well I

So long as tlie boastful luiman mind
Consents in such mills as this to grind,
I sit very firmly upon my throne !

Of a truth it almost makes me laugh,
To see men leaving tlie golden grain
To gather in piles the jntiful chnff
That old Peter Lombard thrashed with his brain,
To have it cauglit up ami tossed again
On the horns of the Dumb Ox of Cologne !-'o'

But my guests approach ! there is in the air

A fragrance, like that of the Beautiful Garden
Of Paradise, in the days that were !

An odor of innocence, and of ])ra}'er.

And of love, and faith tluit never fails,

Such as the fresh young heart exhales
Before it begins to wither and harden !

I cannot breathe such an atmosphere !

My .soul is iilled with a nameless fear,

That, after all my trouble and pain,
After all my I'estless endeavor,
The youngest, fairest soul of the twain,
The most ethereal, most divine.
Will escape from my hands foiever and ever.
But the oilier is already mine !

Let him live to corrupt his race.

Breathing among them, witii every breath,
Weakness, selfishness, and the base
And pusillanimous fear of death.
I know his nature, and I know
That of all who in my ministry
Wander the great earth to and fro.

And on my errands come and go,
The safest and subtlest are such as he.

(Enter Prince Henry and Elsie with attendants.)

Prince Henri/. Can j'ou direct us to Friar Augelo?
Lucifer. He stands before j'ou.

Prince Henry. Then you know our purpose.
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I am Prince Henry of Hoheneck, and tliis

The maiden that I spake of in my letters.

Lucifer. It is a very grave and solemn business !

We must not be precipitate. Does she
Without compulsion, of her own free will,

Consent to this ?

Prince Henry. Against all opposition,

Againft all prayers, entreaties, protestations.

She will not be persuaded.
Lucifer. That is strange

!

Have you thought well of it ?

Elsie. I come not here
To argue, but to die. Your business is not
To question, but to kill me. I am ready.
I am impatient to be gone from here
Ere an}' thoughts of earth disturb again
The spirit of tranquillity within me.
Prince Henry. Would I had not come here !

Would I were dead.
And thou wert in tliy cottage in the forest.

And hadst not known me ! Why have I done this?
Let me go back and die.

Elsie. It cannot be ;

Not if these cold, flat stones on which we tread
Were coulters heated white, and yonder gateway
Flamed like a furnace with a sevenfold heat.

I must fulfil my purpose.
Prince Henry. I forbid it

!

Not one step farther. For I only meant
To put thus far thy courage to the proof.

It is enough. I, too, have courage to die,

For thou hast taught me !

Elsie. O my Prince ! remember
Yovir promises. Let me fulfil my errand.

You do not look on life and death as I do.

There are two angels, that attend unseen
Each one of us, and in great books record
Our good and evil deeds. He who writes down
The good ones, after every action closes

His volume, and ascends with it to God.
The other keeps his dreadful day-book open
Till sunset, that we may repent ; which doing,
The record of the action fades away.
And leaves a line of white across the page.
Now if my act be good, as I believe it,

It cannot be recalled. It is already
Sealed up in heaven, as a good deed accomplished.
The rest is yours. Why wait you? I am ready,

{To her attendants.)

Weep not, my friends ! rntlier rejoice with me.
I shall not feel the pain, but shal' be gone,
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And you will have another friend in heaven.
Then start not at the creaking of tlie door
Through which I pass. I see what lies heyond it.

{To Prince Henry.)

And j'ou, O Prince ! bear back my benison
Unto my fatlier's house, and all within it.

This morning in tlie churcli I [irayed for them,
After confession, after absolution.
When my whole soul was white. I prayed for them.
God will take care of them, tliey need me not.

And in your life let my remembrance linger,

As something not to trouV)le and disturb it,

But to complete it, adding life to life.

And if at times beside the evening fire

You see my face among the other faces,

Let it not be regarded as a ghost
That haunts your house, but as a guest that loves you.
Nay, even as one of your o%\ n family,
AVitliout \\ Iiose presence there were something wanting.
I luive no more to say. Let us go in.

Pi-ince Henry. P'riar Angelo ! I charge you on your life,

Believe not wliat she says, for she is mad,
And comes here not to die, but to be healed.

Elsie. Alas I Prince Henry !

Lucifer. Come with mc ; this way.

(Elsie goes in with Lucifer, u-ho thrnsts Prince Henry back and
closes the door.)

Prince Henry, Gone ! and the light of all my life gone with her !

A sudden darkness falls upon the world !

O, what a vile and abject thing am I,

That purchase lengtii of days at such a cost !

Not by her death alone, but by the death
Of all that's good and true and noble in me !

All manhood, excellence, and self-respect.

All love, and faith, and hope, and heart are dead I

All my divine nobility of nature
By this one act is forfeited forever.

I am a Prince in nothing but in name !

{To the attendants.)

Why did you let this horrible deed be done?
Wiiy did you not lay hold on her. and keep lier

Froni self-destruction ? Angelo ! murderer !

(Struggles at the door, hut cannot open it. Elsie ivithin.)

Farewell, dear Prince ! farewell

!

Prince Henry. Unbar the door !

Lucifer. It is too late !

Prince Henry. It shall not be too late

!

{They burst the door open and rush in.)
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THE COTTAGE IN THE ODENWALD.

Ursula spinning. Suvimer afternoon. A table spread.

Ursula. I liave marked it wt-U,— it must be true,

—

Deatli never takes one alone, but two !

Whenever lie enters in at a door.
Under roof of gold or roof of thatch,
He always leaves it upon the latch,

And comes again ere the .year is o'er.

Never one of a liouseliold only '

Perhaps it is a mercy of God,
Lest the dead there under the sod.

In the land of strangers, should be lonely !

Ah me ! I think I am lonelier here !

It is hard to go,—l)nt liarder to stay !

Were it not for the children, I should pray
That Death would take me witliin tlie year I

And Gottlieb !—he is at work all day.
In the sunny field, or the forest murk.
But I know that his tlioughts are far away,
I know that his heart is not in his work !

And when lie conies to me at nigiit

He is not cheery, but sits and sighs.

And I see the great tears in his eyes,
And try to be cheerful for his sake.

Only the children's hearts are light.

Mine is weary, and ready to break.
God help us ! I hope we have done right

;

We thought we were acting for the best

!

{Looking through the open door.)

Who is it coming under tlie trees ?

A man, in the Prince's livery dressed !

He looks about him with doubtful face,

As if uncertain of tlie place.

He stops at the beehives ;—now lie sees

The garden gate ;—he is going past

!

Can lie be afraid of the bees ?

No ; he is coming in at last !

He fills my heart with strange alarm !

{Enter a Forester.)

Forester. Is this the tenant Gottlieb's farm ?

Ursula. Tliis is his farm, and I his wife.

Pray sit. What may your business be ?

Forester. News from the Prince !

Ursula. Of death or life ?

Forester. You put your questions eagerly !

Ursusla. Answer me, then ! How is the Prince?
Forester. I left liim only two hours since

Homeward returning down tlie river.
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As strong and well as if Goil, the Giver.

Had given him hack in his youtli again,

Ursula (dcsjun'riiig). Then Elsie, my poor child, is dead !

Forester. That, my good woman, I have not said.

Don't cross tlie bridge till yoii come to it.

Is a proverb old, and of excellent wit.

Ursula. Keep me no longer in this i)ain !

Forester. It is true your daughter is no more ;—
That is, the peasant she was before.

Ursula. Alas ! I am simple and lowly bred
lam poor, distracted, and forlorn.

And it is not well that 30U of the court
Should mock me thus, and make a sport

Of a joyless mother whose child is dead,

For von. too, were of mother born !

Forester. Your daugliter lives, and the Prince is well

!

You will learn ere long how it all befell.

Her heart for a moment never failed
;

But when they reached Salerno's gate,

The Prince's nobler self prevailed,

And saved her for a nobler fate.

And he was healed, in his despair,

By the touch of St. IMatthew's sacred bones ;

Though I tliink the long ride in the open air,

That pilgrimage over stocks and stones.

In the miracle must come in for a share !

Ui-sula. Virgin ! who lovest the poor and lonely.

If the loud cry of a mother's heart
Can ever ascend to where thou art,

Into thy blessed hands and holy
Receive my prayer of praise and thanksgiving S

Let the hancls that bore our Saviour bear it

Into the awful presence of God ;

For thy feet with holiness are shod.
And if thou bearest it he will hear it.

Our child who was dead again is living !

Forester. I did not tell you she was dead ;

If you thought so 'twas no fault of mine ;

At this very moment, while I speak.
They are sailing homeward down tiie Rhine,
In a s|)lendid barge, with golden jnow.
And decked with banners while and red

As the colors on your daughter's cheek.
They call lier the Lady Alicia now ;

For the Piince in Sahnno made a vosv

That Elsie only woukl he wed.
Ur.-iula. Jesu Marin ! what a change I

All seems to me so weirtl and strange !

Forester. I saw her standing on the deck,
Beneath an awning cool and sliady

Her cap of velvet coidd not hold
The tresses of her hair of gold,

20
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That flowed and floated like the stream,
And fell in masses down her neck.
As fair and lovely did she seem
As in a story or a dream
Some beautiful and foreign lady.
And the Prince looked so grand and proud,
And waved his hand thus to tlie crowd
That gazed and shouted from the shore,
All down the river, long and loud.

Ursula. We sliall behold our child once more ;

She is not dead 1 Slie is not dead !

God, listening, must have overheard
The prayers, that, without sound or word,
Our hearts in secrecy have said !

O, bring me to her ; for mine eyes
Are hungry to behold her face ;

My very soul within me cries
;

My very iiands seem to caress her,
To see her, gaze at her, and bless her

;

Dear Elsie, child of God and grace !

(Goes out toward the garden.)

Forester. There goes the good woman out of her head ;And Gottlieb's supper is waiting here
;A very capacious flagon of beer.

And a very portentous loaf of bread.
One would say his grief did not much oppress him.
Here's to the health of the Prince, God bless him I

{He drinks.)

Ha ! it buzzes and stings like a hornet

!

And what a scene there, through the door

!

The forest behind and the garden before,
And midway an old man of threescore,
With a wife and children that caress him.
Let me try still further to cheer and adorn it

With a merry, echoing blast of my cornet

!

(Goes out blowing his horn.)

THE CASTLE OF VAUTSBERG ON THE RHINE.

Prince Henry and Elsie standing on the terrace at evening. The
sound of bells heard from a distance.

Prince Henry. We are alone. The wedding guests
Ride down the hill, with plumes and cloaks.
And the descending dark invests
The Niederwald, and all the nests
Among its hoar and haunted oaks.

Elsie. What bells are those, that ring so slow,
So mellow, musical, and low ?
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Pi'incc Henry. They are the bells of Geisenheim,
Tluit wilh tlieir niolaiicholy chime
Riiif^ out tlie curfew of the sun.

Elsie. Listen, beloved.

Pi'inee Henry. Tliey are done I

Dear Elsie ! many years ago
Tliose same soft bells at eventide
Rang in the cars of Cliarlemagne,
As, seati'tl by Fastraila's side

At Ingellieini, in all his pride

He heard their sound wilh secret pain.

Elaie. Their voices only speak to me
Of peace and deep tramiuillity.

And endless confidence in tlu-e !

Prince Henry. Thou knowcst the story of her ring,

How, wlien tlie court went back to Aix,
Fastrada died ; and how the king
Sat watciiing by her niglit and day,

Till into one of the blue lakes.

That water that delicious land,

They cast tlie ring, drawn from her hand
;

And the great monarch sat serene
And sad beside tiie fatal shore,

Nor left tlie land forevermore.
Elsie. That was true love.

Prince Henry. For iiim tiie queen
Ne'er did wliat thou liast done for me.

Elsie. Wilt tliou as fond and faithful be?
Wilt thou so love me after death ?

Prince Henry. In life's delight, in death's dismay,
In storm and sunshine, niglit antl day,

III health, in sickness, in deca.y.

Here and hereafter, I am thine !

Thou hast Fastrada's ring. Beneath
Tiie calm, blue waters of tiiiue eyes
Deep in thy steadfast soul it lies.

And, undisturbed by this world's breath,
W^itli magic light its jewels sliine !

This golden ring, which thou hast worn
Upon thy linger since the morn,
Is but a symbol and a .semblance,
Aiuoutward fashion, a remembrance,
Of wlijit thou wearest witliin unseen,
O my Fastrada. O my (lueen !

Beiiold ! the hilltops all aglow
With purple and with ametiiyst;
While tiie whole valley deep below
Is lilied, and seems to overflow.
Witii a fast rising tide of mist.

The evening air grows damp and chill

;

Let us go in.

Elsie. Ail, not so soon.
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See yonder fire ! It is the moon
Slow rising o'er the eiisteru hill.

It glimmers on the forest tips,

And through the dewy foliage drips
In little rivulets of light,

And makes the heart in love with night.
Prince Henry. Oft on tiiis terrace, when the day

Was closing, have I stood and gazed,
And seen the landscape fade away,
And the white vapors rise and drown
Hamlet and vineyard, tower and town,
While far above the hilltops blazed.
But then another hand than thine
Was gentlj' held and clasped in mine

;

Another head upon my breast
Was laid, as thine is now, at rest.

Why dost thou lift those tender eyes
With so much sorrow and surprise ?

A minstrel's, not a maiden's hand.
Was that which in my own was pressed.
A manly form usurped thy place,

A beautiful, but bearded face,

That now is in the Holy Land,
Yet in my menior}' from afar
Is shining on us like a star.

But linger not, for while I speak,
A sheeted spectre white and tall,

The cold mist climbs the castle wall,

And lays his hand upon thy cheek !

{They go in.)

EPILOGUE.

THE TWO RECORDING ANGELS ASCENDING.

Tlie Angel of Good Deeds (with Chised Buolc). God sent
his messenger the rain,

And said unto the mountain brook,
" Rise up, and from thy caverns look
And leaji, with naked, snow-white feet.

From the cool hills into the heat
Of the broad, arid plain."

God sent his messenger of faith,

And whispered in the maiden's heart,
" Rise up, and look from where thou art.

And scatter with unselfish hands
Thy freshness on the barren sands
And solitudes of Death."
O beauty of holiness.
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Of self-forgetfulness, of lowliness !

O power of meekness,
Wliose very gentleness and weakness
Are like tlie yielding but irresistible air!

Upon the pages
Of the sealed volume that I bear,

The deed divine
Is written in t;li:iracters of gold,

That never sliall grow old,

But all tlirough ages
Burn and sliine,

"With soft effulgence !

O God ! it is thy indulgence
That fills the world with the bliss

Of a good deed like this !

Tlie Angel of Evil Deeds {with open book) . ] Not yet, not yet

Is the red sun wholly set,

But ever more recedes,

While open still I bear
The book of Evil Deeds,
To let the breathings of the upper air

Visit its pages and erase
The records from its face !

Fainter and fainter as I gaze
In the broad blaze
The glimmering landscape shines.

And below me the black river

Is hidden by wreaths of vapor !

Fainter and fainter the black lines

Begin to quiver
Along the whitening surface of the paper:

Shade after shade
The terrible words grow faint and fade,

And in their place
Runs a white space I

Down goes tlie sun I

But the soul of one.

Who by repentance
Has escaped tlie dreadful sentence,

Shines briglit below me as I look.

It is tlie end !

Witli closed book
To God do I ascend.

Lo I over the mountain steeps

A dark, gigantic shadow sweeps
Beneath my feet

;

A blackness inwardly brightening
With a sullen heat.

As a storm-cloud lurid with lightning.

And a cry of lamentation,
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Repeated and again repeated,
Deep and loud
As the reverberation
Of cloud answering unto cloud,
Swells and rolls away in the distance,
As if tlie sheeted
Lightning retreated.
Baffled and thwarted by the wind's resistance.

It is Lucifer,
The son of mystery

;

And since God suiTers him to be,

He, too, is God's minister,
And labors for some good
By us not understood !

THE SONG OF HIAWATHA.
INTRODUCTION.

Should you ask me, whence these
stories ?

Whence tliese legends and tradi-

tions.

With the odors of the foi'est,

With the dew and damp of mead-
ows,

With the curling smoke of wig-
wams.

With the rushing of great rivers,

With their frequent repetitions,

And their wild reverberations.

As of thunder in the mountains ?

I should answer, I should tell

you,
"From the forests and the prai-

ries.

From the great lakes of the North-
land,

From the land of the Ojibways,
From the land of the Dacotahs,
From the mountains, moors, and

fen-lands.
Where the heron, the Shuh-shuh-

gah,
Feeds among the reedsand rushes.

I repeat them as I heard them
From the lips of Nawadaha,
The musician, the sweet singer."

Should you ask where Nawa-
daha

Found these songs, so wild and
wayward.

Found these legends and tradi-

tions,

I should answer, I should tell j^ou,
" In the bird 's-nests of the forest,

In the lodges of the beaver.
In the hoof-prints of the bison.
In the eyry of the eagle !

" All the wild-fowl sang them
to him,

In the moorlands and the fen-

lands.
In the melancholy marshes ;

Chetowaik, the plover, sang them,
Mahng, the loon, the wild-goose,

Wawa,
The blue heron, the Shuh-shuh-

gah.
And tJie grouse, the Mushko-

dasa !

"

If still further you should ask
me.

Saying, " Who was Nawadaha?
Tell us of this Nawadaha,"
I should answer your inquiries

Straightway in such words aa
follow.

" In the "Vale of Tawjisentha,
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til the green aiul silent valley,

Hy the pleasant watercourses,
Dwelt the singer Nawadaha.
Round about the Indian village

Spread the meadows and tlie corn
fields.

And beyond them stood the
forest.

Stood the groves of singing pine-
trees.

Green in Summer white in
Winter,

Ever singing, ever singing.
" And the pleasant water-

courses,

You could trace them through
tlie valley.

By the rushing in the Springtime,
By the alders in the Summer,
By the white fog in the Autumn,
By the black line in the Winter ;

And beside them dwelt the singer,
In the vale of Tawasentha,
In the green and silent valley,

Tliere he sang of Hiawatha,
Sang the Song of Hiawatha,
Sang his wondrous birth and

being.
How he ])rayed and how he

fasted

,

How he lived, and toiled, and
suffered,

Tliat tlie tribes of men might
prosper.

Tliat lie might advance his
people !

"

Ye who love the haunts of Na-
ture,

Love the sunshine of the meadow.
Love the shadow of the forest.

Love the wind among the
blanches,

And the rain-shower and the
snowstorm.

And the rushin<^ of great rivers
Through their palisades of pine-

trees.

And the thunder in the moun-
tains.

Whose innumerable echoes
P^lap like eagles in their eyries ;

—

Listen to these wild traditions,

To this Song of Hiawatha !

Ye who love a nation's legends,
Love the ballads of a people.
That like voices from afar otf

Call to us to pause and listen,

Speak in tones so plain and child-
like,

Scarcely can the ear distinguish
Whether they are sung oi

spoken ;

—

Listen to this Indian Legend,
To this Song of Hiawatha !

Ye.whose hearts are fresh and
simple.

Who have faith in God and Na-
ture,

Who believe, that in all ages
Every human heart is human.
That in eveJi savage bosoms
There are longings, yearnings,

strivings
For the good they comprehend

not.

That the feeble hands and help-
less.

Groping blindly in the darkness,
Touch God's right hand in that

darkness
And are lifted up and strength-

ened ;

—

Listen to this simple story,
To this Song of Hiawatha !

Ye, who sometimes in your
rambles

Through the green lanes of the
country,

Where the tangled barberry-
bushes

Hang their tufts of crimson bei--

ries

Overstonewallsgray with mosses,
Pause by some neglected grave-

yard.
For a while to muse, and ponder
On a half-effaced inscription,
Written with little skill of song-

craft.

Homely phrases, but each letter
Full of hope, and yet of heart-

break,
Full of all the tender ])athos
Of the Here and the Hereafter ;—
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Stay and read this rude inscrip-

tion,

Read this Song of Hiawatha !

I.

THE PEACE-PIPE.

On the Mountains of tlie Prairie,

Uu the great Red Pipe-stone
Quarry,

Gitclie Manito the mighty,
He the Master of Life, descend-

ing.

On the red crags of the quarry
Stood erect, and called the na-

tions,

Called the tribes of men together.
From his footprints flowed a

river.

Leaped into the light of morning.
O'er the precipice plunging down-

ward
Gleamed like Ishkoodah, the

comet.
And the Spirit, stooping earth-

ward.
With his finger on the meadow
Traced a winding pathway for it.

Saying to it, " Run in this way !

"

From the red stone of the
quarry

With his hand he broke a frag-

ment,
Moulded it into a pipe-head,
Shaped and fashioned it with

figures ;

From the margin of the river

Took a long reed for a pipe-stem.
With its dark green leaves upon

it;

Filled the pipe with bark of
willow.

With the bark of the red willow ;

Breathed upon the neighboring
forest,

Made its great boughs chafe to-

gether,
Till in flame they burst and

kindled
;

And erect upon the mountains,
Gitche Manito, the mighty,

Smoked the calumet, the Peace-
Pipe,

As a signal to the nations.
And the smoke rose slowly,

slowly.
Through tlie tranquil air of

morning.
First a single line of darkness,
Then a denser, bluer vapor,
Then a snow-white cloud unfold-

ing,

Like the tree tops of the forest.

Ever rising, rising, rising.

Till it touched the top of lieaven,
Till it broke against the heaven.
And rolled outward all around it.

From the Vale of Tawasentha,
From the Valley of Wyoming.
From the groves of Tuscaloosa,
From the far-off Rocky Moun-

tains,

From the Northern lakes and
rivers

All the tribes beheld the signal.

Saw the distant smoke ascend-
ing,

The Pukwana of the Peace-Pipe.
And the Prophets of the na-

tions

Said :
•' Behold it, the Pukwana !

By this signal from afar off,

Bending like a wand of willow,
Vv'^aving like a hand that beckons,
Gitche Manito, the mighty.
Calls the tribes of men together,
Calls the warriors to hiscouncil !

"

Down the rivers, o'er tlie prai-

ries,

Came the warriors of tlie na-
tions,

Came the Delawares and Mo-
hawks,

Came the Choctaws and Ca-
nranches.

Came the Shoshonies and Black-
feet,

Came the Pawnees and Omahas,
Came the Mandans and Dacotahs,
Came the Huroiis and Ojibways,
All the warriors drawn together
By the signal of the Peace-Pipe,
To the Mountains of the Prairie,
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To the Great Red Pipe-stone
Quarry,

And they stood there on the
meadow,

With tlieir weapons and their

war-gear,
Painted like the leaves of Au-

tumn,
Painted like the sky of morning.
Wildly glaring at each other ;

In their faces stern defiance,

In their hearts the feuds of ages.

The hereditary hatred.

The ancestral thirst of vengeance.
Gitche ]\Ianito, the mighty,

The creator of tlie nations.

Looked upon tliem with com-
passion ,

With paternal love and pity !

Looked upon their wrath and
wrangling,

But as quarrels among children,

But as feuds and fights of chil-

dren !

Over them he stretched his

right hand.
To subdue their stubborn natures.

To allay their thirst and fever,

B}' the'shadow of his right hand
;

Spake to them with voice ma-
jestic

As the sound of far-off waters.

Falling into deep abysses,

Warning, chiding, spake in this

wise :

—

" O my children ! my poor chil-

dren !

Listen to the words of wisdom,
Listen to the words of warning,
From the lips of the (ireat S]»irit,

From tlie ]\Iaster of Life, who
made you :

" I have given you lands to

hunt in,

I liave given you streams to fish in,

I have given you bear and bison,

I have given you roe and lein-

deer,

I have given you brant and bea-

ver.

Filled tlie marshes full of wild-

fowl,

Filled the rivers full of fishes ;

Why tiien are you not contented ?

Why then will you hunt each
other?

" I am weary of your quarrels,

Weary of your wars and blood-
shed.

Wearyof your prayers for venge
ance,

Of your wranglings and dissen

sions

;

All your strength is in your
union.

All your danger is in discord ;

Therefore be at peace hencefor-
ward,

And as brothers live together.
" I will send a Projihet to you,

A Deliverer of tlie nations.

Who shall guide j'ou and shall

teach you.
Who shall toil and suffer with

you.
If you listen to his counsels,

You will multiplj" and ])rosper
;

If his warnings pass unheeded,
You will fade away and perisli !

" Bathe now in the stream be-

fore you,
Wash the war-paint from your

faces.

Wash the blood-stains from your
fingers.

Bury j'our war-clubs and jour
weapons,

Break the red stone from this

quarry,
Mould and make it into Peace-

Pipes,
Take the reeds that grow beside

you,
Deck them with y( ur Inightest

feathers,
Snioke the calumet logfther,

And as brotlurs live hencefor-
ward !

"

Then upon the grtmnd the war-
riors

Threw their cloaks and shirts of
deer-skin.

Threw their weapons and their

war-gear,
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Leaped into the rushing river,

Washed the war-paint from their

faces,

Clear above them flowed the
water.

Clear and limpid from the foot-

prints
Of the Master of Life descending

;

Dark below them flowed the
water,

Soiled and stained witli streaks
of crimson.

As if blood were mingled with it !

From the river came the war-
riors,

Clean and washed from all their
war-paint

;

On the banks tlieir clubs they
buried.

Buried all their warlike weapons.
Gitche Manito, the miglity.

The Great Spirit, the creator.

Smiled upon his helpless chil-

dren !

And in silence all the warriors
Broke the red stone of the

quarry.
Smoothed and formed it into

Peace-Pi pes.

Broke the long reeds by the
river.

Decked them Avith their briglit-

est feathers,

And departed each one home-
ward.

While the Master of Life, ascend-
inf>*

Through the opening of cloud-
curtains,

Through the doorways of the
heaven,

Vanislied from before their faces,

In the smoke tliat rolled around
him.

The Pukwana of the Peace-Pipe !

II.

THE FOUR WINDS.

" Honor be to Mudjekeewis !

"

Cried the warriors, cried the old

men,

When he came in triumpli huiiie-

ward
With the sacred Belt of Wam-

pum,
From tlie regions of the North-

Wind,
From tlie kingdom of Wabas.so.
Drom tlie land of the White

Rabbit.
He had stolen the Belt oT

Wampum
From the neck of Mishe-Mokwa,
From the Great Bear of the

mountains.
From the terror of the nations.
As he lay asleep and cumbrous
On the summit of the mountains,
Like a rock with mosses on it.

Spotted • brown and gray with
mosses.

Silently lie stole upon him.
Till the red nails of the monster
Almost touched him, almost

scared him.
Till the hot breath of liis nostrils

Warmed the hands of Mudjekee-
wis,

As he drew the Belt of Wampum
Over the I'ound ears, that heard

not.

Over the small eyes, that .saw

not.
Over the long nose and nostrils.

The black muffle of the nostrils.

Out of which the heavy breath-
ing

Warmed the bands of Mudjekee-
wis,

Then he swung aloft liis war-
club.

Shouted loud and long his war-
cry.

Smote the mightv Mishe-JIokwa
In the middle of the forehead,
Right between the eyes he smote

him,
With the heavy blow bewil-

dered.
Rose the Great Bear of the moun-

tains ;

But his knees beneath him trem-
bled,
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And he wliinipered like a woman,
As he reeled and staggered for-

ward,
As lie sat upon his haunches ;

And the mighty Mudjekeewis,
Standing fearlessly before him,
Taunted him in loud derision,

Spake disdainfully in this wise—
"Hark you, Bear! you are a

cowanl.
And no Brave, as you pretended ;

Else you would not cry and
whimper

Like a miserable woman !

Bear ! you know our tribes are
hostile.

Long have been at war together, ;

Now vou find that we are strong-
\^st.

You go sneaking in the forest.

You go hiding in the mountains !

TTnd you concpiered me in battle,

Not a groan would I have uttered ;

But you, Bear ! sit here and
whimper,

And disgrace your tribe by cry-

ing,

Like a wretched Shaugodaya,
Like a cowardh' old woman !

"'

Then again he raised his war-
club.

Smote ngain the Mishe-Mokwa
In the middle of his forehead.
Broke his skull, as ice is broken
When one goes to fish in Winter.
Thus was slain the Mishe-Mokwa,
He the Great Bear of the moun-

tains,

He the terror of the nations.
" Honor be to Mudjekeewis !

"

With a shout exclaimed the
people,

" Honor be to Mudjekeewis !

Henceforth he shall be the West-
Wind.

And hereafter and forever
Shall he hold supreme dominion
Over all the winds of heaven.
Call him no more JIudjekeewis,
Call him Kabeyun, the West-

Wijid !

•'

Thus was Mudjekeewis chosen

Father of the Winds of Heaven.
For himself he kept the West-

Wind,
Gave the others to his children

;

Unto Wabun gave the East-
Wind.

Gave the South to Shawondasee,
And the North-Wind, wild and

cruel,

To the fierce Kabibonokka.
Young and beautiful was Wa-

bun ;

He it was who brought the morn-
ing,

He it was whose silver arrows
Chased the dark o'er hill and

valley ;

He it was whose cheeks were
painted

With the brightest streaks of
crimson,

And whose voice awoke the
village,

Called the deer, and called the
hunter.

Lonely in the sky was Wabun ;

Though the birds sang gayly to
him.

Though the wild-flowers of the
meadow

Filled the air with odors for him,
Though the forests and the rivers

Sang and shouted at his coming.
Still his heart was sad within him,
For he was alone in heaven.
But one morning, gazing earth-

ward.
While the village still was sleep-

ing,

And the fog lay on the river,

Like a ghost, that goes at sun-
rise.

He beheld a maiden walking
All alone ujion a meadow.
Gathering watei-tlags and rushes
By a river in the meadow.
Every morning, gazing earth-

ward.
Still the first thing he beheld

there
Was her blue eyes looking at him.
Two blue lakes among the ruslies.
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And he loved the lonel}' maiden,
Who thus waited for liis coming

;

For they both were solitar)^

Slie on earth and he in lieaven.

And he wooed her with
caresses,

Wooed iier with his smile of sun-
shine,

Witli his flattering words he
wuoed her,

W^ith his sigliing and his singing.
Gentlest whispers in the branches,
Softest music, sweetest odors,
Till he drew her to his bosom.
Folded in his robes of crimson,
Till into a star he changed her.

Trembling still upon Jus bosom.
And forever in the heavens
They are seen together walking,
Wabun and the Wabun-Annung,
Wabun and the Star of Morning.
But the fierce Kabibonokka

Had his dwelling among icebergs,
In the everlasting snowdrifts.
In the kingdom of Wabasso,
In tlie land of the White Rabbit.
He it was wiiose hand in Autumn
Painted all the trees with scarlet,

Stained tlie leaves with red and
yellow ;

He it was who sent tlie snow-
flakes,

Sifting, hissing througlitlie forest.

Froze the ponds, the lakes, the
rivers,

Drove the loon and sea-gull
southward.

Drove the cormorant and curlew
To their nests of sedge and sea-

tang
In the realms of Shawondasee.
Once the fierce Kabibonokka.

Issued from his lodge of snow-
drifts.

From his home among the ice-

bergs.
And his hair, witli snow be-

sprinkled.
Streamed behind him like a river.

Like a black and wintry river.

As he howled and hurried south-
ward,

Over frozen lakes and moorl;iiid'-.

There among the reeds imd
ruslies

Found lie Shingebis, the diver.
Trailing strings of fish behind

him.
O'er the frozen fens and moor-

lands,

Lingering still among the moor-
lands,

Tliougli liis tribe had long de-
parted

To the land of Shawondasee.
Cried the fierce Kabibonokka.,

" Who is this that dares to brave
me?

Dares to stay in my dominions,
When tlie Wawa has departed,
W^hen the wild-goose has gone

southward.
And tbe heron, the Shuh-shuh-

gah,
Long ago departed southward?
I will go into his wigwam,
I will put his smouldering fire

out !

"

And at night Kabibonokka
To the lodge came wild and

wailing.
Heaped the snow in drifts about it,

Shouted down into the smoke-
Hue,

Shook the lodge-poles in his fuiT,

Flapped the curtain of the door-
way

Shingebis, the diver, feared not,

Shingebis, the diver, cared not

;

Four great logs had he for fire-

wood.
One for each moon of the winter.
And for food tlie fishes served

him.
By his blazing fire he sat there.

Warm and merry, eating, laugh-
ing,

Singing •' O Kabibonokka,
You are but my fellow-mortal !

"

Then Kabibonokka entered.
And though Shingebis, the diver.

Felt his presence by the coldness.

Felt his icy breath upon him.
Still he did not cease his singing.
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Still he did not leave his laughing,
Only turned the log a little,

Only made the fire burn brighter,

Made tlie sparks fly up the smoke-
flue,

From Kabibonokka's forehead.
From his snow-besprinkled

tresses.

Drops of sweat fell fast and
heavy,

Making dints upon the ashes.

As along tlie eaves of lodges.

As from drooping bouglis of
hemlock,

Drips the melting snow in spring-
time. ,

Making lioUows in the snowdrifts.
Till at last he rose defeated.

Could not bear the heat and
laugliter,

Coul.l not bear the merry singing,
But rushed headlong tiirough tlie

doorway.
Stamped upon the crusted snow-

drifts

Stamped upon the lakes and
rivers.

Made the snow upon them harder.
Made the ice upon tliem thicker.
Challenged Slungebis, tlie diver.
To come fortli and wrestle with

him.
To come forth and wrestle naked
On the frozen fens and moor-

lands.
Forth went Shingebis, the diver,

AVrestled all night with the
North-Wind,

Wrestled naked on the moor-
lands

With tlie fierce Kabibonokka,
Till iiis panting breath grew

fainter.

Till his frozen grasp grew feebler.
Till in* reeled and staggered

backward.
And retreated, hafiied, beaten,
To the kingdom of Wabasso,
To the land of tlie Wiiite Rabbit,
Hearing still the gusty laughter.
Hearing Sliingebis, tlie diver.
Singing. " O Kabibonokka,

You are but my fellow-mortal !

"

Shawondasee, fat and lazy.

Had his dwelling far to south-
ward,

In the drowsy, dreamy sunshine,
In the never-ending Summer.
He it was wlio sent the wood-

birds.

Sent the Opechee, the robin.

Sent the bluebird, the Owaissa,
Sent the Shawsliaw, sent the

swallow,
Sent the wild-goose, Wawa,

northward.
Sent the melons and tobacco.
And the grapes in purple clusters,

From his pipe the smoke as-

cending .

Filled the sky with hazen vapor,
Filled the air with dreamy soft-

ness,

Gave a twinkle to the water.
Touched the rugged hills with

smoothness,
Brought the tender Indian Sum-'

mer
To the melancholy north-land.
In the dreary Moon of Snow-slioes.

Listless, careless Sliawondasee !

In his life he had one shadow.
In his heart one sorrow had he.

Once, as he was gazing north-
ward.

Far away upon a prairie

He beheld a maiden standing.
Saw a tall and slender maiden
All alone upon a prairie

;

Brightest green were all her gar-
ments

And her hair was like the sun-
shine.

Day by day he gazed upon her.

Day by day he sighed with pas-

sion,

Day by day his heart within him
Grew more hot with love and

longing
For the maid with yellow tresses.

But he was too fat and lazy
To bestir himself and woo her

;

Yes, too indolent and easy
To pursue her and persuade her.
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So he only gazed upon her,
Only sat and siglied with passion
For the maiden of tlie prairie.

Till one morning, looking
northward.

He beheld her yellow tresses
Changed and covered o'er with

whiteness,
Covered as with whitest snow-

flakes.

"Ah! my brother from the
Nortli-land,

From the kingdom of Wabasso,
From the land of the White

Rabbit

!

You have stolen the maiden from
me.

You have laid your hand upon
her.

You have wooed and won my
maiden.

With your stories of the North-
land !

"

Thus the wretched Shawondasee
Breathed into the air his sorrow

;

And the South-Wind o'er the
prairie

Wandered warm with sighs of
passion

With the sighs of Shawondasee,
Till the air seemed full of snow-

flakes,

Full of thistle-down the prairie,

And the maid with hair like
sunshine

Vanished from his sight forever
;

Never more did Shawondasee
See the maid with yellow tresses !

Poor, deluded Shawondasee

!

'T was no woman tliat you gazed
at,

'T was no maiden that you sighed
for,

'T was the prairie dandelion
That through all the dreamy

Summer
You had gazed at with such

longing.
You had sighed for with such

passion,
And had puffed away forever.
Blown into the air with sighing.

Ah ! deluded Shawondasee !

Thus the Four Winds were
divided

;

Tluis the sons of Mudjekeewis
Had tlieir stations in the lieavens.
At tlie corners of the heavens

;

For himself tlie West-Wind only
Kept the mighty Mudgekeewis.

IH.

HIAWATHA'S CHILDHOOD.

Downward through the evening
twiliglit,

In the days that are forgotten,
In the unreniembered ages,
From the full moon fell Nokomis,
Fell the beautiful Nokomis,
She a wife, but not a mother.
She was sporting with her

women
Swinging in a swing of grape-

vines.
When her rival, tlie rejected.
Full of jealousy and hatred.
Cut the leafy swing asunder,
Cut in twain the twisted grape-

vines.
And Nokomis fell affrighted
Downward through the evening

twilight,
On the Muskoday, the meadow.
On the prairie full of blossoms.
"Seel a star falls!" said the

people

;

" From the sky a star is falling !"

There among the ferns and
mosses.

There among the prairie lilies.

On the Muskoday, the meadow,
In the moonlight and the star-

light,

Fair Nokomis bore a daughter.
And she called her name Weno-

nah.
As the firstborn of her daughters.
And the daughter of Nokomis
Grew up like the prairie lilies,

Grew a tall and slender jnaiden,
With the beauty of the moon-

light,

With the beauty of the starlight.
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And Nokoniis warned her often,
Saying oft, and ofl repeating,
" O, beware of Mudjekeewis,
Of tiie West-Wind, Mudjekeewis

;

Listen not to what he tells j-ou
;

Lie not down upon the meadow.
Stoop not down among the lilies.

Lest the West-wind come and
harm jou !

'"

But she heeded not the warn-
ing.

Heeded not those words of wis-
dom,

And the West-Wind came at
evening,

Walking lightly o'er the prairie.

Whispering to the leaves and
blossiims.

Bending low tlie flowers and
grasses.

Found the beautiful Wenonah,
Lying there among the lilies,

Wooed her with his words of

sweetness.
Wooed her with his soft caresses.

Till she bore a son in sorrow.
Buif a son of love and sorrow,

Til us was born my Hiawatha,
Thus was born the child of won-

der
;

But the daughter of Nokomis,
Hiawatha's gentle mother,
Li her anguish died deserted
By the West-Wind, false and

faithless.

By tile heartless Mudgekeewis.
For her daughter, long and

loudly
Wailetl and wept the sad Noko-

mis ;

'• U that I were dead !
" she mur-

mured,
"O that I were dead, as thou

art !

No more work, and no more
weeping,

Wahfuiowin ! Wahonowin !

"

By tiie shores of Gitehe Oumee,
By thf shining Big-Sea-Wali-r,
Stood the wigwam of Nokoniis.
Daiigiiter of tlie Moon, Noktjniis.

Dark behind it rose the forest,

Rose the black and gloomy pine-

trees.

Rose the firs with cones upon
them ;

Bright before it beat the water.
Beat the clear and sunny water.
Beat the shining Big-sea-Water,
There the wrinkled, old Noko-

mis
Nursed the little Hiawatha,
Rocked him in his linden cradle,

Bedded soft in moss and rushes.
Safely bound with reindeer

sinews

;

Stilled his fretful wail by saving,
"Hush! the Naked Bear' will

get thee !

"

Lulled him into slumber, singing,
" Ewa-yea I my little owlet !

"

Who is this, that lights the wig-
wam ?

With his great eyes lights the
wigwam ?

Ewa-yea ! mj- little owlet !
" -

Many things Nokomis taught
him

Of the stars that shine in heaven :

Showed him Ishkoodah, the
comet,

Ishkoodah, with fiery tresses;

Showed the Death-Dance of the
spirits.

Warriors with their plumes and
war-clubs.

Flaring far away to northward
In the frosty nights of Winter ;

Showed tlie broad, white load in

heaven.
Pathway of the ghosts, the

shadows.
Running straight across the

heavens.
Crowded with the ghosts, the

shadows.
.Vt the door on summer even-

ings
Sat the little Hiawatha ;

Heard the whispering of the
])ine-trees.

Heard the lapping of the water,
Sounds of music, words of won-

der :
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" Minne-wawa " said the pine-

trees,
" Mudway -aushka !

" said the
water.

Saw the fire-fl}', Wah-wah-tay-
see,

Flitting tliroiigh the dusk of

evening.
With the twinkle of its candle
Ligliting up the brakes and

buslies,

And he sang tlie song of cliildren.

Sang the song Nokomis taught
liini

:

•' Wah-wali-taysee, little fire-fly,

Little, flitting, white-fire insect,

Little, dancing, white-fire crea-

ture.

Light me witli your little candle.
Ere upon my bed I lay me.
Ere in sleep I close my eyelids !

"

Saw tlie moon rise from the
water

Rippling, rounding from the
water.

Saw the flecks and shadows on it.

Whispered. " WMiatis tliat, Noko-
mis ?

"

And the good Nokomis an-
swered :

" Once a warrior, very angry,
Seized his grandmother, and

threw hor
Up into tlie sky at midnight

;

Riglit against the moon he threw
lier :

'T is her body that you see
there."

Saw the rainbow in the heaven.
In the eastern sky, the rainbow,
\Vliispered. ' WHiat is that, Noko-

mis ?
"

And tlie good Nokomis an-
swered :

•' 'T is the lieaven of flowers you
see there ;

All the wild-flowers of the forest,

All the lilies of the prairie,

Wlien on eartli they fade and
perish.

Blossom in that heaven above
us."

When he heard the owls at
midnight.

Hooting, laughing in the forest,

"What is that?" he cried in

terror
;

" What is that? " he said, " No-
komis ?

"

And tlie good Nokomis answered :

" That is but the owl and owlet,
Talking in their native language,
Talking, scolding at eacli other."
Then the little Hiawatha

Learned of every bird its lan-

guage,
Learned their names and all

their secrets,

HoAv they built their nests in
Summer,

Where they hid tliemselves in

Winter.
Talked witli tliem whene'er he

met them.
Called them " Hiawatha's Chick-

ens."
Of all beasts he learned the

language.
Learned their names and all

their secrets.
How the beavers built tlieir

lodges.

Where the squirrels hid tlieir

acorns,
How the reindeer ran so swiftl}'.

Why the rabbit was so timid.
Talked with them whene'er he

met them.
Called them " Hiawatha's Broth-

ers."

Tlien lagoo, the great boaster.
He the marvellous stor^'-teller.

He tlie traveller and tlie talker.

He the friend of old Nokomis,
Made a bow for Hiawatlia ;

From a branch of asli he made it.

From an oak-bow made the ar-

rov.-s.

Tipped witli flint, and winged
witli feathers,

And the cord he made of deer-
sk i n

.

Then he said to Hiawatha :

" Go, my son, into the forest,
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Where the red deer herd to-

gether.
Kill fur lis a famous roebuck,
Kill for u.s a deer with antlers I

'"

Forth i)ito the forest straight-

way
All alone walked Hiawatha
Fioudly. wilii ins bow and ar-

rows :

And the birds saiig round him,
o'er liini,

" Do not shoot »is. Hiawatha !

"'

Sang the Opeclui', the robin.
Sang the bluebird, the Owaissa,
*' Do not shoot us, Hiawatha !

"

Up tiie oak-tree, close beside
him.

Sprang the squirrel. Adjidaumo,
In and out aniDng the brandies.
Coughed and chattered from the

oak-tree,
Laughed, and said between his

laugliing,
" Do not shoot me, Hiawatha !

"

And tlie rabbit from his path-
way

Leaped aside, and at a distance
Sat erect upon his haunches,
Half in fear and half in fi'olic,

Saying to the little hunter,
" Do not shoot me, Hiawatha !

"

But he heeded not, nor heard
them.

For his thoughts were with the
red deer

;

On their tracks his eye was fas-

tened.
Leading downward to the river,
To the ford across the river,

And as one in slumber walked he.
Hidden in the alder-bushes,

riiere he waited till the deer
came.

Till he saw two antlers lifted,

Saw two eyes look from the
thicket.

Saw two nostrils point to wind-
ward ,

And a deer came down tiie path-
way.

Flecked with leafy light and
shadow.

21

And his heart within him flut-

tered.

Trembled like the leaves above
him.

Like the birch-leaf palpitated.
As the deer came down the path-

way.
Then upon one knee uprising,

Hiawatha aimed an arrow
;

Scarce a twig moved with his

motion.
Scarce a leaf was stirred or rus-

tled,

But the wary roebuck started,

Stanjped with all his hoofs to-

gether,
Listened with one foot uplifted.

Leaped as if to meet the arrow
;

All ! the singing, fatal arrow,
Like a wasp it buzzed and stung

him !

Dead he lay there in the forest.

By the ford across the river
;

Beat his timid heart no longer,
But the heart of Hiawatha
Throbbed and shouted and ex-

vxlted.

As he bore the I'ed deer home-
ward

And lagoo and Nokomis
Hailed liis coming with applauses.
From the red deer's hide No-

komis
Made a cloak for Hiawatha,
From the red deer's flesh No-

komis
Made a banquet in his honor.
All the village came and feasted,
All the guests praised Hiawatha,
Called liim Strong-Heart, Soan-

getaha

!

Called him Loon-Heart, Mahn-
gotaysee

!

IV.

ni.VWATH^. AND MUDJEKEEWIS.

Out of childhood into manhood
Now had grown my Hiawatha,
Skilled in all thecraft of hunters,
Learned in all the lore of old

men,
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In all youth fill sports and pas-

times,
In all manly aits and l;il)ors.

Swift of loot was Hiawatha ;

He could shoot an arrow fi-om

him,
And run forward with such fleet-

ness,

Tliat the arrow fell hehind liim !

Stron<;- of arm was Hiawatha ;

He could shoot ten arrows up-
ward,

Shoot tliem with such strength
and swiftness

That the tenth had left the bow-
string

Ere the first to earth had fallen !

He had mittens, Minjekahwun,
Magic mittens made of deer-skin ;

"When upon liis hands he wore
them,

He could smite the rocks asun-
der,

He could grind them into pow-
der,

He had moccasins enchanted,
]\Iagic moccasins of deer-skin ;

When he bound them round liis

ankles,
Wiien upon his feet lie tied them.
At eacli stride a mile he meas-

ured !

Mucii he questioned old No-
koniis

Of liis father Mudjekeewis ;

Learned from her tiie fatal secret

Of the beauty of his mother.
Of the falsehood of his father ;

And his heart was liot within
him.

Like a living coal his heart was.

Tlien he said to old Nokomis,
" I will go to Jludjekeewis,

See how fares it with my father.

At the doorways of the West-
Wind,

At the portals of the Sunset !

"

From liis lodge went Hiawatha,
Dressed for travel, armed for

hunting ;

Dressed in deer-skin shirt and
leggings,

Riclilj' wrought with quills and
wampum

;

On his head his eagle feathers.

Round his waist his belt of wam-
pum,

In his hand his l)Ow of ash-wood,
Strung with sinews of the rein-

deer ;

111 his (juiver oaken arrows,
Tipped witli jasper, winged with

feathers

;

With liis mittens, Minjekahwun,
With his moccasins enchanted.
Warning said the old Nokomis,

" Go not forth. O Hiawatha !

To the kingdom of the West-
Wind,

To the realms of Mudjekeewis,
Lest lie liarm you with his magic.
Lest he kill you with his cun-

ning !

"

But the fearless Hiawatha
Heeded not her woman's warn-

ing
;

Forth he strode into the forest.

At each stride a mile he meas-
iired ;

Lurid seemed the sky above him,
Lurid seemed the earth beneath

him,
Hot and close theairarouni him,
Filled with smoke and fitrj' va

pors,

As of burning woods and prairies.

For his heart was hot within
him,

Like a living coal his heart was.
So he journeyed wtst'Aard,

westward,
Left the fleetest deer behind him,
Left the antelope and bison ,*

Crossed the rushing Esconaba.
Crossed the mighty Mississippi,

Passed the Mountains of the
Prairie,

Passed the land of Crows and
Foxes,

Passed the dwellings of the Black-
feet,

Caiue unto the Rocky Mountains.
To the kingdom of the West-

Wind,
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Wliere upon the gusty summits,
Sat the ancient Mudjekeewis,
Ruler of the winds of heaven.

Filled with awe was Hiawatha
At the aspect of his father.

On the air ahout him wildly
Tossed and streamed his cloudy

tresses,

Gleamed like drifting snow his

tresses,

Glared likelshkoodah, the comet,
Like tlie star with fieiy tresses.

Filled with joy was Mudjekee-
wis

When he looked on Hiawatha,
Saw his youth rise up before him
Til tiie face of Hiawatha,
Saw tlie beauty'of Wenonah
From the grave rise up before

him.
"Welcome!" said he, "Hia-

watha,
To the kingdom of the West-

Wind

!

Long have I been waiting for

you!
Youth is lovely, age is lonely,

Youth is fiery, age is frosty
;

You bring back the days depart-
ed.

You bring back my youth of pas-
sion.

And the beautiful Wenonah !

"

Many days they talked to-

gether.
Questioned, listened, w^aited, an-

swered.
Much the mighty Mudjekeewis
Boasted of his ancient prowess,
Of his jierilous adventures,
His indomitable courage,
His invulneralile body.

Patientlj' sat Hiawatha,
Listening to his father's boast-

ing :

With a smile he .sat and listened.

Uttered neither threat nor men-
ace.

Neither word nor look betrayed
him.

But his heart was hot within
him,

Like a living coal his heart was.
Then he said, '• O Mudjekeewis,

Is there nothing that can harm
you ?

Nothing that you are afraid of?"
And the mighty Mudjekeewis,
Grand and gracious in his boast-

ing-

Answ^ered, saying, "There is

nothing.
Nothing but the black rock yon-

der.

Nothing but the fatal Waw-
beek V

"

And he looked at Hiawatha
With a wise look and benignant,
With a countenance paternal.
Looked with pride upon the

beauty
Of his tall and graceful figure.

Saying, " O my Hiawatha I

Is there anything can harm you ?

Anything you are afraid of ?
"

But the wary Hiawatha
Paused awhile, as if uncertain,
Held his peace, as if resolving,
And then answered, "Tliere is

nothing,
Nothing but the bulrush yonder.
Nothing but tlie great Apukwa !

"

And as Mudjekeewis, rising,

Sti'etched his hand to iiluck the
bulrush,

Hiawatha cried in ten'or.
Cried in well-dissembled terror,
" Kago I kago ! do not touch it !

"

"Ah, kaweeu !
" said Mudjekee-

wis,
" No indeed, I will not touch it I

"

Then they talked of other mat-
ters ;

First of Hiawatha's brothers.
First of ^Vabun, of the Easl-

Wind.
Of the South-Wind, Shawomla-

see.

Of the North, Kabibonokka
;

Then of HiawatliiTs mother,
Of tlie beautiful Wenonah,
Of her birth upon (he meadow.
Of her deatli, as old Nokomis
Had remembered and related.



324 LONGFELLOW'S POEMS.

And he cried, " O Mudjekeewis,
It was you who killed Wenonah,
Took her young life and her

beauty,
Broke the Lily of tlie Prairie,

Trampled it beneath your foot-

steps ;

You confess it ! you confess it !

"

And the mighty Mudjekeewis
Tossed his gray hairs to the west

wind
Bowed his hoary head in anguish.
Witli a silent nod assented.

Tlien up started Hiawatha,
And witli threatening look and

gesture
Laid his hand upon the black

rock.
On the fatal Wawbeek laid it,

With his mittens, Minjekahwun,
Rent the jutting crag asunder,
Smote and crushed it into frag-

ments.
Hurled them madly at his father,

The remorseful Mudjekeewis,
For his heart was hot %vithin him,
Like a living coal his heai't was.
But the ruler of the West-Wind

Blew the fragments backward
from him.

With the breathing of his nos-

trils,

With the tempest of his anger,
Blew them back at his assailant

;

Seized the bulrush, tlie Apukwa,
Dragged it with its roots and

fibres

From the margin of the meadow.
From its ooze, the giant bulrush

;

Long and loud lauglied Hia-
watha !

Then began the deadly conflict.

Hand to hand among tlie moun-
tains ;

From his eyry screamed the eagle,

The Keneu, the great wai'-eagle.

Sat upon the crags around them,
Wheeling flapped his wings above

them.
Like a tall tree in the tempest

Bent and lashed the giant bul-

rush ;

And in masses huge and lieavy
Crashing fell the fatal Wawbeek

;

Till th(^ earth shook with the tu-

mult
And confusion of the battle,
And the air was full of shoutings,
And the thunder of the moun-

tains,

Starting, answered, " Baim-wa-
wa !

"

Back retreated Mudjekeewis,
Rushing westward o'er the moun-

tains,

Stumbling westward down the
mountains.

Three whole days retreated fight-

ing,

Still pursued by Hiawatha
To the doorways of the West-

Wind,
To the portals of the Sunset,
To the earth's remotest border,
Where into the empty spaces
Sinks the sun, as a flamingo
Drops into her nest at nightfall.

In the melanclioly marshes.
" Hold !

" at lengtli cried Mud-
jekeewis,

" Hold, my son, my Hiawatha !

'T is impossible to kill me,
Foryou cann .t kill tlie immortal.
I have put you to tliis trial,

But to know and prove your
courage ;

Now receive the prize of valor !

" Go back to j'our honid and
people,

Live among them, toil among
tliem,

Cleanse the earth from all that
harms it,

Clear the fishing-grounds and
rivers.

Slay all monsters and magicians,
All the giants, the Wendigoes,
All the serpents, the Kenabeeks,
As I slew the Mislie-Mokwa.
Slew the Great Bear of the moun-

tains.
" And at last when Death

draws near you,
When the awful eyes of Pauguk
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Glare upon you in the duikness,
I will share my kingdom with

you,
Ruler shall you be thencefor-

ward
Of the Northwest-Wind, Kee-

waydin.
Of the Home-wind, the Kceway-

din."
Thus was fought that famous

battle

In the dreadful days of Shah-
shah,

In the days long since departed.
In the kingdom of the West-

Wind.
Still the hunter sees its traces
Scattered far o'er hill and valley ;

Sees the giant bulrush growing
By tiie ponds and watercourses,
Sees the nuisses of the Wawbeek
Lying still in every valley.

Homeward now went Hiawa-
tha ;

Pleasant was the landscape round
him,

PleasaJit was the air above him,
For the bitterness of anger
Had dei>arted wiioUy from liini,

From his brain tiie tliought of

vengeance,
From his heait the burning fever.

Only once his pace he slack-

ened,
Only once he paused or halted.

Paused to purchase heads of ar-

rows
Of the ancient Arrow-maker,
III tlie land of the Dacotahs,
Where tlie Falls of Minnehaha
Flasli and gleam among the oak-

trees.

Laugh iind leap into the valley.

Tliere the ancient Arrow-maker
Made his arrow-heads of sand-

stone.
Arrow-heads of chalcedony.
Arrow-heads of flint and jasper,

Smoothed and sharpened at the

edges,
Hard and polished, keen and

costly.

With him dwelt his dark-eyed
daughter.

Wayward as the Minnehaha,
Witli her moods of .shade and

sunshine,
Eyes that smiled and frowned

alterjiate.

Feet as rapid as the river,

Tresses flowing like the water,
And as musical a laughter ;

And he named her from the river,

From the water-fall he named
her,

Minnehaha, Laughing Water.
Wa:3 it then for heads of ar-

rows.
Arrow-heads of chalcedony.
Arrow-heads of flint and jasper,

That my Hiawatlia halted

In the land of tiie Dacotahs?
Was it not to .see the maiden,

See the face of Laughing Water,
Peeping from behind the curtain.

Hear the rustling of- her gar-
ments

From behind the waving curtain,

As one sees the Minnehaha
Gleaming, glancing through the

branches.
As one hears the Laughing Water
From behind its screen of

branches ?

Who shall say what thoughts
and visions

Fill tlie fiery brains of young
men ?

Who sliall say what dreams of
beauty

Filled the heart of Hiawatha ?

All he told to old Nokomis,
When he reached the lodge at

sunset,
Was the meeting with his father,

Was his fight with Mudjekeewis ;

Not a word he said of arrows.
Not a word of Laughing Water.

HIAWATHA'S FASTING.

You shall hear how Hiawatha
Prayed and fasted in the forest.
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Not for ':reater skill in liunting,

Not for greater craft in fisliing,

Not for triumphs in the battle,

And renown among the warriors,

But for profit of the people,

For advantage of the nations.

First he built a lodge for fast-

ings

Built a wigwam in the forest,

By tlie sliiiiing Big-Sea-Water,
III the blithe and pleasant Spring-

time.
in the Moon of Leaves he built it.

And, witli dreams and visions

many,
Seven whole days and nights he

fasted.

On the first day of his fasting

Through the leafy woods he
wandered

;

Saw the deer start from the
thicket,

Saw the rabbit in his burrow.
Heard the pheasant, Bena, drum-

ming.
Heard the squirrel, Adjidaumo,
Rattling in his hoard of acorns,

Saw the pigeon, the Omeme,
Building nests among the pine-

trees,

And in flocks the wild goose,
Wawa,

Flying to the fen-lands north-
ward,

Whirring, wailing far above
him.

" Master of Life !
" he cried, de-

sponding,
" Must our lives depend on these

things ?
"

On the next day of his fasting
By the river's brink he wandered,
Througli the Muskoday, liie

meadow
Saw the wild rice, Mahnomonee,
Saw the blueberry, Meenahga,
And the sti"awberrj% Odahmin,
And the gooseberry, Slialiboiuin,

And tlie grapevine, the Bemah-
giit.

Trailing o'er the alder-branciies.

Filling all the air with fragrance !

"Master of Life !" he cried, de-

sponding,
" Must our lives depend on these

things?"
On the tlurd day of his fasting

By the lake he sat and pondered.
By the still, transparent water

;

Saw the sturgeon, Nahma, leap-
in tr

Scattering drops like beads of
wamjmm,

Saw tlie yellow perch, the Sahwa,
Like a sunbeam in the water.
Saw the pike, tlie Maskenozlia,
And the herring, Okahahwis,
And the Shawgasliee, the craw-

fish !

" Master of Life !
" he cried, de-

sponding,
" Must our lives depend on these

things?"
On the fourth day of his fast-

ing
In his lodge he lay exhausted

;

From his couch of leaves and
branches

Gazing witii half-open eyelids.

Full of shadowy dreams and vis.

ions.

On the dizzy, swimming land
scape.

On the gleaming of the water,
On the splendor of the sunset.

And he saw a youth approach
ing,

Dressed in garments green anc?

yellow
Coming through tlie purple twi

light.

Through the splendor of the sun-
set ;

Plumes of green bent o'er hii

forehead.
And his hair was soft and golden.
Standing at the open doorwa}^

Long he looked at Hiawatha,
Looked with jiity and compassion
On his wasted form and features.

And, in accents like the sighing
Of the South-Wind in the tree-

tops.

Said he, " O my Hiawatha I
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All your prayers are heard in

heaven,
For you pray not like the otliers ;

Not "for greater skill in hunting,
Not for greater craft in fishing

,

Not for triumph in the battle,

Nor renown among the warriors.

But for profit of the people.

For advantage of the nations.

••From the Master of Life de-

scending,
I, the friend of man. Mondamin,
Come to warn you and instruct

Hcnv l)y struggle and by labor

You sliall gain what you have
prayed for.

Riseup from your bed of branches.

Rise, O youth, and wrestle with
me I

"

Faint with famine, ITiawatha
Started from his bed of branches,
From the twilight of his wigwam
Forth into the flush of sunset

Came, and wrestled with Mon-
damin ;

At his touch he felt new^ courage
Throbbing in his brain and bosom,
Felt new life and hope and vigor
Run til rough every nerve and

fibre.

So they wrestled there together
In the glory of the sunset,

And tiie more they strove and
struggled.

Stronger still grew Hiawatha ;

Till thedarUnessfellaniundtliem,
Anil the heron, the Shuh-shuh-

K:di.

From her havmts among the fen-

lands,
Gave a cry of lamentation,
Gave a scream of ])ainand famine.

" 'T is eno\igh ! "' then .said

Mondamin,
Smiling upon Hiawatlia.
'• ]5nt to-morrow, when the sun

.sets,

I will come again to try you."
And he vanished, and was seen

not ;

Whether sinking as the rain sinks,

Whether rising as the mists rise,

Hiawatha saw not, knew not.

Only saw that he had vanished,
Leaving him alone and fainting.

With the misty lake below him,
And the reeling stars above him.
On the morrow and the next

day.
When the sun through heaven

descending.
Like a red and burning cinder
From the hearth of the Great

Spirit,

Fell into the western waters.
Came Mondamin for the trial,

For the strife with Hiawatha ;

Came as silent as the dew comes.
From the empty air appearing,
Into empty air returning.
Taking shape when eartii it

touches,
But invisible to all men
In its coming and its going.

Thrice they wrestled there to-

gether
In the glory of the sunset.
Till the darkness fell around

them.
Till the heron, the Sliuh-shuh-

gah.
From her haunts among the fen-

lands.

Uttered her loud cry of famine,
And Mondamin paused to listen.

Tall and beautiful he stood
there,

In his garments green and yellow;
To and fro his plumt^s above him
Waved and nodded with his

breathing.
And the sweat of the encounter
Stood like drops of dew upon liim.

And he cried, "O Hiawatlia I

Bravely have you wrestled with
me.

Thrice have wrestled stoutly with
me.

And the Master of Life, who sees
us.

He will give to you the triumph !"

Then he smiled, and said

:

" To-morrow
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Is the last day of your conflict,

Is the last day of your fasting.

You will conquer and o'erconie
me

;

Make a bed for me to lie in,

Where the rain may fall upon
me,

Where the sun may come and
warm me

;

Strip tliese garments, green and
yellow,

Strip this nodding plumage from
me,

Lay me in the earth, and make it

Soft and loose and light above me.
"Let no hand disturb my

slumber.
Let no weed nor worm molest me.
Let not Kahgahgee, the raven,
Come to haunt me and molest me,
Only come your.self to watch me.
Till I wake, and start, and

quicken,
Till I leap into the sunshine."
And thus saying, he departed ;

Peacefully .slept Hiawatlia,
But he heard the Wawonaissa,
Heard the whippoorwill com-

plaining.
Perched upon his lonely wigwam

;

Heard the rushing Sebowisha,
Heard the rivulet rippling near

him,
Talking to the darksome forest

;

Heard the sighing of the branches,
As they lifted and subsided
At the passing of the niglit-wind.
Heard them, as one hears in

slumber
Far-off murmurs, dreamy whis-

pers
;

Peacefully slept Hiawatha.
On the morrow came Nokomis,

On tiie seventh day of his fasting.

Came with food for Hiawatha,
Came imploring and bewailing.
Lest his hunger should o'ercome

him.
Lest his fasting should be fatal.

But he tasted not, and touched
not,

Only said to her, " Nokomis,

Wait until the sun is setting.
Till the darkness falls around us.
Till the heron, the Shuh-shuh-

gah.
Crying from the desolate marshes,
Tells us that the day is ended."
Homeward weei^ing went No-

komis,
Sorrowing for her Hiawatha,
Fearing lest his strength shouhi

fail him,
Le.st his fasting should be fatal.

He meanwhile .sat weary waiting
For the coming of Mondamin,
Till the shadows, pointing east-

ward
,

Lengthened over field ar.d forest.

Till the sun dro2iped from the
heaven.

Floating on the waters westward.
As a red leaf in the Autumn
Falls and floats upon the water
Falls and sinks into its bosom.
And behold ! the young Mon-

damin.
With his soft and shining tresses,

With his garments green and
yellow.

With his long and glossy plumage.
Stood and beckoned at the door-

way.
And as one in slumber walking.
Pale and haggard, but undaunted,
From the wigwam Hiawatha
Came and wrestled with Mon-

damin.
Round about him spun the

landscape.
Sky and forest reeled together.
And his strong heart leaped

within him.
As the sturgeon leaps and strug-

gles
In a net to break its meshes.
Like a ring of fire around liim.

Blazed and flared the red horizon,

And a hundred suns seemed
looking

At the combat of the wrestlers.

Suddenly upon the greensward
All alone stood Hiaw^atha,
Panting with his wild exertion,
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Palpitating with the struggle ;

And before him, breathless, life-

less,

Lay tiie youth, with hair dis-

hevelled,

Plumage torn, and garments
tattered,

IVad he lay there in tiie sunset.

And victorious Hiawatha
Maiietliegiave as he commanded,
Stripped the garments from Mon-

damin.
Stripped his tattered plumage

from him.
Laid him in tlie earth, and made

it

Soft and h)Ose and light above
him ;

And tlie heron, the Shuh-shuh-
gah.

From the mehnu-holy moorlands,
Gave a cry of lamentation,
Gave a cry of i)ain and anguisli !

Homeward tlien went Hiawatha
To tlie lodge of old Nokomis,
And the seven days of his fasting

Were accomplished and com-
pleted.

But the place was not forgotten
Wliere he wrestled with Mon-

damin ;

Xor forgotten nor neglected
Was tbe grave where lay Mon-

damin.
Sleeping in tlie rain and sunshine,
Where his scattered plumes and

garments
Faded in the rain and sunshine,

Day by day did Hiawatha
(!o to wait and watch beside it;

Kept the dark mould softabove it,

ivcpt it clean from weeds and in-

sects,

Drove away, with scoffs and
slioutings,

Kaligaligec, the king of ravens.

Till at length a small green
feather

From tlie earth shot slowly up-
ward.

Then another, anil another.

And before the Summer ended

Stood the maize in all its beauty,
With its shining robes about it,

And its long, soft, yellow tresses;

And in iai)tnit' Hiawatha
Cried aloud, " It is ^londamin !

Yes, the friend of man, Mon-
damiii !

Then he called to old Nokomis
And Ligoo, the great boaster.

Showed tiiem where tlie maize
\vas growing.

Told them of liis wt>ndrous vision.

Of his wrestling and his triumph.
Of this new j;ift to the nations,
Which should bo their food for-

ever.

And still later, when the Au-
tumn

Changed the long, green leaves
to yellow,

And the soft and juicy kernels
CJrew like wampiuu hard and

yellow.
Then the ripened ears he gathered.
Stripped the withered husks

from oft" them.
As he once had stripped the

wrestler.
Gave the first Feast of the Mon-

damin,
And make known unto the people
This new gift of the Great Spirit.

VI.

HIAWATHA'S FRIENDS.

Two good friends had Hiawatha,
Singled out from all the others.
Bound to him in closest union,
And to whom he gave the right

hand
Of his heart, in joy and sorrow

;

Chibiabos, tlie musician.
And the very strong man,

Kwasind.
Straiglit between them ran the

pathway,
Never grew the grass upon it ;

Singing birds, that utter false-

hoods.
Story-tellers, mischief-makers.
Found no eager ear to listen,
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Could not breed ill-will between
them,

For they kept each other's
counsel,

Spake with naked liearts to-

gether,
Pondering much and much con-

triving
How the tribes of men might

prosper.
Most beloved by Hiawatlia

Was the gentle Cliibiabos,

He the best of all musicians,
He the sweetest of all singers.

Beautiful and childlike was he,

Brave as man is, soft as woman,
Pliant as a wand of willow.
Stately as a deer with antlers.

When he sang, the village

listened
;

All the warriors gathered round
him.

All the women came to hear him
;

Now he stirred their souls to
passion.

Now he melted them to pity.

From the hollow reeds he
fashioned

Flutes so musical and mellow.
That the brook, the Sebowisha,
Ceased to murmur in the wood-

land.

That the wood-birds ceased from
singing,

And the squirrel. Adjidaumo,
Ceased his chatter in the oak-

tree.

And the rabbit, the Wabasso,
Sat upright to look and listen.

Yes, tiie brook, the Sebowisha,
Pausing, said, "O Cliibiabos.

Teach my waves to flow in nuisic,

Softly as your words in singing !

"

Yes, the bluebird, the Owaissa,
Envious, said, " O Cliibiabos,

Teach me tones ais wild and way-
ward

,

Teach me songs as full of frenzy !

"

Yes, the Opecliee, the robin,

Joyous, said, ''O Cliibiabos,

Teach me tones as sweet and
tender,

Teach me songs as full of glad-
ness !

"

And the whippoorwiil, Wawon-
aissa.

Sobbing, said, " O Cliibiabos,

Teach me tones as melancholy.
Teach me songs as full of sad-

ness !
"

^

All the many sounds of nature
Borrowed sweetness from his

singing ;

All the hearts of men were
softened

By the pathos of his music ;

For he sang of i)eace and freedom,
Sang of beauty, love, and long-

ing

;

Sang of death, and life undying
In the Islands of the Blessed,
In the kingdom of Ponemah,
In the land of the Hereafter.
Very dear to Hiawatha

Was the gentle Chibiabos,
He the best of all musicians,
He the sweetest of all singers

;

For his gentleness he loved him.
And the magic of his singing.
Dear, too, vmto Hiawatha

Was the very strong man,
Kwasind,

He the strongest of all mortals.
He the mightiest among many ;

For his very strength he loved
him,

For his strength allied to good-
ness.

Idle in his yoixth was Kwasind,
Very listless, dull, and dreamy.
Never played with other children,
Never fished and never hunted.
Not like other children was he ;

But they saw that nuich he fasted.

Much his Manito entreated.
Much besought his Guardian

Spirit.

"Lazy Kwasind!" said his

mother,
"In my work you never help

me !

In the Summer you are roaming
Idl}' in the fields and forests ;

In the Winter you are cowering
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O'er the firebrands in the
wigwam !

In the coldest days of Winter
I must break tlie ice for fisliing

;

With my nets you never lielp me !

At the door my nets are hanging,
Dripping, freezing with the

water
;

Go and wring tliem, Yenadizze !

Go and drv them in tlie sun-
shint t

"

Slowly, from the ashes, Kwasind
Rose, but made no angrj' answer ;

From the lodge went forth in
silence,

Took the nets, that hung together.
Dripping, freezing at the door-

way,
Like a wisp of straw he wrung

them.
Like a wisp of straw he broke

tliem,

Could not wring them without
breaking,

Such the strength was in his

fingers.
" Lazy Kwasind 1

" &aid his
fatiier.

•' In the hunt you never lielp me
;

Every bow you touch is broken,
Snapped asunder every arrow ;

Yet come with me to the forest.

You shall bring the hunting home-
ward."

Down a narrow pass they
wandered,

Where a brooklet led them on-
ward.

Where the trail of deer and bison
Marked the soft mud on the

margin.
Till they found all furtlier passage
Shut against them, barred se-

curely
By the trunks of trees uprooted.
Lying lengthwise, lying cross-

wise.

And forbidding furtlier passage.
" We must go back," said the

old man,
" O'er these logs we cannot

clamber
;

Not a woodchuck could get
through them,

Not a squirrel clamber o'er them! "

And straightway his jjipe he
lighted,

And sat down to smoke and pon-
der.

But before his pipe was finished,
Lo ! the path was cleared before

him
;

All the trunks had Kwa.sind lifted,

To the right hand, to the left

hand.
Shot the pine-trees swift as ar-

rows.
Hurled the cedars light as lances.
"Lazy Kwasind!" said the

young men,
As tliey sported in the meadow :

"Why stand idly looking at us,

Leaning on the rock behind you ?

Come and wrestle with tlie others.
Let us pitch the quoit togetlier !

"'

Lazy Kwasind made no answer,
To their challenge made no an-

swer.
Only rose, and, slowly turning,
Seized the huge rock in his

fingers.

Tore it from its deep foundation,
Poised it in the air a moment.
Pitched it sheer into the river,

Slieer into the swift Pauwating,
Where it still is seen in Summer.
Once as down that foaming

river,

Down the rapids of Pauwating,
Kwasind sailed with his compan-

ions,

In the stream he saw a beaver,
Saw Ahmeek, the King of Bea-

vers,

Struggling with the rushing cur-
rents.

Rising, sinking in the water.
Without speaking, without

pausing,
Kwasind leaped into the river,

Plunged beneatli the bubbling
surface.

Through the wliirlpools chased
the beaver,
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Followed him among the islands,
Stayed so long beneath tlie water,
That his terrified companions
Cried, "Alas! good-b yeto Kwa-

sind I

We shall never more see Kwa-
sind !

"

But he reappeared triumpliant,
And upon liis shining shoulders
Brouglit the beaver, dead and

dripping
Brought the King of all the Bea-

vers,

And tiiese two, as I have told
you,

Were tlie friends of Hiawatha,
Chibiabos, the musician.
And tlie very strong man, Kwa-

sind.
Long tliey lived in peace together,
Spake with naked hearts together.
Pondering much and much con-

triving
How the tribes of men might

prosper.

vn.

HIAWATHA'S SAILING.

" Give me of your bark, O Birch-
Tree !

Of your yellow bark, O Birch-
Tree !

Growing by the rushing river,
Tall and stately in the valley !

I a light canoe will build me,
Buill a swift Cheemaun for sail-

ing,

That sliall float upon the river,
Like a j^ellow leaf in Autumn,
Like a yellow water-lily !

" Lay aside your cloak, O Birch-
Tree

Lay side your white-skin wrap-
per,

For the Summer-time is coming,
And the sun is warm in heaven,
And you need no white-skin

wrapper!
Thus aloud cried Hiawatha

In the solitary forest.
By the rushing Taqaumenaw,

were singingWhen the birds
gayly,

In the Moon of Leaves were sing-
ing,

And tlie sun, from sleep awaking,
Started up and said, " Behold me!
Gheezis, the great Sun, behold

me !

"

And the tree with all its

branclies
Rustled in the breeze of morning,
Saying, with a sigh of patience,
" take my cloak, O Hiawatlia !

"

With his knife the tree he
girdled

;

Just beneath its lowest branches,
Just above the roots, lie cut it.

Till the sap came oozing outward
;

Down the trunk, from top to
bottom,

Sheer he cleft the bark asunder.
With a wooden wedge he raised

Stripped it from the trunk un-
broken.

"Give me of your boughs, O
Cedar

!

Of your strong and pliant
branches,

My canoe to make more steady,
Make more strong and firm be-

neath me !

"

Through the summit of the
Cedar

Went a sound, a cry of horror,
Went a murmur of resistance

;

But it whispered, bending down-
ward,

" Take my boughs,O Hiawatha I

"

Down he hewed the boughs of
cedar,

Shaped them straightway to a
framework.

Like two bows lie formed and
shaped them,

Like two bended bows together.
" Give me of your roots, O

Tamarack

!

Of your fibrous roots, O Larch-
Tree

!

My canoe to bind together.
So to bind the ends together
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Tliat. tlie water may not enter,
Tliat the river may not wot nie !

"

And the Liircli, witli all its

fibres,

Shivered in the air of morning,
Touciied his foreliead witii its

tassels,

Said, with one long sigh of sorrow,
" Take them all, O Hiawatha !

"

From the earth lie tore the
fibres,

Tore the tough roots of the Larch-
Tree,

Closely sewed the bark together.
Bound itclosel/totheframework.

" Give me of your balm, O Fir-

Tree !
"'

Of your balsam and your resin.

So to close the seams together
That the water may not enter,
That tlie river may not wet me !

"

And the Fir-Tree, tall and
sombre.

Sobbed through all its robes of
darkness.

Rattled like a shore with pebbles,
Answered wailing, answered

weeping,
" Take my balm. O Hiawatha !

"'

And he took the tears of balsam,
Took the resin of the Fir-Tree,
Smeared therewith each seam

and fissure,

Made each crevice safe from
water.

"Give me of j'our quills, O
Hedgehog

!

All your quills, O Kagh, the
Tb'dgehog !

I will make a necklace of them.
Make a girdle for m\' bejiuty.

And two stars to deck her
bosom !

"

From the hollow tree the Hedge-
hog

With Ids sleepy eyes looked at
him,

Shot his shining quills, like ar-

rows.
Saying, with a drowsy murmur.
Through the tangle of his whis-

kers,

" Take mj- quills, O Hiawatha I

'

From the ground the quills he
gathered.

All the little shining arrows,
Stained them red and blue and

yellow,
With the juice of roots and

berries
;

Into his canoe he wrought them,
Round its waist a shining girdle.

Round its bows a gleaming neck-
lace.

On its breast two stars resplend-
ent.

Thus the Birch Canoe was
builded

In the valley, by the river,

In the bosom of the forest

;

And the forest's life was in it.

All its mystery and its magic,
All the lightness of the birch-tree.

All tiie toughness of the cedar,
All the larch's supple sinews

;

And it floated on tlie river
Like a yellow leaf in Autumn,
Like a yellow water-lily.

Paddles none had Hiawatha,
Paddles none he had or neeeled.

For liis thoughts as paddles served
him.

And his wishes served to guide
him

;

Swift or slow at will he glided,

Veered to right or left at pleasure.

Then lie called aloud to Kwa-
sind.

To his friend, the strong man,
Kwasind,

Saying, '• Help me clear this river

Of'ils sunken logs and sand-bars."
Straight into the river Kwasind

Plunged as if he were an otter.

Dived as if he were a beaver.
Stood up to his waist in water,
To his arm-pits in the river.

Swam and shouted in the river.

Tugged at sunken logs and
branches,

With his hands he scooped the
saiid-l)ars,

With his feet tlie ooze and (angle.

And thus sailed my Hiawatha
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Down tlie rushing Taquamenaw.
Sailed tlaongh all its bends and

windings,
Sailed tlirough all its deeps and

shallows,
While his friend, the strongman,

Kwasind,
Swam the deeps, the shallows

waded.
Up and dosvn the river went

they.
In and out among its islands,

Cleared its bed of root and sand-
bar,

Dragged the dead trees from its

channel,
Made its passage safe and certain.

Made a patinvaj' for the people,
From its springs among the

mountains,
To the water of Pauwating,
To the bay of Taquamenaw.

VIII.

HIAWATHA'S FISHING.

FORTH upon the Gitche Gumee,
On the shining Big-Sea-Water,
With his fishing-line of cedar.

Of the twisted bark of cedar,

Forth to catch the sturgeon
Nahma,

Mishe-Nahma, King of Fishes,

111 his birch canoe exulting
All alone went Hiawatha.
Through the clear, transparent

water
He could see the fishes swimming
Far down in the depths below

him
See the yellow perch, the Sahwa,
Like a sunbeam in the water.

See the Shawgashee, the craw-
fish,

Like a spider on the bottom.
On the white and sandy bottom.
At the stern sat Hiawatha,

With his fishing-line of cedar
;

In his plumes the breeze of

morning
Played as in the hemlock

branches

;

On the bo%vs, with tail erected,
Sat the squirrel. Adjidaumo ;

111 his fur the breeze of morning
Played as in the prairie grasses.

On the white sand of the bottom
Lay the monster Mishe-Nahma,
Lay the sturgeon, Kingof Fishes :

Through his gills he breathed the
water

With his fins he fanned and win-
nowed.

With his tail he swept the sand-
floor.

There he lay in all his armor ;

On each side a shield to guard
him.

Plates of bone upon his forehead,
Down his sides and back and

shoulders
Plates of bone with spines pro-

jecting !

Painted was he with his war-
paints,

Stripes of yellow, red, and azure,

Spots of brown and spots of sable
;

And he lay there on tlie bottom,
Fanning witli liis fins of purple,

As above him Hiawatha
In his bircli canoe came sailing,

With Ills fishing-line of cedar.
'' Take my bait," cried Hiawa-

tha,
Down into the depths beneath

him,
'• Take my bait, O Sturgeon,

Nahma !

Come up from below the water,
Letussee which is tlie stronger !

"

And he dropped his line of cedar
Through the clear, transparent

water,
Waited vainly for an answer,
Long sat waiting for an answer,
And repeating loud and louder.

"Take mv bait, O King of

Fishes !

-

Quiet lay tiie sturgeon, Nahma,
Fanning slowly in the water.

Looking up at Hiawatha,
Listening to his call and clamor,
His unnecessary tumult,
Till he wearied of tlie shouting;
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And he said to the Kenozha,
To tlie pike, the Maskenozlia,
" Take the bait of tliis rude fellow,

Break tlie line of Hiawatha !

"

In his fingers Hiawatlia
Felt the loose line jerk and

tighten ;

As he drew it in, it tugged so

That the birch canoe stood end-
wise,

Like a birch log in the water,

With the squirrel, Adjidaunio,
Perched and frisking on the sum-

mit.
Full of scorn was Hiawatha

When he saw the fish rise upward.
Saw the pike, the JIaskenozha,
Coming nearer, nearer to him,
And he shouted through the

water,
" Esa ! esa ! shame upon jou !

You are but the ])ike, Kenozha,
You are not the fisli I wanted.
You are not the King of Fishes !

"

Reeling downward to the bot-
tom

Sank the pike in great confusion.
And the mightj- sturgeon, Nahma,
Said to Ugudwasli, the sun-fisli,

"Take the bait of this great
boaster.

Break tlie line of Hiawatha !

"

Slowly upward, wavering,
gleaming.

Like a white moon in the water.
Rose the Ugudwash, tlie sun-fish.

Seized the line of Hiawatha,
Swung with all his weiglit upon it.

Made a wliirlpool in tlie water
Wliirled tlie birch canoe in cir-

cles,

Round and round in gurgling
eddies

Till the circles in the water
Reached tlie far-offsand}' beaches.
Till the water-flags and rushes
Nodded on the distant margins.
But wiien Iliawatlia saw liim

Slowly rising tiirough the water,
Lifting his great disc of white-

ness
Loud he shouto<l in derision,

" Esa ! esa ! shame upon you !

You are Ugudwasli, tlie sun-fish.

You are not the fish I wanted.
You are not the King of Fishes !

"

Wavering downward, white and
ghastly.

Sank the Ugudwasli, the sun-fish,

And again the sturgeon, Nahma,
Heard the sliout of Hiawatha,
Heard his challenge of defiance,
The unnecessary tumult,
Ringing far across the water.
From the white sand of the

bottom
Up he rose with angry gesture.
Quivering in each nerve and fibrej

Clashing all his plates of armor.
Gleaming blight with all his war-

paint
;

In his wrath he darted upward,
Flashing leaped into the sun-

shine.
Opened his great jaws, and swal-

lowed
Both canoe and Hiawatha.
Down into that darksome

cavern
Plunged the headlong Hiawatha,
As a log on some black river

Shoots and plunges down the
rapids.

Found himself in utter darkness.
Groped alnnit in helpless wonder.
Till he felt a great heart beating,
Throbbing in that utter darkness.
And he smote it in his anger,

With his fist, the heart of Nahma,
Felt the mighty King of Fishes
Shudder through each nerve and

fibre.

Heard the water gurgle rountl

him
As he leaped and staggered

through it.

Sick at heart, and faint and
weary.

Crosswise then did Hiawatha,
Drag his birch-canoe for safety,

Lest from out the jaws of Nahma.
Ill the turmoil and confusion.
Forth he might be hurled and

perish.
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And tlie squirrel, Adjidaumo,
Frisked and cliattered very gayly,
Toiled and tugged witli Hiawatha
Till the labor was completed.
Then said Hiawatha to him,

*' O my little friend, the squirrel.

Bravely have you toiled to help
me

;

Take the thanks of Hiawatlia,
And tlie name which now he

gives you ;

For hereafter and forever
Boys sliall call you Adjidaumo,
Tail-in-air the boys shall call

you I "

And again tlie sturgeon, Nah-
ma.

Gasped and quivered in the water.
Then was still, and drifted land-

ward
Till he grated on the pebbles,
Till the listening Hiawatlia
Heard him grate upon the margin,
Felt him strand upon the pebbles,

Knew that Nahma, King of
Fishes,

Lay there dead upon the margin.
Then he heard a clang and flap-

As of many wmgs assembling.
Heard ascreamingand confusion.
As of bii-ds of prey contending.
Saw a gleam of liglit above him,
Shining through the ribs of

Nahma,
Saw the glittering eyes of sea-

gulls,

Of Kayoshk, the sea-gulls, peer-

ing,

Gazing at him through the open-
ing,

Heard tliem saying to each other,

'"T is our brother, Hiawatha !

"

And he shouted from below
them.

Cried exulting from the caverns,
" O ye sea-gvills ! O my brothers !

I Iiave slain the sturgeon, Nah-
ma ;

Make the rifts a little larger.

With your claws the openings
widen,

Set me free from this dark prison,
And henceforw'ard and forever
Men shall speak of your achieve-

ments.
Calling you Kayoshk, the sea-

gulls.

Yes, Kayoshk, the Noble Scratch-
ers !

"

And the wild and clamorous
sea-gulls

Toiled with beak and claws to-

gether.
Made the rifts and openings wider
In the mighty ribs of Nahma,
And from peril and from prison,

From the body of the sturgeon,
From the peril of the water,
Was released my Hiawatha.
He was standing near his wig-

wam.
On the margin of the water.
And he called to old Nokomis,
Called and beckoned to Nokomis,
Pointed to the sturgeon, Nahma,
Lying lifeless on the pebbles.
With the sea-gulls feeding on

him.
" I have slain the Mishe-

Nahma,
Slain the King of Fishes ! " said

he ;

" Look ! the sea-gulls feed upon
him.

Yes, my friends Kayoshk, the
sea-gulls ;

Drive them not away, Nokomis,
They liave saved me from great

peril

In the body of the sturgeon.
Wait until their meal is ended,
Till their craws are full with feast-

ing.

Till they homeward fly, at sunset.
To their nests among the

marshes ;

Then bring all your pots and
kettles.

And make oil for us in Winter."
And she waited till the sun set.

Till the pallid moon, the Night-
sun

,

Rose above the tranquil water,
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Till Kayoshk, the sated sea-gulls,

From their banquet rose with
clamor,

And across the fierj- sunset
Winged their way to far-off is-

lands,

To their nests among the rushes.

To his sleep went Hiawatha,
And NokoMiis to her labor,

Toiling patient in the moonHght,
Till the sun and moon changed

places.

Till the sky was red witli sunrise,

And Kayoshk, the liungr}' sea-
gulls,

Came back from the reedy is-

lands,
Clamorous for their morning

banquet.
Three wliole days and niglits

alternate
Old Nokoniis and the sea-gulls
Si ripped the oily ilesli of Nalmia,
Till tlie waves washed througli

tlie rib-bones,
Till the sea-gulls came no longer,
And upon the sands lay nothing
But the skeleton of Nalima

IX.

HIAWATHA AND THE PEARL-
FEATHER.

On the shores of Gitche Guniee,
Of the shilling IJig-Sea-Water,
Stood Nokoniis, the old woman.
Pointing with her finger west-

ward.
O'er tlie water pointing west-

ward.
To the purple clouds of sunset.

Fiercely the red sun de.scciul-

ing
Burned his way along the lieaveus
Set the sky on fire behind him.
As war-parties, when n^t reatiug,

Burn the prairies on their war-
trail ;

And the moon, the Niglit-sun,
eastward.

Suddenly starting from his am-
busli.

Followed fast those bloody foot-
prints.

Followed in that fiery war-trail,

With its glare upon his features.
And Nokomis, the old woman,

Pointing with her finger west-
ward,

Spake these words to Hiawatha :

'• Yonder dwells tlie great Pearl-
Feather,

Megi.ssogwon, the IMagician.
Jlanito of Wealth and Wampum,
Guarded b}" his fieiy serpents.
Guarded by the black pitch-water.
You can see his fiery serpents,
The Kenabeek, the great ser-

pents.
Coiling, playing in the water

;

You can see the black pitch-water
Stretching far away beyond them,
To the purple clouds of sunset

!

"He it was wlio slew my father,
B}' his wicked wiles and cunning.
When he from the moon de-

scended,
When he came on earth to seek

me.
He, the mightiest of Magicians,
Sends the fever from the marshes,
Sends the pestilential vapors.
Sends the poisonous exhalations,
Sends the white fog from the fen-

lands.
Sends disease and death among

us!
" Take your bow, O Hiawatha,

Take your arrow.s, jas])er-headed,
Take your war-club, Puggawau-

And your niittcns, Minjekahwun,
And your iiircli-caiioe for .'^ailing,

And the oil of Mislie-Nahma,
So to smear its sides, that swiftly
You may pass the black

i itch
water ;

Slay this merciless magician.
Save the people from the fever
That he breathes across the fen-

lands.
And avenge my father's mur-

der !

"

Straightway then my Hiawatha

22
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Armed liimself witli all his war-
gear,

Launched his birch-canoe for
sailing

;

With his palm its sides he patted,
Said with glee, "Cheemaun, my

darling,
O my Birch-Canoe ! leap forward,
Where you see the fiery serpents,
Where you see the black pitch-

water !

"

Forward leaped Cheemaun
exulting.

And the noble Hiawatha
Sang his war-song wild and woe-

ful,

And above him the wai'-eagle.
The Keneu, tlie great war-eagle,
]\Iaster of all fowls with feathers.
Screamed and hurtled through

the heavens.
Soon he reached the fiery ser-

pents,
TheKenabeek, the great serpents.
Lying huge upon tlie water,
Sparkling, ripj^ling in the water.
Lying coiled across the passage,
With their blazing crests up-

lifted,

Breathing fiery fogs and vapors,
So that none could pass beyond

them.
But the fearless Hiawatha

Cried aloud, and spake in this

wise

:

" Let me pass my way, Kena-
beek.

Let me go upon my journey !

"

And they answered, hissing
fiercely.

With their fiery breath made an-
swer :

" Back, go back ! O Shaugodaya !

Back to old Nokomis, Faint-
heart !

"

Then the angry Hiawatha
Raised his mighty bow of ash-

tree.

Seized his arrows, jasper-headed.
Shot them fast among the ser-

pents
;

Every twanging of the bow-string

Was a war-cry and a death-cry,
Ever}- whizzing of an arrow
Was a death-song of Kenabeek.
Weltering in tlie bloodj' water,

Dead lay all the fiery seipents.
And among them Hiawatha
Harmless sailed, and cried exult-

ing :

" Onward, O Cheemaun, my dar-
ling !

Onward to the black jiitch-

water !

"

Then he took the oil of Nahma,
And the bows and sides anoint('<l.

Smeared tliem well with oil, that
swiftly

He might pass the black pitch-
water.

All niglit long he sailed upon
it.

Sailed upon that sluggish water.
Covered with its mould of ages.
Black with rotting water-rushes.
Kank with flags and le:ives of

lilies,

Stagnant, lifeless, dreary, dismal.
Lighted by the shimmering

moonlight.
And by will-o'-the-wisps illu-

mined.
Fires bv ghosts of dead men kin-

dled.

In their weary night-encamp-
ments.

All the air was white with
moonlight.

All the water black with shadow,
.

And around him the Suggema,
The mosquito, sang their war-

song.
And the fire-flies, Wah-wali-tay-

.see.

Waved their torches to mislead
him

;

And the bidl-frog, the Dahinda.
Thrust his head into the moon-

light,

Fixed his j^ellow eyes upon him.
Sobbed and sank beneath the

surface

;

And anon a thousand whistles.

Answered over all the fen-lands,
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And the lieion, the Shuh-shuh-
gah,

Far off on the reedy margin,
Heralded the hero's coming.
Westward thus tared Hiawatha,

Toward tlie reahu of Megissog-
won

,

Toward the land of the Pearl-
Featlier,

Till the level moon stared at him.
In his face stared pale and hag-

gard.
Till tlie sun was liot hehind liim.

Till it burned upon his shoulders.
And before him on tlie upland
He could see the Shining Wig-

wam
Of the Manito of Wampum,
Of tlie iniglitiest of Magicians.
Then once more Cheemaun he

patted.

To his biicli-canoe said, " On-
ward !

"

And it stirred in all its fibres.

And with one great bound of tri-

umph
Leaped across tlie water-lilies.

Leaped through tangled flags and
rushes,

And upon the beach beyond
them

Dry-shf)d landed Hiawatha.
Straiglit he took his bow of

ash-tree.

One end on the sand he rested.

With iiis knee he pressed the
miildle,

Stretcheii the faithful bow-string
tigliter.

Took an arrow, jas])er-headed,
Shot il at tiie Siiining Wigwam.
Sent it singing as a herald.
As a bearer of ins message.
Of his challenge iouJ and lofty :

"Come fortli from your lodge.
Pearl- Featlier!

Hiawatlia waits your coming !

"

Stiaightwiiy from the shining
Wigwam

Came tbe niiL;!ity ^Megissfigwon,
Tall of stature, liioail of slioulder.

Dark and terrible in aspect,

Clad from head to foot in wam-

his warlike
pum.

Armed with all

weai)ons,
Painted like tiie sky of morning,
Streaked with crimson, blue, and

yellow,
Crested with great eagle-feathers,
Streaming ui>ward, streaming

outwai'd.
" Well I know you, Hia-

watha !

"

Cried he in a voice of thunder.
In a tone of loud derision.

"Hasten back, O Shaugodaya !

Hasten l)ack among tlie women,
Back to old Nokomis, Faint-

heart
I will slay you as you stand there,
As of old I slew her father !

"'

But nij' Hiawatha answered.
Nothing daunted, fearing noth-

ing:
" Big words do not smite like

war-clubs,
Boastful breath is not a bow-

string.

Taunts are not so sharp as ar-

rows,
Deeds are better things than

words are.

Actions mightier than boast-
ings !

"

Then began the greatest battle
That the sun had ever looked on,
That the war-birds ever wit-

nessed.
All a summer's day it lasted,

From the suiirise to the sunset

;

For the shafts of Hiawatha
Harmless hit the shirt of wam-

pum.
Harmless fell tlie blows he de;iU it

With his mittens, I\Iinjekali wuii.

Harmless fell tiie heavy war-club ;

It could dash the rocks asunder,
But it could not break the meshes
Of tliat magic shirt of wampum.

Till at sunset Hiawatlia,
Lt^aning on his bow of asii-tree.

Wounded, weary, and desjjond-
ing,
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Witli Ids mighty war-club broken

,

Witli his mittens torn and tat-

tered.

And three useless arrows only,
Paused to rest beneath a i)iiie-

tree,

From wliose branches trailed tlie

mosses, •

And wliose trunk was coated
over

With the Dead-man's Moccasin
leather,

With the fungus white and yel-

low.
Suddenly from the boughs

above hi in

Sang the IMama, the woodpecker :

" Aim your arrows, Hiawatha,
At the head of Megissogwon,
Strike the tuft of hair upon it.

At their roots the long black
tresses

;

There alone can he be wounded !

"

Winged witii feathers, tipped
witli jasper,

Swift Hew Hiawatha's arrow,
Just as Megissogwon, stooping,
Raised a heavy stone to throw it.

Full upon the crown it struck
liim,

At the roots of his long tresses.

And he reeled and staggered for-

ward,
Plunging like a wounded bison.
Yes, like Pezhekee, the bison.
When the snow is on the prairie.

Swifter flew the second arrow.
In tlie pathway of the other,
IMercing deeper than the other.
Wounding sorer than tlie other.
And tiie knees of Megissogwon
Sliook like windy reeds beneatli

him.
Bent and trembled like the

rushes.
But the tiiird and latest arrow

Swiftest flew, and wounded sor-

est.

And the mighty Megissogwon
Saw the fiery eyes of Pauguk,
Saw the eyes of Death glare at

him,

Heard his voice call in the dark-
ness ;

At the feet of Hiawatha
Lifeless laj' the great Pearl-

Featlier,

Laj' the mightiest of Magicians.
Then the grateful Hiawatha

Called the Mama, the wood-
pecker.

From his perch among the
branches

Of the melancholy pine-tree.
And, in honor of his service,

Stained with blood the tuft of
feathers

On the little head of Mama

;

p] veil to tills day he wears it,

Wears the tuft of crimson feath-
ers,

As a symbol of his service.

Then he stripped the shirt of
wampum

From the back of Megissogwon,
As a trophy of the battle.

As a signal of his conquest.
On the shore he left the body,
IL'ilf on land and half in water.
In the sand his feet were buried,
And his face was in tlie water.
And above him, wheeled and

clamored
The Keneu, tlie great war-eagle,
Sailing round in narrower circles,

Hovering nearer, nearer, nearer.
From tiie wigwam Hiawatha

Bore tiie wealth of Megissogwon,
All his wealth of skins and wam-

pum.
Furs of bison and of beaver
Furs of sable and of ermine.
Wampum belts and strings and

pouches.
Quivers wrought with beads of

wampum,
Filled with arrows silver-headed.
Homeward tlien he sailed ex-

ulting.

Homeward through the black
pitcli-water.

Homeward through the weltering
.serpents

With tlie trophies of the battle,
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With a sliout and song of tii-

umpli.
On tlie shore stood old Noko-

mis,
On the shore stood Chibiabos,

And the very strong man, Kwa-
sind.

Waiting for the liero's coming,
Listening to liis song of triunii)h.

And the people of tlie village

Welcomed him with songs and
dances,

Made a joyous feast, and shouted !

" Honor be to Hiawatha !

He lias slain the great Pearl-
Feather,

Slain the mightiest of Magicians,
Him, who sent the fiery fever,
Sent the white fog from the fen-

lands,

Sent disease and death among
us !

"

Ever dear to Hiawatlia
Was the memory of Mama !

And in token of his friendship.
As a mark of his remembrance,
He adorned and decked his pipe-

stem
With the crimson tuft of feathers.
With the blood-red crest of

Mama.
But the wealth of Mogissogwon,
All the trophies of tlie battle,
He divided with his i)eople,

Shared it equally among tliem.

HIAWATHA'S WOOING.

" As unto the bow the cord is.

So unto the man is woman,
Tliougli she bends him, she obeys

him,
Though she draws liim, yet she

follows.

Useless each witlioiit the other !

"

Thus the j'outliful Hiawatha
Said within iiimself and ])oii(lered,

Mucli i)er[>lexed by various feel-

ings,

Listless, longing, hoping, fearing.
Dreaming still of ]\Iinneliaha,

Of the lovely Laughing Water,
In tlie land of the Dacotalis.
" Wed a maiden of your jieople,"

Warning said the oUl Nokomis;
" Go not eastward, go not west-

ward.
For a stranger, whom we knov-

not!
Like a fire ui)on the hearth-stone
Is a neighbor's homely daugiiti'r.

Like the starlight or the moon-
light

Is the haiidomest of the stran-
gers I

''

Thus dissuading spake Noko-
mis,

And my Hiawatha answered
Only tills :

" Dear old Nokomis,
Very pleasant is the lirelight,

But I like tiie starlight better,

Better do I like the moonlight !

"

Gravely then said old Nokomis ;

"Bring not here an idle maiden.
Bring not here a useless woman.
Hands unskilful, feet unwilling ;

Bring a wife with nimble fingers,

Heart and hand that move to-

getlier,

Feet that run on willing errands !"

Smiling answered Hiawatha :

" In the land of the Dacotalis
Lives the Arrow-maker's daugh-

ter,

Minnehaha, Laughing Water,
Handsomest of all the women.
I will bring her to your wigwam,
She shall run njion your errands.
Be your starlight, moonlight,

firelight,

Be the sunlight of my people !

"

Still dissuading said Nokomis :

" Bring not to my lodge a stran-
ger

From the land of the Dacotalis!
Very fierce are the Dacotahs,
Often is there war between us,

Tiiere are feuds yet unforgottt'ii,

W^ounds that ache and still may
open !

"

Laugiiing answered Hiawatha :

" For that reason, if no otlier,

Would I wed the fair Dacotah,
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That our tribes might be united,

That old feuds might be for-

gotten,

And old wounds be healed for-

ever !

"

Thus departed Hiawatha
To the land of tlie Dacotahs,
To the land of liandsonie women ;

Striding over moor and meadow,
Tln-ough interminable forests.

Through uninterrupted silence.

"With his iiu)ccasins of magic.

At each stride a mile he meas-
ured ;

Yet the way seemed long before

him,
And his heart outrun his foot-

steps ;

And lie journeyed without rest-

ingi

Till he heard tlie cataract's

thunder,
Heard the Falls of IMinnehaha,

Calling to him through the si-

lence.
" Pleasant is the sound ! " he

murmured,
" Pleasant is the voice that calls

me !

"

On the outskirts of the forests,

"Twixt the shadow and the sun-

shine.
Herds of fallow deer were feed-

ing-

P)ut they saw not Hiawatha ;

To his bow he whispered, "Fail
not !

"

To his arrow whispered, "Swerve
not !

"

Sent it singing on its errand,

To the red heart of the roebuck ;

Tlirevv the deer across his

shoulder.
And sped forward without paus-

At the doorway of his wigwam
Sat the ancient Arrow-maker,
In the land of tlie Dacotahs,
]\Iaking arrow-heads of jasper,

Arrow-heads of chalcedony.

At his side, in all her beauty,

Sat the lovely Minnehaha,

Sat his daughter, Laughing
Water,

Plaiting mats of flags and rushes
;

Of the past the old man's thoughts
were.

And the maiden's of the future.

He was thinking, as he sat

there,

Of the days when with such ar-

rows.
He had struck the deer and bison,

On the Muskoday, the meadow ;

Shot the wild goose, flying south-
ward.

On the wind, the clamorous
Wawa ;

Thinking of the great war-parties,

How they came to buy his arrows.

Could not fight witliout his ar-

rows.
Ah, no more such noble warriors
Could be found on earth as they

were !

Now the men were all like women,
Only used their tongues for

weapons
She was thinking of a hunter,

From another tribe and country.
Young and tall and very hand-

some.
Who one morning, in the Spring-

time,
Came to buy her father's arrows.

Sat and rested in the wigwam.
Lingered long about the door-

way.
Looking back as he departed.

She had heard her father praise

him.
Praise his courage and his wis-

dom
;

W^ould he come again for arrows
To the Falls of Minnehnha ?

On the mat her hands lay idle.

And her eyes were very dreamy.
Through their thoughts they

heard a footstep.

Heard a rustling in the branches.
And with glowing cheek and

forehead,
W^ith the deer upon his shoulders.

Suddenly from out the woodlands
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Hiawatha stood before them.
Straiglit the ancient Arrow-

maker
Looked up gravely from liis labor,

Laid aside the unfinished arrow,

Bade liim enteral the doorwaj",

Saying, as he rose to meet him,
'" Hiawatha, vou are welcome!"
At tlie feet'uf Laughing Water

lliawatlia laid his burden,
Threw the red deer from his

shoidders ;

And the maiden looked up at him,
Looked up from her nuit of

rushes,

Said with gentle look and accent,
*' You are welcome, Hiawatha !

"

Very spacious wasthe wigwam.
Made ' of deer-skiu dressed and

wliitened,

Witli the Gods of the Dacotahs
Drawn and painted on its cur-

tains,

And so tall the doorway, hardly
Hiawatha stooped to enter.

Hardly touched his eagle-feathers

As heentered at the doorway.
Then uprose the Laugiiing

Water,
From the ground fair Minnehaha,
Laid aside her mat unfinished.

Brought forth food and set before

them

,

Water brought them from the
brooklet,

Gave them food in earthen ves-

sels,

Gave them drink in bowls of

Ijass-wooil

,

Listened while the guest was
speaking.

Listened while her father an-
swered.

But not once her lips slie opened,
Not a single word she uttered.

Yes, as in a dream she listened

To the words of Hiawatha,
As he talked of oM Xokomis,
Wlio had nursed him in his

childhood.
As he told of his companions,
Chibiabos, the nuisician,

And the very strong man,
Kwasind,

And of hapi)iness and plenty-

In the land of the Ojibways,
In the pleasant land and peace-

ful.
" After many years of warfare,

IMany years of strife and blood-

shed,
There is peace between the Ojib-

ways
And the tribe of the Dacotalis."
Thus continued Hiawatha,
And then added, sjx'aking slowly,
" Tliattliis peace may last forever,

And our hands be clasped more
closely,

And our hearts be more united.
Give me as my wif(^ tiiis maiden,
Minnehaha, Laugiiing Water.
Loveliest of Dacotah women !

"

And the ancient Arrow-maker
Paused a moment ere he an-

swered.
Smoked a little while in silence,

Looked at Hiawatha proudly.
Fondlv looked at Laughing

Water,
And made answer very gravely :

" Yes, if ^linnehaha wishes ;

Let your heart speak, Minne-
haha !

"

And the lovely Laughing Water
Seemed more lovely, as she stood

there, .

Neither willing nor reluctant.

As she went to Hiawatha,
Softl}' took the seat beside liim.

While she said, and blushed to

say it,

" I will follow you, my husband !

"

This was Hiawatha's wooing !

Thus it was he won tiie daughter
Of the ancient Arrow-maker,
In the land of the Dacotahs !

From the wigwam he departed.
Leading with him Laugiiing

Water ;

Hand in hand they went to-

gether.
Through the woodland and the

meadow,
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Left the old man standing lonely

At the doorway of liis wigwam,
Heard the Falls of IMinnehaha
Calling to them from tiie distance,

Crying to them from afar off,

'• Fare thee well, O Minnehalui !

"

And tlie ancient Arrow-maker
Turned again unto his labor,

Sat down by his sunny doorway,
JMurmuring to himself, and say-

ing :

" Thus it is our daughters leave
us.

Those we love, and those who
love us

!

Just when they have learned to
help us,

When we are old and lean upon
them.

Comes a youth with flaunting
feathers,

With his flute of reeds, a stranger
Wanders piping through the vil-

lage.

Beckons to the fairest maiden,
And she follows where he leads

her,
Leaving all things for the

stranger !

"

Pleasant was the journey home-
ward.

Through interminable forests,

Over meadow, over mountain,
Over river, hill, and hollow\
Short it seemed to Hiawatha,
Though they journeyed very

slowly,
"riiough his pace he checked and

slackened
To tlie steps of Laughing Water.
Over wide and rushing rivers

In his arms he bore the maiden
;

Light he thought her as a feather.
As the plume upon his headgear ;

Cleared the tangled pathway for

her.

Bent aside the swaying branches.
Made at night a lodge of

branches,
And a bed with boughs of hem-

lock.

And a fire before the doorway

With the dry cones of the pine*
tree.

All the travelling winds went
with them.

O'er tlie meadow, through the
forest

;

All the stars of night looked at
tliein,

Watched with sleepless eyes their
slumber ;

From his ambush in the oak-tree
Peeped the squirrel, Adjidaumo,
Watched with eager eyes the

lovers

;

And the rabbit, the Wabasso,
Scampered from the path before

them.
Peering, peeping fx'om his bur-

row.
Sat erect upon his haunche?.
Watched with curious eyes the

lovers.

Pleasant was the journey home-
ward !

All the birds sang loud and
sweetl^y

Songs of happiness and heart's-

ease

;

Sa7ig the bluebird, the Owaissa,
' Hapi)y are you, Hiawatha,
Having such a wife to lo\e you !

"

Sang tlie Opechee, the robin,
"Happy are jou, Laughing Wa-

ter,

Having such a noble luis1)and !

"

From the sky the sun benig-
nant

Looked upon them through the
branches,

Saying to them, " O my cliildren.

Love is sunshine; hate is sliadow.

Life is checkered shade and sun-
shine.

Rule by love, O Hiawatha !

"

From the sky the moon looked
at them.

Filled the lodge with mystic
splendors.

Whispered to them, " O m)' chil-

dren,
Day is restless, night is quiet,

Man imperious, woman feeble

;
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Half is uiiiio, altliough I follow ;

Rule by patience, Laughing Wa-
ter !

"

Thus it was they journeyed
homeward ;

Tiius it was that Hiawatha
To the lodge of old Nokomis
lUought tiie moonlight, starlight,

lirelight,

lirought the sunshine of his peo-

ple.

IMinnehaha, Laughing Water,
Handsomest of all tiie women
111 the land of the Dacotahs,
In the land of handsome women.

XL
HIAWATHA'S WEDDIXG-FEAST.

You shall hear how Pau-Puk-
Keewis,

How the handsome Yenadizze
Danced at Hiawatha's wedding

;

How the gentle Chihiabos,
He the sweetest of musicians,
Sang ids songs of love and long-

ing;
How lagoo, the great boaster,

He the marvellous story-teller,

Told his tales of strange adven-
ture,

That tlie feast might be more
joyous.

That the time might pass more
gayiy,

And the guests be more con-
tented.

Sumptuous was the feast No-
komis

!Made at Hiawatha's wedding
;

All tlie bowls were made of bass-

wood.
White and polished Ter)' smooth-

ly.

All the sjioons of horn of bison,

Plack and polished very smooth-
ly.

Siie had sent through all the
village

Messengers with wands of wil-

low,
Asa sign of invitation,

As a token of the feasting ;

And the wedding guests assem-
bled,

Clad in all tlieir richest raiment,
Robes of fur and belts of wam-

]>\im,

Splendid with their paint and
l)lnmage,

Beautiful with beads and tassels.

First tliey ate tiie sturgeon,
Nahma,

And tlie pike, the Maskenozha,
Caught ami cooked by old No-

komis !

Then on pemicnn tliev feasted.

Pemican and bulfalo marrow,
Haunch of deer and bump of

bison.

Yellow cakes of the IMondamin,
And the wild rice of the river.

Put the gracious Hiawatha,
And tiie lovely Laughing Water,
And the carefid old Nokomis,
Tasted not the food before them,
Only waited on the others,

Ouly served their guests in si-

lence.

And when all the guests had
finished,

Old Nokomis, brisk and busy,
Fi om an ami)le pouch of otter,

Filled the red-stone pipes for

smoking
With tobacco from the South-

land,
Mixed with bark of the red wil-

low,
And with herbs and leaves of fra-

grance.
Then she said, "O Pau-Puk-

Keewis,
Dance for us your merry dances.
Dance the Beggar's Dance to

please us.

That tlie feast may be more joy-

ous.
That the time may pass more

Kiiyiy,

And our guests be more con-
tented !"

Then the handsome Pau-Puk-
Keewis,
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He the idle Yenadizze,
He the merry mischief-maker,
Whom tlie people called the

Storm-Pool,
Rose among the guests assem-

hled.
Skilled was he in sports and

pastimes.
In the merry dance of snovv-

slioes.

In the phi}^ of quoits and ball-

Skilled was lie in games of haz-
ard.

In all games of skill and hazard,
Pugasaiiig, the Bowl and Coun-

ters,

Kuntasso, the Game of Plum-
stones,

Though the warriors called

him Faint-Heart,
Called liim coward, Sliaugodaya,
Idler, gambler, Yenadizze,
Liltle iieeded he their jesting,

Little cared he for their insults,

For the women and the maidens
Loved the handsome Pau-Puk-

Keewis.
He was dressed in shirt of doe-

skin,

White and soft, and fringed with
ermine.

All inwrought with beads of

wampum ;
.

He was dressed in deer-skin leg-

gings,
Fiinged with liedgehog quills

and ermine.
And in moccasins of buck-skin.
Thick with quills and beads em-

broidered.
On his head were jilumes of

swan's down.
On his lieelswere tails of foxes.

In one liand a fan of feathers,

And a i)ipe was in the other.

Barred with streaks of red and
yellow,

Streaks of blue and bright ver-

milion.

Shone the face of PauPuk-Kee-
wis.

From his forehead fell his tresses.

Smooth, and parted like a wom-
an's.

Shining bright with oil, and
plaited.

Hung with braids of scented
grasses.

As among the guests assembled,
To the sound of flutes and sing-

ing,

To the sound of drums and voices,

Rose the handsome Pau-Puk-
Keewis,

And began liis mystic dances.
First he danced a solemn meas-

ure.

Very slow in step and gesture,
In and out among the pine-trees,

.

Through the shadows and the
sunshine.

Treading softly like a panther.
Then more swiftl}^ and still

swifter.
Whirling, spinning round in cir-

cles.

Leaping o'er the guests assem-
bled.

Eddying round and round the
wigwam.

Till the leaves went whirling
with Iiim,

Till dust and wind togetiier

Swept in eddies round about
him.

Then along the sandy margin
Of the lake, the Big-Sea-Water,
On he sped with frenzied ges-

tures.

Stamped upon the sand, and
J tossed it

AVildly in the air around him ;

Till the wind became a whirl-

wind.
Till the sand was blown and

sifted,

Like great snowdrifts o'er the

landscape.
Heaping all the shores witli Sand

Dunes.
Sand Hills of the Nagow Wudjoo !

Thus the merry Pau-Puk-Kee-
wis,
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Banned his Beggar's Dance to

please them,
And, returuiug, sat down laugh-

ing
There among the guests assem-

bled.

Sat and fanned himself serenely

With liis fan of Turkey featliers.

TluMi tliey said to Ciiibiabos,

To the friend of Hiawatha,
To tlie sweetest of all singers,

To tlie best of all imisi(Mans,
'* Sing to us, O Cliil)iabos

!

Songs of love and songs of long-

ing.

That the feast may be more joy-
ous,

That the time may pass more
gayiy,

And our guests be more content-
ed !

"

And the gentle Chibiabos
Sang in accents sweet and ten-

der.

Sang in tones of deep emotion.
Songs of love and songs of long-

ing ;

Looking still at Hiawatha.
Looking at fair Laughing Water,
Sang lie softly, sang in this wise :

'•Onaway ! Awake, beloved 1

Thou the wild-flower of the for-

est !

Thou the wild-bird of the prairie !

Thou with eyes so soft and fawn-
like !

" If thou only lookest at me,
I am liajjpy. I am happy,
As tlie lilies of the ijrairie.

When they fee! the dew upon
them !

" Sweet tliy breath is as the
fragrance

Of the wild-flowers in the morn-
ing.

As their fragrance is at evening.
In the Moon when leaves are

falling.
•' Does not all the blood within

me
Leap to meet thee, leap to meet

thee,

As the springs to meet the sun-
siiiiie.

In the Moon when nights are

brightest ?

" Onaway ! my heart sings to

thee.

Sings witli joy when thou art

near nie.

As the sighing, singing branches
In the pleasant Moon of Straw-

berries !

" When thou art not pleased,

beloved.
Then my heart is sad and dark-

ened,
As the sliining river darkens
When tlie clouds drop shadows

on it !

" When thou smilest my he-

loved.
Then my troubled heart is bright-

ened ,

As in sunshine gleam the ripples

That the cold wind makes in

rivers.
" Smiles the earth, and smile

tlie waters
Smile the cloudless skies above us.

But I lose the way of smiling
When thou art no longer near

me !

" I myself, myself ! behold me 1

Blood of my beating heart, be-

hold me !

O awake, awake, beloved I

Onaway ! awake, beloved !

"

Thus" the gentle Chibiabos
Sang his song of love and long-

ing ;

And lagoo, the great boaster.

He the iiiarvellf)us story-teller,

He the friend of old Nokomis,
Jealous of the sweet musieian,
Jealous of the applause they gave

him,
Saw in all the eyes around iiim.

Saw in all their looks and ges-

tures,

•That the wedding guests assem-
bled

Longed to hear his pleasant
stories,
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His immeasurable falsehoods.
Very l)oastful was lagoo

;

Never liearil lie an adventure
But himself liad met a greater

;

Never any deed of daring
But himself liad done a bolder ;

Never any marvellous story
But him.self could tell a stranger.
Would you listen to his boast-

ing.

Would you only give him cre-
dence,

No one ever shot an arrow
Half so far and liigh as he had

;

Ever cnuglifc so many fishes,

Ever killed so m-niy reindeer.
Ever tra]i|ied so many beaver!
None could run so fast as he

could,
None could dive so deep as he

could.
None could swim so far as he

could
;

None had made so many journeys,
None had seen so many wonders.
As this wonderful lagoo,
As this marvellous story-teller !

Thus liis nanae became a by-
word

And a jest among the people ;

And wliene'er a boastful hunter
Praised his own address too

highly,
Or a warrior, home returning,
Talked too much, of his achieve-

ments,
All his hearers cried, Lagoo !

Here's lagoo come among us !

"

He it was who carved the
cradle

Of the little Hiawatha,
Carved its framework out of lin-

den,
Bound it strong with reindeer

sinews
;

He it was who taught him later
How to make his bows and ar-

rows.
How to make the bows of ash-

tree,

And the arrows of the oak-tree.

So among the guests assembled

At my Hiawatha's wedding
Sat lag(jo, old and ugly.
Sat tlie marvellous story-teller.

And they said. " O good Ligoo,
Tell us now a tale of wonder,
Tell us of some strange adventure.
That the feast may be nioie joy-

ous,

That the time may pass more
gayly.

And our guests be more con-
tented!"

And Ingoo answered straight-
way.

" You shall hear a tale of wonder.
You shall hear the strange ad-

ventuies
Of Osseo, the Magician,
From the Evening Star descend-

ed."

XH.

THE SON OF THE EVENING STAR.

Can it be the sun descending
O'er the level plain of water ?

Or the Red Swan iloating, flying,

Wounded by the magic arrow.
Staining all the waves with crim-

son.
With the ci-imson of its life-

blood,
Filling [ill the air with splendor.
With the splendor of its plum-

age ?

Yes ; it is the sun descending,
Sinking down into the water ;

All the sky is stained with pur-
ple,

All the water flushed with crim-
son !

No ; it is the Red Swan floating,

Diving down beneath the water ;

To tlie skj- its wings are lifted,

With its blood the waves are red-
dened !

Over it the Star of Evening
Melts and trembles thi-ough the

purjile,

Hangs suspended in the twilight.
No : it is a bead of wampum
On the robes of the Great Spirit,
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As he passes through the twi-
light,

Walks in silence through the
heavens.

This with joy beheld lagoo
And lie said in liaste :

" Behold
it!

See tile tsacred Star of Evening !

You shall hear the tale of \von-

der,
Hear the story of Osseo,
Son of the Evening Star, Osseo !

"Once, in days no more re-

membered,
Ages nearer the beginning,
When the heavens were closer to

us,

A iifl the Gods were more familiar.

In the North-land lived a hunter,
Witli ten j-oung and comely

daughters,
Tall and lithe as wands of willow

;

Only Cweenee, the youngest.
She the wilful and the wayward,
She tlie silent, dreamy maiden,
Was the fairest of the sisters.

"All these women married
warriors.

Married brave and haughty hus-
bands ;

Only Oweeiiee, the youngest.
Laughed and flouted all her lov-

ers,

All her young and handsome
suitors,

And then married old Osseo,
Old Osseo, poor and ugly, .

Broken witli age and weak with
cougliing.

Always coughing like a squirrel.

"All, but beautiful within him
Was tlie spirit of Osseo,
From the Evening Star descended
Star of Evening, Star of AVoman,
Star of tenderness and passion !

All its fire was in his bosom,
All its beauty in his spirit.

All its mystery in his being.
All its splendor in his language !

" And her lovers, tlie rejected.

Handsome men with belts of
wampum,

Handsome men with paint and
featliers.

Pointed at lifr in derision.
Followed her with jest and laugh-

ter.

But she said :
' I care not for you,

Care not for your belts of wam-
pum.

Care not for your paint and
feathers,

Care not for your jests and laugh-
ter ;

I am happy with Osseo !

"Once to some great feast In-

vited,

Tlirough the damp and dusk of
evening

Walked together the ten sisters,

AValked together with their hus-
bands ;

SIowlv followed old Osseo,
Witli fair Oweenee beside him

;

All tlie others chatted gayly,
These twoonlj' walked in silence.

" At the western sky Osseo
Gazed intent, as if imploring,
Often stoj)ped and gazed implor-

ing
At the trembling Star of Even-

ing,
At the tender Star of W^oman ;

And they heard him murmur
softly,

' Ah, shoivain nnmeshin, Nosa!
Pity, pity me, mj- father I

'

"'Listen!' said the eldest
sister,

' He is praying to his father I

What a pity that the old man
Does not stumble in the path-

way.
Does not break his neck by fall-

ing!"
And they laughed till all the

forest

Rang with their unseemly laugh-
ter.

"On their pathway through
tiie woodlands

Lay an oak, by storms uprooted,
Lay the great trunk of an oak-

tree,
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Buried half in leaves and mosses,
Mouldering, crumbling, huge

and hollow.
And Osseo, wiien he saw it,

Gave a shout, a cr_y of anguish.
Leaped into its yawning cavern.
At one end went in an old man,
Wasted, wrinkled, old, and ugl}'

;

From the other came a young
man.

Tall and straight and strong and
iiandsome.

" Thus Osseo was transfigured.
Thus restored to j'outh and

beauty

;

But alas for good Osseo,
And for Oweenee, the faithful

!

Strangely, too, was she trans-
figured.

Changed into a weak old woman.
With a staff she tottered onward,
Wasted, wrinkled, old, and uglj' !

And tlie sisters and their hus-
bands

Laughed until the echoing forest
Rang with their unseemly

laughter.
"But Osseo turned not from

her.
Walked with slower step beside

her,

Took her hand, as brown and
withered

As an oak-leaf is' in Winter,
Called her sweetheart, Nene-

nioosha.
Soothed her with soft words of

kindness,
Till they reached the lodge of

feasting.
Till they sat down in the wig-

wam.
Sacred to the Star of Evening,
To the tender Star of Woman.

'* Wrapt in visions, lost in

di-eaming,
At the banquet sat Osseo

;

All were merry, all were happy.
All were joyous but Osseo,
Neither food nor drink he tasted.

Neither did he speak nor listen.

But as one be\yildered sat he,

Looking dreamily and sadly,
First at Oweenee, then upward
At the gleaming sky above them.

" Then a voice was heard, a
whisper.

Coming from the starry distance,
Coming from the enipt}- vastnesS;
Low, and musical, and tender

;

And the voice said :
' O Osseo

!

O my son, my best beloved !

Broken aie the spells that bound
you,

All the charms of the magicians,
All tlie magic powers of evil

;

Come to me ; ascend, Osseo !

"'Taste the food tliat stands
before 30U

;

It is blessed and enchanted,
It has magic virtues in it,

It will change you to a spirit.

All your bowls and all your
kettles

Shall be wood and clay no longer;
But the bowls be changed to

wainpum.
And the kettles shall be silver

;

They shall shine like shells of
scarlet,

Lilve the fire shall gleam and
glimmer.

" ' And the women shall no
longer

Bear the dreary doom of labor.
But be changed to birds, and

glisten
With the beauty of the starlight.

Painted with the dusty splendors
Of tlie skies and clouds of even-

ing !

"

" What Osseo heard as whis-
pers.

What as words he comprehended.
Was but music to the others,
Music as of birds afar off.

Of the whippoorwill afar off.

Of the lonely Wawonaissa
Singing in the darksome forest.

" Then the lodge began to
tremble,

Straight began to shake and,

tremble.
And they felt it rising, rising,
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Slowly through the air ascend-
"ing.

From the darkness of the tree-

tops
Forth into tiie dewy starlight,
Till it passed the topmost

branches

;

And beliold ! the wooden dishes
All were changed to shells of

scai'K't !

And behold I the earthen kettles
All were changed to bowls of

silver !

And the roof-poles of the wigwam
Were as glittering rods of silver,

And the roof of bark upon them
As the sliiuing shards of beetles.
" Then Osseo gazed around him,

And he saw the nine fair sisters.

All the sisters and tlieir husbands,
Changed to birds of various

l)luniage.

Some were jaj's and some were
magpies.

Others tiuushes, others black-
birds

;

And they hopped, and sang, and
twittered,

Pecked and fluttered all their
feathers,

Strutted in their shining plum-
age,

And their tails like fans unfolded.
"Only Oweenee, the youngest,

Was not changed, but, sat in si-

lencer,

Wasted, wrinked, old, and ugly,
liooking sadly at the others

;

Till Osseo, gazing upward,
(!ave another cry of anguish,
Sucli a cry as he had uttered
liy the oak-tree in tlie forest.

" Then returned her youth and
beauty

And her .st)i!ed aiul tattered gar-
ments

AVere transformed to robes of
ermine.

An<l lier staff l)ecamo a feather,
Yes, a shining silver featiier !

"And again the wigwam
trembled,

Swayed and rushed through airy
currents,

Through transparent cloud and
vapor.

And amid celestial splendors
On the Evening Star alighted.
As a snow-flake falls on snow-

flake,

As a leaf drops on a river,

As tlie thistle-down on water,
" Forth with cheerful words of

welcome
Came the father of Osseo,
He with radiant locks of silver.

He with eyes serene and tender.
And he said :

' My son, Osseo,
Hang the cage of birds you bring

there.
Hang the cage with rods of silver,

And the birds with glistening
feathers.

At the doorway of my wigwam.'
" At tlie door he hung tiie

bird-cage.
And they entered in and gladly
Listened to Osseo's father.
Ruler of the Star of Evening,
As he said :

' O my Osseo !

I have had compassion on you.
Given you back your youth and

beauty,
Into birds of various plumage
Changed your sisters and their

busbaiuls
;

Changed tli-^m tlius because they
mocked j'ou

In the figure of the old man.
In that aspect sad and wrinkled,
Could not see your heart of pas-

sion,

Could not see your youth im-
mortal ;

Only Oweenee, the faithful.

Saw your naked heart and loved
you.

" ' In the lodge that glimmers
yonder.

In the little star that twinkles
Tlirough the vapors, on the left

hand,
liives the envious I^il Spirit,

Tiie Wabeno, the magician,
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Who transformed you to an old
man.

Take heed lest his beams fall on
you,

For the rays he darts around him
Are the jiower of his enchant-

ment,
Are the- arrows that he uses.'

" Many years, in peace and
quiet,

On the peaceful Star of Evening
Dwelt Osseo with his father

;

Many years, in song and flutter,

At the doorway of the wigwam.
Hung the cage with rods of

silver,

And fair Oweenee, the faithful.

Bore a son unto Osseo,
With tlie beauty of his mother,
With the courage of his father.

" And tlie boy grew up and
prospered

,

And Osseo, to delight him.
Made him little bows and arrows.
Opened the great cage of silver,

And let loose his aunts and vuicles,

All those birds with glossy
feathers,

For his little son to shoot at.
" Round and round they

wheeled and darted,
Filled the Evening Star with

music,
With their songs of joy and

freedom ;

Filled tlie Evening Star with
splendor,

With the tlutteringof their plum-
age ;

Till the boy, the little hunter,
I>ent his bow and sliot an arrow,
Siiot a swift and fatal arrow,
And a bii'd. with shining feathers,

At his feet fell wounded sorely.
" But, O wondrous transforma-

tion !

'T was no bird he saw before him,
'T was a Ijenutiful young woman,
Witli the arrow in her bosom I

" When her blood fell on the
phinet.

On the sacred Star of Evening,

Broken was the spell of magic,
Pinverless was the strange en-

(diantnient.
And the youth, tlie fearless bow-

man
Suddenly felt himself descending,
Held by unseen hands, but sink-

ing
Downward through the empty

spaces.
Downward through the clouds

and vai)ors,

Till he .rested on an island,
On an island, green and grassy,
Yonder in the Big-Sea- Water.

" After hiin he saw descending
All the birds with shining

feathers.
Fluttering, falling, wafted down-

ward,
Like the painted leaves of Au-

tumn
;

And the lodge with poles of silver,

With its roof like wings of beetles,

Like the shining shards of beetles,

By the \\inds of heaven uplifted.
Slowl}' sank upon the island,
Bringing back tlie good Osseo,
Bringing Oweenee, the faithful.

"Then the birds, again trans-
figured,

Reassumed the shape of mortals,
Took their shape, but not tlieii

stature

;

They remained as Little People,
Like the pygmies, the Puk

Wudjics,
And on pleasant nights of Sun>-

mer,
When the Evening Star was

shilling.

Hand in hand tliej- danced to-

gether
On the island's craggy headlands.
On the sand-beach low and level.

"Still their glittering lodge is

seen there,

On the tranquil Summer even-
ings.

And upon liie shore the fisher

Sometimes hears their happy
voices.
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Sees thetn dancing in tlie star-
liglit !

"

When tlie story was coniplcted,

Wliea tlie wondrous tale was
ended,

Lookiiiji; round upon his listeners,

Solemnly lagoo added :

'• There are great men, I liave

known such,
Whom their people understand

not,

VVliom they even make a jest of,

Scoff and jejr at in derision.

From tiie stor}' of Osseo
Let tliem Itjarn the fate of jest-

ers t
"

All the wedding guests de-
ligiiti'd

liistene 1 to the marvellous story,

jidteneil laughing and applaud-
ing.

\.nd tliey whispered to each
otlier :

' Does he mean himself, I won-
der ?

md are we the aunts and
uncles ?"

Then again sang Chibiabos,
anga song of love and longing,
n tho-;e accents sweet and ten-

der,

^ those tones of i)ensivc> sadness,
ang a maiden's lamentation
or her lover, her Algonipiin.
" When I think of my beloved,
h me Itliirik of my i)elove(].

When my hrart is thinking of
him,

my sweetheart, my Algon-
(j'.iiii I

All me! whciii I parted from
him,

)nnd my lUM-k lu; hung the
wampum,

! a pledge, the snow-white wam-
pum,

my swect.iie:irt, my Algoncpiin !

" I will go with you, h(! wliis-

pci'eil,

I me ! to yniir native country
;

I
,
't me go wilii you, he wliis-

pered,

2.^

O my sweetheart, my Algonqnin !

" Far away, awaj', I answered.
Very far awaj", 1 answered,
Ah me ! is my native conntiy,
O ni}' sweetheart, my Algonquin !

" Wlien I looked back to be-

hold him,
Where we parted, to behold him.
After me he still was gazing.
O my sweetheart, my Algonquin !

" By the tree he still was stand-
ing.

By the fallen tree wns standing.
That had dropped into the water,
O my sweetheart, my Algonquin !

" Wlien I think of my beloved.
Ah me, think of my beloved,
AVhen mj' heart is thinking of

liim.

O my sweetheart, my Algon-
qnin !

"

Such was Hiawatlia's Wedding,
Such the dance of Pau-Puk-Kee-

wis.
Such the story of lagoo.
Such the songs of Cliibiabos

;

Thus the wedding banquet ended.
And the wedding guests de-

l)aited,

Leaving Hiawatha liajipy

With the night and ]\linnehaha.

XHI.

BLESSING THE CORNFIELDS.

Sing. O song of Hiawatha,
Of the hapi)y days that followed,
In the land of tiie Ojibways,
In the |)leasant land and ])eace-

ful!
Sing the mysteries of ]\Iondamin,
Sing the I51essing of the Corn-

fields !

Buried was the bloody hatchet.
Buried was the dreadful war-club.
Buried were all warlike weapons.
And the war-cry was foigntlen.
There was peace among the na-

tions
ITnmoh'slcd rovi'd the hunttrs.
Built the birch canoe for sailing,
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Caught the fish in lake and river,

Shot the deer and trapped the
beaver

;

Unmolested worked the women,
Made their sugar from the maple.
Gathered wild rice in the

meadows,
Dressed tlie skins of deer and

beaver.
All around the happy village

Stood the maize-fields, green and
shining.

Waved the green illumes of Mon-
damin,

Waved his soft and sunny
tresses,

Filling all the land with plenty,
'T was the women who in Spring-

time
Planted the broad fields and

fruitful.

Buried in the earth Mondamin ;

'T was the women who in Au-
tumn

Stripped the yellow husks of har-
vest.

Stripped the garments from Mon-
damin,

Even as Hiawatha taught them.
Once, when all the maize was

planted,
Hiawatha, wise and thoughtful.
Spake and said to Minnehaha,
To his wife, tiie Laughing Water :

"You sliidl bless to-night the
cornfields.

Draw a mngic circle round them.
To protect tliem from destruc-

tion.

Bliist of mildew, blight of insect,

Wageniin, the tliief of cornfields.

Paimosiiid, who steals the maize-
ear !

" In the night, when all is

silence,

In the night, when all is dark-
ness,

When the Spirit of Sleep, Napah-
win,

Shuts the doors of nil the wig-
wams.

So that not an ear can hear you,

So that not an eye can see you.
Rise up from your bed in silence,

Lay aside your garments wholly,
Walk around tlie fields you

planted.
Round the borders of the corn-

fields,

Covered by your tresses only.
Robed with darkness as a gar-

ment.
" Thus the fields .shall be more

fruitful.

And the passing of your footsteps
Draw a magic circle round them,
So that neither blight nor mil-

dew.
Neither burrowing worm nor in-

sect,

Shall pass o'er the magic circle
;

Not the dragon-fly, Kwo-ne-she,
Nor the spider. Subbekashe,
Nor the grasshopiJer, Pah-puk-

keena,
Nor tlie mighty caterpillar,

Way-muk kvvana, witli the bear-
skin.

King of all the caterpillars !

"

On the tree-tops near the corn-
fields

Sat the hungry crows and ravens,
Kahgahgee, the King of Ravens,
W'ith his band of black maraud-

ers.

And they laughed at Hiawatha.
Till the tree-tops shook with

laughter,
With their melancholy laughter,
At llie words of Hiawatha.

" Hear him !
" said they ;

" hear
the Wise Man,

Hear tlie plots of Hiawatha !

"

When the noiseless night de-
scended

Broad and dark o'er field and for-

est.

When the mournful Wawonaissa,
Sorrowing .sang among the hem-

locks.

And the Spirit of SleeiJ, Napah-
win,

Shut the doors of all the wig-
wams,
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From her bed rose Laughing
Water,

Laid aside lier garinoiits wholly,

And with daikiu'ss clotiied and
guarded.

Unasliained and unalTrighled,
^Talked securely round the corn-

fields,

Drew the sacred, magic circle

Of her footprints round the corn-
fields.

No one but the midnight only
Saw her beauty in tlie darkness.

No one but the Wawonaissa,
lleai'd the panting of her l)osom ;

Guskewau, the darkness, wrapped
her

Closely in his sacred mantle.
So that none might see her

beauty.
So that none might boast, " I saw

her !

"

On the morrow, as the day
dawned,

Kahgahgee. tlie King of Ravens,
Gatiiered all his black marauders.
Crows and blackbirds, jays, and

ravens,
Clamorous on the dusky tree-tops,

And descended, fast and fearless,

On tlie fields of Hiawatha,
On the grave of the Mondamin.

" We will drag Mondamin," said

they,
"From tlio grave where he is

burieil.

Spite of all tlie magic circles.

Laughing ^^'ater draws around it,

Spite of all tlio sacred footprints,

Minnehaha stamps upon it !

"

But the wary Hiawatha,
Ever tlioughtful, careful, watch-

ful.

Had o'erheard the .scornful laugh-
ter

When they mocked him from the
tree-tops.

" Kaw !
" he said. • my friends

the ravens,
Kaghahgee, my King of Ravens !

I will teach you all a lesson

That shall not be .soon forgotten !

"

He had risen before the day-
break, [fields.

He had spread o'er all the corn
Snares to catch the black maraud-

ers.

And was lying now in ambush
In the neighboring grove of pine-

trees.

Waiting for the crows and black-
birds.

Waiting for the jays and ravens.
Soon they came -with caw and

clamor.
Rush of wings and cry of voices,

To their work of devastation,
Settling down upon the corn-

fields.

Dolving deep with beak and talon.

For the body of Mondamin.
And with all their craft and cun-

ning.
All their skill in wiles of warfare,
They ])erceived no danger near

tliem.

Till their claws became entangled.
Till Ihey found themselves im-

prisoned
In the snares of Hiawatha.
From his place of ambush came

ho,

Striding terrible among them,
And so awful was his aspect
That the bravest quailed with

terror.

Without mercy he destroyed them
Right and left, by tens and twen-

ties,

And their wretched, lifeless bodies
Hung aloft on poles for scare-

crows
Round the consecrated cornfields
As a signal of his vengeance,
As a warning to marautlers.
Only Kahgahgee. the leader,

Kahgaligee, the King of Ravens,
He alone was spared among them
As a hostage for his peo|)le.

With his pri.soner-slring he bound
him.

Led him captive to his wigwam,
Tied him fast with cords of elm-

bark
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To the ridge-pole of his wigwam.
" Kahgahgee, my raven !

" said
he,

" You the leader of the robbers,

You the plotter of this mischief,
Tiie contriver of tliis outrage,
I will keep you, I hold j'ou,

As a liostage for your people.

As a pledge of good beiiavior !

"

And he left him, grim and
sulky,

Sitting in the morning sunsliine
On tlie summit of the wigwam,
Croaking fiercely Jiis displeasure.
Flapping liis great sable pinions.
Vainly struggling for iiis freedom,
Vainly calling on his people !

Summer passed, and Shawon-
dasee

Breatlied his siglis o'er all tlie

landscape.
From the Soutli-land sent his

ardors,
Wafted kisses warm and tender

;

And the maize-field grew and
ripened.

Till it stood in all the splendor
Of its garments green and yellow,
Of its tassels and its i)lumage,
And the maize-ears full and shin-

ing
Gleamed from bursting sheaths

of verdure.
Then Nokomis, the old woman,

Spake, and said to Minnehaha :

" ' T is the Moon when leaves are
falling

;

All the wild-rice has been gath-
ered.

And tlie maize is ripe and ready
;

Let us gather in the harvest.
Let Us wrestle with Mondamin,
Strip liim of his plumes and tas-

sels.

Of his garments green and
yelUnv !

"

And the merry Laughing Water
Went rejoicing from the wig-

wam.
With Nokomis, old and wrinkled,
And tliey called the women round

them,

Called the young men and the
maidens,

To the harvest of the cornfields.
To the husking of the maize-ear.
On the Ijorder of the forest.

Underneath the fragrant pine-
trees.

Sat the old men and the warrion;
Smoking in the pleasant shadow.
In uninterrupted silence
Looked they at the gamesome

labor
Of the young men and the

women ;

Listened to their noisy talking.
To their laughter and their sing-

ing.

Heard them chattering like the
magpies,

Heard them laughing like the
blue-jays,

Heard them singing like the
robins.

And whene'er some lucky
maiden

Found a red ear in the husking.
Found a maize-ear red as blood is,

"Nushka!" cried they all to-

gether,
" Nushka! you shall have a sweet-

heart,

You shall have a handsome hus-
band !

•'

•'Ugli!" the old men all re-

sponded
From tlieir seats beneath the

pine-trees.

And whene'er a youth or
maiden

Found a crooked ear in husking,
Found a maize-ear in the husk-

ing
Blighted, mildewed, or mis-

shapen.
Then they laughed and sang to-

gether,
Crept and limped about the corn-

fields.

Mimicked in their gait and ges-

tuies
Some old man, bent almost dou-

ble,
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Singing singly or together :

" Wugeiiiiu, the thief of corn-
tiekls !

Painiosuul. the skulking robber!
"

Till the cornfields rang with
laiigiiter.

Till from Hiawatha's wigwam
Kahgali^ee. the King of IJavens,

Screametl and quivered in his

anger,
And from all the neighboring

t lee-tops

Cawed and croaked the black
niarauilers.

*' Ugh !
" tl>« old men all re-

sponded,
From their seats beneath the

pine-trees !

XIV.

PICTURE-WRITING.

In those days said Hiawatha,
" Lo 1 iiow all things fade and

jH-rish I

From the memory of the old men
Fade away the great traditions.

The achievement of the warriors,
The adventures of the hunters.
All the wisdom of the Medas,
All the craft of the Wabenos,
All the marvellous dreams and

visions

Of the Jossakeeps, the Prophets !

" Great men die and are forgot-

ten,

Wise men speak ; their words of
wisdom

Perish in the ears that hear them,
Do not reach the generations
That, a'^ yet unliorn, are waiting
In the great, mysterious darkness
Of the speechless days that shall

be!
' On the grave-posts of our

fathers
Are no signs, no figures painted

;

Who are in those graves we know
not,

Oidy know they are our fathers.

Of what kitli they are and kin-
dred.

From what old. ancestral Totem,
Pie it Eagle, Bear, or Beaver,
Tiiey descended, this we know

not.

Only know they are our fathers.
'* Face to face we speak to-

gelher.
But we cannot speak when alisent,

Cannot send our voices from us
To the friends tliat dwell afar off

;

Cannot send a secret message.
But the bearer learns our secret,

May i)ervert it, niaj' betray it,

May reveal it unto others."

Tlius said Hiawatlia, walking
In the solitary forest,

Pondering, musing in the forest

On the welfare of his people.

From his pouch he took his

colors.

Took his paints of different colors.

On the smooth bark of a birch-

tree

Painted many shapes and figures,

Wonderful and mysti(' figures.

And each figure Iiad a meaning,
Each some word or thought sug-

gested.
Gitche Manito tlie Mighty,

He, the ]Master of Life, was
painted

As an egg, with i^oints projecting

To the four winds of the heavens.
Everywhere is the Great Spirit,

Was "the meaning of this symbol.
Mitche Manito the IMighty.

He the dreadful S|)irit of Evil,

As a ser))ent was depicted,

As Kenabeek, the great serpent.

Very crafty, very cunning.
Is the creeping 8|)irit of Evil,

Was the meaning of this symbol.
Life and Deatii he drew as

circles.

Life was white, but Death was
darkened ;

Sun and moon and stars he
painted,

Man and beast, and fish and rep-

tile,

Forests, mountains, lakes, and
rivers.
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For tlie earth he drew a straight
line,

For the sky a bow above it
;

White the space between for day-
time.

Filled with little stars for niglit-

time ;

On the left a point for sunrise,

On the right a point for sunset.
On tlie toj) a i)oint for noontide.
And for rain and cloudy weather
Waving lines descending from it.

Footprints pointing toward a
wigwam

Were a sign of invitation.

Were a sign of guests assem-
bling

;

Bloody liands witli palms uplifted
Were a sj'inbol of destruction,
Were a liostile sign and symbol.

All these things did Hiawatha
Show unto his wondering people.
And interpreted tlieir meaning.
And he said : " Behold, your

grave-]>osts

Have no mark, no sign, nor sym-
bol.

Go and paint them all with
figures

;

Each one with its household
symbol,

With its own ancestral Totem
;

So that those who follow after

May distinguish them and know
them."

And tiiey painted on the grave-
posts

Of the graves yet unforgotten.
Each his own ancestral Totem.
Each the symbol of his household ;

Figures oi the Bear and Reindeer,
Of the Turtle, Crane, and Beaver,
Each inverted as a token
That tlie owner was departed.
That the cliief who bore the

symbol
Lay ben(>atli in dust and ashes.

And the Jcssakeeds, the Proph-
ets,

The Wabenos, the Magicians,
And the Medicine-men, tlie Me-

das,

Painted upon bark and deer-skin
Figures for the songs they

chanted.
For each song a separate synibc),,

Figures mystical and awful,
Figures strange and brightly

colored
;

And each figure had its meaning.
Each some magic song suggested.

Tlie Great Spirit, the Creator,
Flashing liglit through all the

heaven
;

The Great Serj)ent, the Kenabeek,
With his bloody crest erected,
Creeping, looking into heaven

;

In the sky the sun, tliat listens,
And the moon eclipsed and dying.
Owl and eagle, crane and hen-

hawk,
And the cormorant, bird of

magic
;

Headless men, that walk the
heavens.

Bodies lying pierced with arrows
Bloody hands of death uplifted.
Flags on graves, and great war-

captains
Grasping both the earth and

heaven !

Such as tiiese the shapes they
painted

On the birch-bark and the deer-
skin

;

Songs of war and songs of hunt-
ing,

Songs of medicine and of magic,
All were written in tliese figures,
For each figure had its meaning,
Each its separnte song recorded.
Nor forgotten was tlie Love-

Song.
The most subtle of all medicines,
The most potent spell of magic,
Dangerous more than war or

hunting !

Tims tlH> Love-Song was recorded,
Symbol and interpretation.

First a human figure standing,
Painted in the biightest scarlet

;

T is the lover, tlie musician.
And the meaning is, "My paint-
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Makes me powerful over others."
Then the figure seated, singing,

Playing on a drum of magic,
And the interpretation, "Listen!
'T is my voice you hear, mj^ sing-

iug!"
Then the same red figure seated

In the shelter of a wigwam,
And the meaning of tlie symbol,
"I will come and sit beside you

In the mystery of my passion !

"

Then two figures, man and wo-
man,

Standing hand in liand together
Witli their liands so clasped to-

getlier

Tliat tiiey seem in one united,
And tlie words thus represented
Are, " I see your lieart within

you,
And your cheeks are red with

blushes !

"

Next the maiden on an island,
In the centre of an island

;

And the song tliis shape suggested
Was, " Though you were at a dis-

tance.
Were upon some far-off island,
Such the spell I cast upon j'ou,

Such tlie m:igic jjowor of iiassion,

I could straiglitway draw jou to
me !

"

Then tlie figure of tlie maiden
Sleeping, and the lover near lier,

Whispering to her in her slum-
bers.

Saying, " Though you were far
from me

III the land of Sleep and Silence,
Still the voice of love would reach

you !

"

And the last of all the figures
Was a heart within a circle.

Drawn within a magic circle;
And the image had tliis meaning :

" Naked lies your heart before
me.

To your naked heart T whisper !

"

Thus it was tliat Ilin wallia,
111 his wisdom, taught the people
All the mysteries of p;iinting,

All the art of Picture-Writing,

On the smooth bark of the birch-
tree,

On the white skin of the reindeer,
On the grave-posts of the village.

XV.

HIAWATHA'S LAMENTATION.

In those days the Evil Spirits,

All the Manitos of mischief.
Fearing Hiawatha's wisdom,
And his love for Chibiabos,
Jealous of their faithful friend-

ship.

And their noble words and
actions,

Made at length a league against
them.

To molest them and destroy them.
Hiawatha, wise and wary,

Often said to Chibiabos,
" O my brother ! do not leave me,
Lest the Evil Spirits harm j'ou !

"

Chibial)OS, young and heedless.
Laughing sh'ook his coal-black

tresses.

Answered ever sweet and child-

like,
" Do not fear for me, O brother !

Harm and evil come not near
me !

"

Once when Peboan, the Winter,
Roofed with ice the Big-Sea-

Water,
When the snow-flakes, whirling

downward.
Hissed among the withei'ed oak-

leaves,

Changed the pine-trees into wig-
wams.

Covered all the earth with si-

lence,

—

Armed with arrows, shod with
snow-shoes,

Heeding not his brother's warn-
ing,

Fearing not the Evil Spirits,

Forth to hunt the tleer with
antlers

All alone went Chibiabos.
Right across the Big-Sea-Water
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Sprang with speed the deer before
him.

With the wind and snow he fol-

h.)wed,

O'er the treacherous ice he fol-

lowed,
Wild with all the fierce commo-

tion
And the rapture of the hunting.
But beneath, the Evil Spirits

Lay in ambush, waiting for him,
Broke the treacherous ice beneath

him,
Dragged him downward to the

bottom,
Buried in the sand his body,
Unktahee, the god of water,
He the god of the Dacotahs,
Drowned him in the deep abysses
Of the lake of Gitche Gumee.
From the headlands Hiawatha

Sent forth sucli a wail of anguish,
Such a fearful lamentation.
Til at the bison paused to listen,

And tlie wolves howled from the
prairies,

And the tliunder in the distance
Woke and answered " Baim-

wawa !

"

Then his face with black he
painted,

With his robe liis head he covered,
In his wigwam sat lamenting,
Seven long weeks he sat lament-

ing,

Uttering still this moan of sor-

row :

—

" He is dead, the sweet mu-
sician !

He the sweetest of all singers I

He has gone from us forever.

He has moved a little nearer
To the Master of all music.
To the Master of all singing !

O my brotlier, Chibiabos !

"

And tlie melancholy fir-trees

Waved their dark green fans
above him.

Waved tlieir purple cones above
liim,

Sighing with liiin to console him,
Mingling with his lamentation

Their complaining, their lament-
ing.

Came tlie Spring, and all the
forest

Looked in vain for Ciiibiabos
;

Sighed the rivulet, Sebowisha,
Sighed the rushes in tlie meadow.
From the tree-tops sang the

bluebird,

Sang the bluebird. theOwaissa,
" Chibiabos ! Ciiibiabos !

He is dead, the sweet musi-
cian !

"

From tlie wigwam sang the
robin.

Sang the Opecliee, the robin,
" Chibiabos ! Chibiabos !

He is dead, the sweetest singer !

"

And at night thi'ough all the
forest

Went the whippoorwill complain-
ing,

Wailing went the Wawonaissa,
"Chibiabos! Chibiabos!
He is dead, the sweet musician !

He the sweetest of all singers !

"

Then the medicine-men, tlie

Medas.
The magicians, the AVabenos,
And the Jossakeeds, the proph-

ets,

Came to visit Hiawatha
;

Built a Sacred Lodge beside him.
To appease him, to console him.
Walked in silent, grave proces-

sion,

Bearing each a pouch of healing.
Skin of beaver, lynx, or otter,

Filled with magic roots and
simples.

Filled with very potent medi-
cines.

When he heard their steps ap-
proaching,

Hiawatha ceased lanienling,
Called no more on Chibial)<)s

;

Naught lie questioned, naught he
answered.

But his mournful head uncov-
ered.

From his face the mourning
color?



THE SONG OF HIAWATHA. 30

1

Washed he slowly and in silence
;

Slowly and in silence followed
Onward to the Sacred Wigwam.
There a magic drink they gave

him,
Made of Nahma-wusk, the spear-

mint.
And Wal)eno-wusk, the yarrow,
Roots of power, and herbs of heal-

ing
;

Beat their drums, and shook their

rattles ;

Clianted singly and in chorus.
Mystic songs like these, they

chanted.
" I myself, myself ! behold me !

'T is the great Graj' Eagle talk-

i'lg ;

Come, ye white crows, come and
hear him !

The loud-speaking thunder helps
me ;

All the unseen spirits help me ;

I can hear their voices calling.

All around the sky I hear them !

I can blow you strong, my
brother,

I can heal yon, Hiawatha !

"

" Hi-au-ha !
" replied tiie cho-

rus,
" Way-ha-wa}' !

" the mystic
chorus.

"Friends of mine are all the
serpents !

Hear me shake my skin of hen-
hawk !

Mahng, the white-loon, I can kill

him ;

I can shoot your heart and kill it !

I canblowyoustrong. my brother,
1 can heal yon. Hiawatha !

"

•• Hi-au-lia ! "replied the cho-
rus

'• Way-ha-way !"the mystic cho-
rus.

" I mv.self, myself ! the proph-
et

!

When I speak the wigwam trem-
bles.

Shakes the Sacred Lodge with
terror,

Hnds unseen begin to shake it

!

When I walk, the sky I tread on
Bends and makes a noise biiieath

me I

I can blow 3 on strong, my
brother

!

Rise and speak, O Hiawatha ! "'

" Hi-au-iia !

"' replied the cho-
rus,

'' Way-ha-way !
" the mystic cho-

rus.

Then they shook their medicine-
pouches

O'er the head of Hiawatha.
Danced their medicine-dance

around him :

And upstarting wild and hag-
gard.

Like a man from dreams awak-
ened.

He was healed of all his madness.
x\.s the clouds are swept from

heaven,
Straightway from his brain de-

])arted

All his mood}' melancholy ;

As the ice is swept from rivers,

Straightway from his heart de-
parted

All his sorrow and affliction.

Then they summoned Chibia-
bos

From his grave beneath the
waters.

From the sands of Gitche Gnmee
Summoned Hiawatha's brother.
And so mighty was the magic
Of that cry and invocation.
That he heard it as he lay there
Underneath the Big-Sea-Wati r ;

From the sand he rose and lis-

tened,
Heard the music and the singing,
Uame, obedient to the summons,
To the doorway of the wigwam.
But to enter they forbade him.
Through a chink a coal they

gave him.
Through the door a burning fire-

brand ;

Ruler in the Land of Spirits,

Ruler o'er the dead, they n\ade
him,
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Telling him a fire to kindle
For all those tliat died thereafter.

Camp-fires for their night en-
campments

On their solitary journey
To the kingdom of Ponemnh,
To the land of tlie Hereafter.
From tlie village of liis child-

hood,
From the homes of those who

knew him,
Passing silent through the forest,

Like a smoke-wreath wafted
sideways.

Slowly vanished Chibiabos !

Where he passed, the branches
moved not,

Where he trod the grasses bent
not.

And the fallen leaves of last year
Made no sound beneath his foot-

steps.

Four whole days he journeyed
onward

Down the pathway of the dead
men

;

On the dead-man's strawberry
feasted.

Crossed the melancholy river.

On the swinging log he ciossed
it,

Came unto tlie Lake of Silver,

In the Stone Canoe w,as carried
To the Islands of the Blessed,

To the land of ghosts and shad-
ows.

On that journey, moving
slowly,

Many weary spirits saw he.

Panting under heavy burdens,
Laden with war-clubs, bows and

arrows,
Robes of fur, and pots and ket-

tles,

And with food that friends had
given

For tliat solitary journey.
" Ay ! why do the living," said

they,
" Lay such heavy burdens on us !

Better were it to go naked.
Better were it to go fasting,

Than to bear such heavy burdens
On our long and weary journey !

"'

Forth then issued Hiawatlia,
Wandered eastward, wandered

westward,
Teaching men the use of simples
And the antidotes for poi-sons,

And the cure of all diseases.
Thus was first made known to

mortals
All the mystery of Medamin,
All the sacred art of healing.

XVI.

PAU-PUK-KEEWIS.

You shall hear how Pau-Puk-
Keewis

He, tlie handsome Yenadizze,
Whom tlie people called the

Storm-Fool,
Vexed the village with disturb-

ance ;

You shall liear of all his mischief.
And his flight from Hiawatha,
And his wondrous transmi-

grations.
And the end of his adventures.
On the shores of GitcheGumee,

On the dunes of Nagow Wudjoo.
By the shining Big-Sea-Water.
Stood the lodge of Pau-Puk-Kee-

wis.

It was he who in his frenzy
Whirled these drifting sands to-

gether,
On the dunes of Nagow Wudjoo,
Wlien, among tiie guests as.sem-

bled,
He so merrily and madly
Danced at Hiawatha's wedding.
Danced the Beggar's Dance to

please them.
Now, in search of new adven-

tures.
From his lodge went Pau-Puk-

Keewis,
Came with speed into the village,

P'ound the young men all assem-
bled

In the lodge of old lagoo,
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Listening to his inonsti'ous stor-

ies,

To his wonderful adventures.
He was telling them the story

Of Ojeeg, the Summer-Maker,
How he made a hole in heaven.
How he climbed up into heaven
And let out the summer-weather
The perpetual, pleasant Summer,
How the Otter first essayed it

;

How the Beaver, Lj'nx, and Bad-
ger,

Tried in turn the great achieve-
ment,

From the summit of the mount-
ain

Smote their fists against tiie

heavens,
Smote against the sky their fore-

heads,
Cracked the sky, but could not

break it,

How the AVolverine, uprising,

Madeliim read.y for the encoun-
ter.

Bent his knees down, like a
srjuirrel.

Drew his arms back, like a cricket.
'• Once he leaped," said old la-

goo,
"Once he leaped, and lo ! above

him
Bent tlie sky, as ice in rivers.

When tlie w;iters rise beneath it

;

Twice he leaped, and lo I above
liim

Cracked the sky, as ice in rivers

When the fresliet is at highest !

Thrice he leaped, and lo ! above
him

Broke t lie sliattered sky asunder,
And he disappeared within it.

And Ojeeg, the Fisher Weasel,
Witli a lv)und went in behind

iiiiii

Pau-"H:nk you !" shouted
Puk-Keewis

As he entered at tlie doorway
;

" I am tired of all tliis talking,

Tired of old lagoo's stories.

Tired of Hiawatlia's wisdom.
Here is something to amuse you,

Better than this endless talking."
Then from out liis pouch of

wolf-skin
Forth he drew, with solemn man-

ner,

All the game of Bowl and Coun-
ters,

Pugasaing, with thirteen pieces.

White on one side were they
painted,

And vermilion on the other
;

Two Kenabeeks or great .serpents,

Two Ininewug or wedge-men.
One great war-club, Pugamau-

giin.

And one slender fish, the Keego,
Four round pieces, Ozawabeeks,
And tliree Sheshebwug or duck-

lings.

All were made of bone and
painted,

All except the Ozawabeeks
;

These were brass, on one side
burnished,

And were bla,ck upon the other.

In a wooden bowl he placed
them,

Shook and jostled them together,
Threw them on the ground be-

fore him.
Thus exclaiming and explaining :

" Red side vip are all the pieces,

And one great Kenabeek stand-
ing

On the bright side of a brass piece,

On a burnished Ozawabeek
;

Thirteen tens and eight are
counted."

Then again he shook the pieces,

Shook and jostled them together,
Threw theni on the ground be-

fore him,
Still exclaiming and explaining;
" Wiiite are both the great Kena-

beeks,
White the Ininewug, the wedge-

men,
Red are all the other pieces ;

Five tens and an eight are
counted."

Thus he taught the game of
hazard,
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Thus displajed it and explained
it,

Running through its various
chances,

Vai'ious clianges, various mean-
ings :

Twenty curious eyes stared at
him.

Full of eagerness stared at him.
" Many games," said oldlagoo,

" Many games of skill and hazard
Have I seen in different nations,
Have I played in different

countries.
He who pla3's with old lagoo
Must have very nimble fingers

;

Though vou think j'ourself so
skilful

I can heat you, Pau-Puk-Keewis,
I can even give j'ou lessons
In your game of Bowl and Coun-

ters !

"

So they sat and played to-

gether,
All the old men and the young

men,
Played for dresses, weapons,

wampum,
Played till midnight, plaj^ed till

morning.
Played until the Yenadizze,
Till the cunning Pau-Puk-Keewis,
Of their treasures had despoiled

them.
Of the best of all their dresses.

Shirts of deer-skin, robes of er-

mine.
Belts of wanqjum, crests of

feathers,
Warlike weapons, jiipes and

pouches.
Twent}" eyes glared wildly at

him.
Like the ej^es of wolves glared at

him.
Said the lucky Pau-Puk-Kewis :

" In my wigwam I am lonelj'.

In my wanderings and adventui'es
I have need of a companion.
Fain would have a Meshinauwa,
An attendant and pipe-bearer. '

I will venture all tliese winnings,

All these garments heaped about
me.

All this wampum, all these
feathers,

On a single throw will venture
All against the young man

yonder !

"

'T was a youth of sixteen sum-
mers,

'T was a nephew of lagoo
;

Face-in-a-Mist, tlie people called
him.

As tlie fire burns in a pipe-head
Dusky red beneath the ashes,
So beneath his siiaggy eyebrows
Glowed the eyes of old lagoo.
" Ugh !

" he answered very
fiercely

;

" Ugh !
" they answered all and

each one.
Seized the wooden bowl the old

man,
Closely in his bony fingers
Clutched the fatal bowl, Onagon,
Shook it fiercely and with fury,
Made the pieces ring together
As he threw them down before

him.
Red were both the great Kena-

beeks.
Red the Ininewug, the wedge-

men,
Red the Sheshebwug, the duck-

lings.

Black the four brass Ozawabeeks,
Wliite alone the fish, tlie Keego ;

Only five the pieces counted !

Then the smiling Pau-Puk-
Keewis

Shook the bowl and threw the
pieces

;

Lightly in the air he tossed them,
And they fell about him scat-

tered
;

Dark and bright the Ozawabeeks,
Red and white the other pieces.

And upriglit among the others
One Ininewug was standing.
Even as crafty Pau-Puk-Keewis
Stood alone among the players.

Saying. "Five tens! mine the
game is

!

"
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Tvveiity eyes glared at liiiii

liercely,

Like the eyes of wolves glared at

liiin,

As he turned and left the wig-
wam,

Followed by liis Meshinauwa,
By the iiei)5iew of lagoo,

By tlie tall and graceful stripling,

Bearing in liisarnis the winnings,
Siiirts of deer-skin, robes of er-

mine,
Belts of wampum, pipes and

weapons.
" Carry them," said Pau-Puk-

Keewis,
Pointing with Jiis fan of feathers,
" To my wigwam far to eastward.
On tiie dunes of Nagow Wujoo !

"

Hot and red with smoke and
gambling

Were the eyes of Pau-Puk-Keewis
As he came forth to tlie freslmess
Of the pleasant summer niorn-

All the birds were singing gayly,

All the streamlets flowing swiftly,

And tlie lieart of Pau-Puk-Keewis
Sang witli pleasure as tlie birds

sing.

Beat with triumph like the
streamlets.

As lie wandered through the
village.

In the early gray of morning,
With ills fan of turkey-feathers.
With liis plumes and tufts of

swan's down,
Till lie reached the farthest wig-

wam,
Readied the lodge of Hiawatha.
Silent was it and deserted ;

No one met him at tlie doorway.
No one came to bid him welcome ;

But the birds were singing round
it,

In and out and round the door-
way,

Hopping, singing, fluttering,

feeding.
And aloft upon the ridge-pole
Kahgahgoe, tlic King of Ravens,

Sat with fiery eyes, and, scream-
ing,

Flajiped his wings at Pau-Puk-
Keewis.

" All are gone!" the lodge is

empty !

"

Thus it was spake the Pau-Puk-
Keewis,

In his heart resolving mischief;

—

" Gone is wary Hiawatha,
Gone the silly Laughing Water,
Gone Nokoniis. tlie old woman,
Ane the lodge is left unguarded !

"

By the neck lie seized tlie raven,
Whirled it round him like a rattle.

Like a medicine-pouch he shook it.

Strangled Kahgahgee, tlie raven,
From the ridge-pole of the wig-

wam
Left its lifeless body hanging,
As an insult to its master,
As a taunt to Hiawatha.
With a stealthy step he entered,

Round the lodge in wild disorder
Threw the household things

about hi'ii)

Piled together in confusion
Bowls of wood and earthen

kettles.

Robes of buffalo and beaver.
Skins of otter, lynx, and ermine,
As an insult to Nokomis,
As a taunt to Minnehaha.
Then departed Pau-Puk-Kee-

wis,

Whistling, singing through the
forest,

Whistling gaylv to the s<|uirrels,

Wiio from hollow boughs above
him

Dropj^ed their acorn-shells upon
him,

Singing gayly to the wood birds,

Who from out the leafy darkness
Answered with a song as merry.

Tiien he climbed the rocky
heaillands,

Looking o'er tlie Gitche Gumee,
Perched himself upon their sum-

mit.
Waiting full of mirth and mis-

chief
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The return of Hiawatlia.
Stretclied upon his back he laj'

tliere
;

Far below him plashed the
waters,

Plashed and washed the dreamy
waters ;

Far above him swam the lieavens,
Swam tlie dizzy, dreamy heavens;
Round liim hovered, fluttered,

rustled,
Hiawatha's mountain chickens,
Flock-wise swept and wheeled

about him,
Almost brushed him with their

pinions.
And he killed them as he lay

there.
Slaughtered them by tens and

twenties.
Threw their bodies down the

lieadland,
Threw them on the beach below

him,
Till at length Kayoshk,, the sea-

gull,

Perclied upon a crag above them.
Shouted : " It is Pau-Puk-Kee-

wis !

He is sla3'ing us by hundreds !

Send a message to our brother,
Tidings send to Hiawatha !

"

XVII.

THE HUNTING OF PAU-PUK-
KEEWIS.

Full of wrath was Hiawatha
"When he came into the village.

Found the people in confusion,
Heard of all the misdemeanors.
All the malice and the mischief.
Of the cunning Pau-Puk-Keewis.
Hard liis breath came through

his nostrils.

Through his teeth he buzzed and
muttered

Words of anger and resentment,
Hot and humming like a hornet.
" I will slay this Pau-Puk-Kee-

wis,

Slay this mischief-maker !
" said

he.
" Not so long and wide the world

is.

Not so rude nnd rough the way is.

That my wrath shall not attain
him !

"

That my vengeance shall not
reach him !

"

Then in swift pursuit departed.
Hiawatha and the hunters
On the trail of Pau-Puk-Keewis,
Through the forest, where he

passed it.

To the headlands where he rested;

But they found not Pau-Puk-
Keewis,

Only in the trampled grasses,

In the whortleberry-buslies.
Found the couch where he had

rested

,

Found the impress of his body.
From the lowlands far beneath

them,
From theMuskoday, the meadow,
Pau-Puk-Keewis, turning back-

ward ,

Made a gesture of defiance,
Made a gesture of derision

;

And aloud cried Hiawatlui,
From the summit of the moun-

tain :

" Not so long and wide tlie world
is,

Not so rude and rough the way
is,

But my wrath shall overtake
you.

And my vengeance shall attain
you !

"

Over rock and over river,

Thorough bush, and brake, and
forest.

Ran the cunning Pau-Puk-Kee-
wis

;

Like an antelope he bounded.
Till he came unto a streamlet
In the middle of the forest.

To a streamlet still and trancjuil.

That had overflowed its margin.
To a dam made by the beavers.
To a pond of quiet water,
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Where knee-deep the trees were
standing,

Where tlie water-lilies floated,

Where the rushes waved and
whispered.

On the dam stood Pau-Puk-
keewis,

On the dam of trunks and
branches,

Through whose chinks the water
spouted

,

O'er whose summit flowed the
streamlet.

From the bottom rose the beaver,
Looked with two great eyes of

wonder,
Eyes that seemed to ask a ques-

tion.

At the stranger, Pau-Puk-Kee-
wis.

On the dam stood Pau-Puk-Kee-
wis.

O'er his ankles flowed the stream-
let,

Flowed the bright and silvery

water.
And he spake unto the beaver.
With a smile he sjmke in this

wise

:

" O my friend Ahmeek, the
beaver,

Cool and pleasant is the water
;

Let me dive into the water.
Let me rest tliere in your lodges ;

Change me, too, into a beaver !

"

Cautiously replied the beaver,
With reserve he thus made

answer

:

" Let me fust consult tlie others.

Let me ask tlie other beavers."
Down he sank into the water.
Heavily sank he. as a stone sinks,

Down among the leaves and
l)r;uiclies

Brown and matted at tiie bot-
tom.

On the dam stood Pau-Puk-
Keewis,

O'er his ankles flowed the stream-
let.

Spouted through the chinks be-

low him

Dashed upon tiie stones beneath
him.

Spread serene and calm before
him.

And the sunsliine and the shad-
ows

Fell in flecks and gleams upon
him.

Fell in little shining iiatchcs,

Tlirougli tlie waving, rustling
branches.

From the bottom rose the bea
vers.

Silently above the surface
Rose one head and then another,
Till the pond seemed full of bea-

vers.

Full of black and shining faces.
To the beavers Pau-Puk-Kee-

wis.

Spake entreating, said in this

wise :

" Very pleasant is your dwelling,
O my friends ! and safe from

danger

;

Can you not'witii all your cun-
ning.

All your wisdom and contriv-
ance.

Change me, too, into a beaver?"
"Yes!" replied Ahmeek, the

beaver.
He the King of all tlie beavers,
" Let yourself slide down among

'us,

Down into the tranquil water."
Down into the pond among

them,
Silently sank Pau-Puk-Keewis, ;

Black became his shirt of deer-
skin.

Black liis moccasins ami leg-

gings.
In a broad black tail behind liiin

Spread his fox-tails and iiis

fringes
;

He was changed into a. beaver.
" Make me large," .said Pan-

Puk-Keewis,
' Make me large and make me

larger,

Larger than the other beavers."
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"Yes," the beaver cliief re-

sponded,
" When our lodge below you

enter,

In our wlgwaui we will make
you

Ten times larger than tlie otli-

ers..

Thus into the clear, brown
water,

Silently sank Pau-Puk-Keewis
;

Found tlie bottom covered over
With the trunks of trees and

branches.
Hoards of food against the win-

ter,

Piles and heaps against the fam-
ine

;

Found the lodge with arching
doorway,

Leading into spacious chambers.
Here they made iiim large and

larger,

Made him largest of tlie beavers.
Ten times larger than the others.
" You shall be our ruler," said

they
;

" Chief and King of all the bea-
vers."

But not long liad Pau-Puk-
Keewis

Sat in state among the beavers.
When tliere came a voice of

warning
From the watchman at his sta-

tion
In the water-flags and lilies.

Saying, '• Here is Hiawatha !

Hiawatha with liis hunters !

"

Then they heard a cry above
them,

Heard a shouting and a tramp-
ing,

Heard a crushing and a rushing
And the water round and o'er

them
Sank and sucked away in eddies.

And they knew their dam was
broken.

On the lodge's roof the hunt-
ers

Leaped, and broke it all asunder
;

Streamed the sunshine through
the crevice,

Sprang the beavers through the
doorway.

Hid themselves in deeper water.
In the channel of the streamlet

;

But the mighty Pau-Puk-Keewis
Could not jmss beneath the door-

way ;

He was puffed with pride and
feeding,

He was swollen like a bladder.
Through the roof looked Hiawu-

tha,

Cried aloud, "O Pau-Puk-Kee-
wis !

Vain are all yoiu' craft and cun-
ning.

Vain your manifold disguises !

Well I know you, Pau-Puk-Kee-
_
wis!"

Witli their clubs they beat and
bruised him.

Beat to death poor Pau-Puk-Kce-
wis.

Pounded him as maize is pounded,
Till his skull was crushed to

pieces.

Six tall hunters, lithe and lim-
ber,

Bore him liome on poles and
branches

Bore the body of the beaver ;

But the ghost, the Jeebi in liim.

Thought and felt as Pau-Puk-
Keewis,

Still lived on as Pau-Puk-Keewis.
And it fluttered, strove, and

struggled.
Waving liither, waving tliither.

As the curtains of a wigwam
Struggle with their thongs of

deer-skin.
When the wintry wind is blow-

ing :

Till it drew itself together,
Till it rose up from the body,
Till it took the form and feat-

ures
Of the cnnning Pau-Puk-Keewis
Vanishing into the forest.

But the wary Hiawatha
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Saw the figure ere it vanished,

Saw the form of Pau-Puli-Keewis
Glide into tlie soft hhie shadow
Of tlie pine-trees of the forest ;

Toward the squares of white be-

yond it,

Toward an opening in the forest.

Like a wind it ruslied and panted,
Bending all the boughs before it,

Aiid beliind it, as the rain comes.
Came tlie st(>ps of Hiawatha.
To a lake with manj- islands

Came the breathless Fau-Puk-
Keewis,

Where among the water-lilies

Pishnekuh, tiie brant, were sail-

ing

:

Through the tufts of rushes float-

ing,

Steering through the reedy
islands.

Now their i)road black beaks they
lifted.

Now the\^ plunged beneath the
water,

Now they darkened in the
shadow,

Now they brightened in the sun-
shine.

" Pishnekuli !
" cried Pau-Puk-

keewis.
" Pishnekidi I mv brothers !

" said

he,
" Change me to a brant with

plumage.
With a shining neck and feathers,

Make me large, and make me
larger,

Ten times larger than the oth-

ers."

Straightway to a brant they
changed him.

With two huge and dusky pinions,

Willi a l)osom smooth and
louixled, [dies,

With a liill like two great pad-
Made him larger than the others.

Ten times larger than the largest.

Just as, shouting from the forest.

On the shore stood Hiawatha.
Up they rose with cry and

clamor

With a whir and beat of pinions,

Rose up from the reedy islands.

From the water-flags and lilies.

And they said to Pau-Puk-Kee-
wis :

"In your flying, look not down-
ward.

Take good heed, and look not
downward,

Lest some strange mischance
should happen.

Lest some great mishap befall

you ;

"

Fast and far they fled to north-
ward ,

Fast and far through mist and
sunshine.

Fed among the mooi's and fen-

lands.

Slept among the i-eeds and
rushes.

On the morrow as they jour-

neyed.
Buoyed and lifted by the South-

wind,
,

[wind.
Wafted onward by the South-
Blowing fresh and strong behind

them.
Rose a sound of human voices.

Rose a clamor from beneath them,
From the lodges of a village.

From the people miles beneath
them,

For the people of the village

Saw tlie flock of brant with won-
der.

Saw the wingsof Pau-Puk-Keewis
Flapping far up in the ether,

Broader than two doorway cur-
tains.

Pau-Puk-Keewis heard the
shouting

Knew the voice of Hiawatija,
Knew the outcry of lagoo.

And, forgetful of the warning.
Drew his neck in, and looked

downward.
And the wind that blew behind

him
Caught his mighty fan of feathers.

Sent liim wheeling, whirling
downward I

24
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All in vain did Pau-Puk-Keewis
Struggle to regain his balance !

Whirling round and round and
downward.

He belield in turn the village
And in turn tlie flock above liim,

Saw tlie village coming nearer,
And the flock receding farther,
Heai'd the voices growing louder,
Heard the shouting and the laugh-

ter
Saw no more the flock above him,
Only saw tlie earth beneath him

;

Dead out of tlie empty heaven.
Dead among the shouting people.
With a heavy sound and sullen,
Fell the brant with broken pinions.

But his soul, his ghost, his

shadow.
Still survived as Pau-Puk-Keewis,
Took again the form and features
Of the handsome Yenadizze,
And again went rushing onward.
Followed fast by Hiawatha,
Crying :

" Not so wide the world
is,

Not so long and rough the way is.

But my wrath shall overtake you.
But mv vengeance shall attain

you !

"

And so near he came, so near
him,

That his hand was stretched to
seize liim

His right hand to seize and hold
him

When the cunning Pau-Puk-Kee-
wis

Whirled and spun about in circles.

Fanned the air into a whirlwind,
Danced tlie dust and leaves about

him.
And amid the whirling eddies
Sprang into a hollow oak-tree,

Changed himself into a serpent,
Gliding out through root and

rubbish.
With his right hand Hiawatha

Smote amain the hollow oak-tree.
Rent it into .shreds and sjilinters,

Left it lying there in fragments.
But in vain ; for Pau-Puk-Keewis,

Once again in human figure.
Full in sight ran on before him.
Sped away in gust and wliirlwind.
On the shores of Gitche Gumee,
Westward by the Big-Sea-Water,
Came unto tlie rocky headlands,
To the Pictured Rocks of sand-

stone.
Looking over lake and landscape.
And the Old Man of the Moun

tain.

He the Manito of Mountains,
Opened wide his rock^' doorways.
Opened wide his deep abj'sses.

Giving Pau-Puk-Keewis shelter
In his caverns dark and drearj^
Bidding Pau Puk-Keewis wel-

come
To his gloomy lodge of sandstone.
There without .stood Hiawatha,

Found the doorways closed
against him.

With his mittens, Minjekahwun,
Smote great caverns in the sand-

stone,

Cried aloud in tones of thunder,
" Open ! I am Hiawatha !

"

But the Old Man of the Mountain
Opened not, and made no answer
From the silent crags of sand-

stone.
From the gloomj- rock abysses.
Then he rai.sed his hands to

heaven.
Called imploring on the tempest,
Called Waywassinio, the light-

ning,
And the thunder, Annemeekee ;

And they came with night and
darkness,

Sweeping down the Big-Sea-
Water [tains :

From the distant Thunder Moiin-
And the trembling Pau-Puk-Kee-

wis [der,

Heard the footsteixs of the thun-
Saw the red eyes of the lightning.
Was afraid, and crouched and

trembled. [ning,
Then Waywa.ssimo, the light-

Smote the doorways of the cav-
erns,



THE SONG OF HIAWATHA. 371

With his w<ar-club smote the
doorways,

Smote the jutting crags of saiul-

stone,

Ami tlie tliuiider, Annemeekee,
.Shouted clown into the caverns.
Saying, " Where is Puu-Puk-Kee-

wis !

"

And tlie crags fell, and beneath
them

Dead among the rocky ruins.

Lay the cunning Pau-Puk-Kee-
wis,

Lay tlie handsome Yeiiadizze,

Slain in ins own human hgure.
Ended were his wild adven-

tures,

Ended were his tricks and gam-
bols,

Ended all his craft and cunning,
Ended all his mischief-making.
All his gambling and his dancing,
All his wooing of the maidens.
Then the nol)le Hiawatha

Took his soul, his ghost, his

siiadow.
Spake and said: "O Pau-Puk-

Keewis,
Never more in human figure

Shall you search for new^ adven-
tures ;

Never more with jest and laughter
Dance tlic dust and leaves in

wliirlwinds ;

But above there in the heavens
You shall soar and sail in circles

;

I will change you to an eagle,

To Keneu, the great war-eagle,
Chief of all the fowls with feath-

ers.

Cliief of Hiawatha's Chickens."
And the name of Pau-Puk-Kee-

wis
Lingers still among the peoi^le,

Lingers still among the singers,

And among the story-tellers ;

And in Winter, when the snow-
flakes

Whirl in eddies round the lodges.

When the wind in gusty tnnuilt

O'er the smoke-llue pipes and
whistles,

" There !
" they cry, " comes Pau-

Puk-Keewis

;

He is dancing through the village.

He is gathering in his harvest !

"

XVIII.

THE DEATH OP KWASIND.

Far and wide among the nations
Spr'.'ad the name and fame of

Kwasind
;

[sind.

No man dared to strive with Kwa-
No man could compete with

Kwasind. [jies.

But the mischievous Puk-Wud-
They the envious Little People,
They the fairies and the pyg-

mies.
Plotted and conspired against

him.
"If this hateful Kwasind,"

said thej',
" If this great, outrageous fellow
Goes on thus a little longer,
Tearing everything he touches,
Rending everything to pieces,

Filling all the world with won-
der.

What becomes of the Puk-Wud-
jies!

Who will care for the Puk-Wud-
jies?

He will tread us down like mush-
rooms.

Drive us all into the water.
Give our bodies to be eaten
By the wicked Nee-ba-naw-baigs,
By the Spirits of the water !

"

So the angry Little People
All conspired against the Strong

Man

,

All conspired to murder Kwa-
sind,

Yes, to rid the world of Kwasind,
The audaciovis, overbearing.
Heartless, haughty, dangerous

Kwasind !

Now this wondrous strength of
Kwasind

In his crown alone was seated ;

In his crown too was his weak-
ness ;
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There alone could he be wounded,
Nowlieie else could weapon i)ierce

him, [hiin.

Nowhere else could weapon harm
Even tliere the only weapon

That could wound him, that
could slay him,

Was the seed-eone of the pine-
tree.

Was the blue-cone of the fir-tree.

Tiiis was Kwasind's fatal secj'et.

Known to no man among mor-
tals ;

But tlie cunning Little People,
The Puk-Wudjies, knew the se-

cret.

Knew the only way to kill liini.

So they gathered cones to-

gether, [tree.

Gathered seed-cones of the pine-
Gatliered blue cones of the fir-tree.

In the woods by Taquamenaw,
Brought tiiem to the river's mar-

gin.

Heaped them in great piles to-

gether.
Where the red rocks from the

margin
Jutting overiiang the river.

Tiiere they lay in wait for Kwa-
sind,

The malicious Little People.
'T was an afternoon in Sum-

mer
Very hot and still tiie air was.
Very smooth the gliding river.

Motionless the sleeping shadows
;

Insects glistened in the sunshine
;

Insects skated on the water,
Filled tlie drowsy air with buz-

zing,
Witli a far-resounding war-cry.
Down the river came the

Strong Man,
In his birch canoe cameKwasind.
Floating slowly down the current
Of the sluggish Taquamenaw,
Verj' languid with the weather.
Very sleepy with tlie silence.

From the overhanging branches,
From the tassels of the bircli-

trees,

Soft the Spirit of Sleep descended;
By this airy liosts surrounded,
His invisible attendants,
Came tlie Spirit of Sleep, Napah-

win
;

Like the burnished Dnsh-kwo-
ne-she.

Like a dragon-fly, he hovered
O'er the drowsy iiead of Kwasind.
To his ear tliere came a mur-

mur
As of waves upon a seashore,
As of far-off tumbling waters.
As of winds among the pine-trees

;

And he felt upon liis forehead
Blows of little airy war-clubs.
Wielded by the slumbrous le-

gions
Of the Spii'it of Sleep, Napahwin,
As of some onebreatliingon him.
At the first blow of their war-

clubs.

Fell a drowsiness on Kwasind
;

At the second blow they smote
him.

Motionless his paddle rested
;

At the third, before liis vision

Reeled the landscape into dark-
ness.

Very sound asleep was Kwasind.
So he floated down the river.

Like a blind man seated iipriglit,

Floated down the Taquamenaw,
Underneath the trembling birch-

trees,

Underneath the wooded head-
lands.

Underneath the war encampment
Of the pygmies, tlie Puk-Wudjies.
There the}' sto(;d, all armed

and waiting,
Hurled the pine-cones down upon

liim,

Struck him on his brawny
shoulders.

On his crown defenceless struck
him.

" Death to Kwasind !" was the
sudden

War-cry of the Little People.
And lie sideways swayed and

tumbled.
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Sidewaj's fell into tiie river,

Plunged beneatli the sluggish
water

Headlong, as an otter plunges ;

And the birch-canoe, abandoned,
Drifted empty down the river.

Bottom upward swerved and
driftetl : [sind.

Nothing more was seen of Kwa-
But the memory of the Strong

Man
Lingered long among the people.
And whenever through the forest

Raged and roared the wintry
tempest,

And the branches, tossed and
troubled,

Creaked and groaned and split

asunder,
" Kwasind !

" cried they ;
" that

is Kwasind

!

He is gathering in his fire-wood !

"

XIX.

THE GHOSTS.

Never stoops the soaring vulture
On his quarry in tlie desert.

On the sick or wounded bison,

But another vulture, watching
From his high aerial lookout.

Sees the downward plunge, and
follows ;

And a tliird pursues the second, .

Coming from the invisible ether.

First a speck, and then a vulture,

Till the air is dark with pinions.

So disasters come not singly
;

But as if they watched and
waited,

Scanning one another's motions,
Wlien tlie first descends, the

others [wise
Follow, follow, gathering flock-

Round tlieir victim, sick and
wounded

First a shadow, then a sorrow,
Till tiie air is <iark with anguish.
Now, o'er all the dreary North-

land,
Might}' Peboan, the Winter,
Breathing on the lakes and rivers

Into stone had changed their
waters.

From his hair he shook the snow-
flakes.

Till the plains were strewn with
whiteness.

One uninterrupted level.

As if, stooping, the Creator
With his hands had smoothed

them over.
Through the forest, wide and

wailing,
Roamed the hunter on his snow-

shoes
;

In the village worked the women,
Pounded maize, or dressed the

deer-skiu
;

And the 5'oung men played to-
gether

On the ice the noisy ball-play.
On the plain the dance of snow-

shoes, [down.
One dark evening, after sun-

In her wigwam Laughing Water
Sat with old Nokomis, waiting
For the steins of Hiawatha
Homewaid from the hunt re-

turning, [light,

On their faces gleamed the fire-

Painting them with streaks of
crimson,

In the eyes of old Nokomis
Glimmered like the watery moon-

light.

In the eyes of Laughing Water
Glistened like the sun in water ;

And behind them crouched their
shadows

In the corners of the wigwam,
And the smoke iii wreaths above

them
Climbed and crowded through

the smoke-flue. [way
Then tiie curtain of the door-

From without was slowly lifted ;

Brighter glowed the fiFe a mo-
ment.

And a moment swerved the
smoke-wreath.

As two women entered softly,

Passed the doorway uninvited.
Without word of salutation,
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Without sign of recognition,

Sat down in the farthest corner,

Crouching low among the shad-
ows.

From their aspect and their

garments,
Strangers seemed they in the

village

;

Very pale and haggard weretliey,

As tliey sat there sad and silent,

Trembling, cowering with the
shadows.

Was it the wind above the
smoke-flue, [wam ?

Muttering down into the wig-
Was it the owl, the Koko-koho,
Hooting from the dismal forest ?

Sure a voice said in the silence :

" These are corpses clad in gar-
ments,

Tliese are ghosts that come to
haunt you.

From the kingdom of Ponemah,
From the land of the Hereafter !

"

Homeward now came Hiawatha
From his hunting in the forest,

With the snow ufjon his tresses,

And the red deer on his shoulders.
At the feet of Laughing Water
Down he threw his lifeless burden

;

Nobler, handsomer she thought
him.

Than when first he came to woo
her,

First threw down the deer before
her,

As a token of his wishes.
As a promise of the future.

Tlien he turned and saw the
strangers,

Cowering, crouching with the
shadows.

Said within himself, " Who are
they ?

What strange guests has Minne-
haha ?

"

[gers.

But he questioned not the stran-
Only spake to bid them welcome
To his lodge, his food, his fire-

side, [ready.
When the evening meal was

And the deer had been divided,

Both the pallid guests, the stran-
gers.

Springing from among the
shadows.

Seized upon tlie choicest portions.
Seized the white fat of the roe-

buck.
Set apart for Laughing Water,
For tlie wife of Hiawatha ;

Without asking, without thank-
ing,

Eagerly devoured the morsels.
Flitted back among the shadows
In the corner of the wigwam.
Not a word spake Hiawatha,

Not a motion made Nokomis,
Not a gesture Laughing Water ;

Not a change came o'er their
features

Only Minnehaha softly

Whispered, saying, " Tliey are
famished ;

[them
;

Let them do what best delights
Let them eat, for they are fam-

ished."
Many a daylight dawned and

darkened, [light

Many a night shook off the day-
As the pine shakes off tlie snow-

flakes [branches

;

From the midnight of its

Day by day the guests unmoving
Sat there silent in the wigwam

;

But by night, in storm or star-

light,

Forth they went into the forest,

Bringing fire-wood to the wig-
wam, [ing,

Bringing pine-cones for the burn-
Always sad and always silent.

And wlienever Hiawatha
Came from fishing or from hunt-

ing,

Wlien the evening meal was read j-,

And the food had been divided.
Gliding from their darksome cor-

ner, [gers.

Came the pallid guests, thestran-
Seized upon the choicest portions
Set aside for Laughing Water,
And without rebuke or question
Flitted back among the shadows.
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Never once had Hiawatha
By a word or look reproved them;
Never once had old Nokoniis
^lade a gesture of impatience

;

Never once liad Laugliing Water
Sliown resentment at tlie outrage.
All liad they endured in silence.

That the riglits of guest antl

stranger,
Tliat the virtue of free-giving,

]^y a look might not be lessened,
By a word miglit not be broken.
Once at midnight Hiawatiia,

Ever wakeful, ever watchful.
In tiie wigwam, diml)' lighted
By tiie brands that still were

burning, [fireliglit.

By the glimmering, flickering
Heard a sighing, oft repeated.
Heard a sobbing, as of sorrow.
Fn^m his couch rose Hiawatha,

From his shaggy hides of bison.

Pushed aside the deer-skin cur-
tain, [ous.

Saw the pallid guests, the shad-
Sitting upright on their couclies.
Weeping in the suent midnight.
And he said :

" O guests ! why
is it

That your liearts are so afflicted,

Tliat y<ni sub so in tlie midnight?
Has pcrclianco the old Nokomis,
Has my wife, my Minnehaha,
Wronged or grieved you by un-

kindness.
Failed in liospitable duties? "

Then the shadows ceased from
weeping. [ing.

Ceased from sobbing and lament-
And they said, with gentle voices
" We are gliosts of the departed.
Souls of those who once were

with you.
From tlie realms of Chibiabos
Hither have we come to try you,
Hitlier have we come to warn

you.
" Cries of grief and lamentation

Reach us in the Blessed Islands
;

Cries of anguish fiotu the living.

Calling ba('k tiieir friends de-
jiarted,

Sadden us with useless sorrow.
Therefore have we come to try

you ;

No OIK' knows us, no one heeds us.

We are but a burden to you.
And we see that the departed
Have no jdace among the living.

•• Think of this, O Hiawatha !

Speak of it to all the people.
That henceforward and forever
They no more with lamentations
Sadden the souls of the dej)arted
In the Islands of the Blessed.
"Do not lay such heavy bur-

dens
In the graves of those you bury,
Not sucli weight of furs and wam-

pum, [kettles.

Not siich weight of pots and
Forthe spirits faint beneath them.
O11I3- give them food to carry.
Only give them lire to light them.

" Four days is the spirit's .jour-

ney fows.
To the land of ghosts and shad-
Four its lonely night encamp-

ments
;

Four times must their fires be
lighted. [buried,

Therefore, when the dead are
Let a fire, as night approaches.
Four times on tlie

kindled,
That the soul upon its journey
May not lack the cheerful fire-

light.

May not grope about in darkness.
'• Farewell, noble Hiawatha !

AVe have put you to the trial,

To the proof have put your pati-

ence.
By the insult of our presence,
By the outrage of our actions.

We have found you great and
nol^le.

Fail not in the greater trial.

Faint not in the harder struggle,"
When tlujy ceased, a sudden

darkness
I'ell and tilled the silent wigwam.
Hiawatha heard a rustle

As of garments trailing by him,

grave be
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Heard the curtain of tlie doorway
Lifted by a hand he saw not,
Felt the cold breath of the night

air,

For a moment saw the starlight
;

But he saw the gliosts no longer.
Saw no more the wandering

spirits

From tlie kingdom of Ponemah,
From the land of the Hereafter.

XX.

THE FAMINE.

O THE long and dreary Winter !

O the cold and cruel Winter!
Ever thicker, tliicker, thickei
Froze the ice on lake and river,
Ever deeper, deeper, deeper
Fell the snow o'er all the land-

scape,
Fell the covering snow and drifted
Through the forest, round the

village. [wam
Hardly from his buried wig-

Could tlie hunter force a passage
;

With his mittens and his snow-
shoes [forest.

Vainly walked he through tlie

Sought for bird or beast and
found none.

Saw no track of deer or rabbit.
In the snow beheld no footprints.
In the ghastly, gleaming forest
Fell, and could not rise from

weakness,
Perislied there from cold and

iiunger.

O tlie famine and the fever 1

O the wasting of tlie famine !

O tlie blasting of the fever !

O tlie wailing of the cliildren !

O the anguish of the women !

All the earth was sick and
famished

;

Hungry was the air around them,
Hungry was the sky above them,
And tlie hungry stars in heaven
Like the eyes of wolves glared at

them !

Into Hiawatha's wigwam
Came two other guests, as silent

As the ghosts were, and as
gloomy.

Waited not to be invited.

Did not parley at tlie doorway,
Sat there without word of wel-

come
In the seat of Laughing Water

;

Looked with haggard eyes and
hollow

At the face of Laughing W^ater.
And the foremost said :

'' Be-
hold me !

I am Famine, Bukadawin !

''

And the other said :
" Behold me !

I am Fever, Ahkosewin !

"

And the lovely Minnehaha
Shuddered as they looked upon

her, [tered.

Shuddered at the words they ut-
Lay down on her bed in silence,
Hid her face, but made no an-

swer
;

[burning
Lay there trembling, freezing,
At the looks they cast upon her.
At tlie fearful words they ut-

tered.
Forth into the empty forest

Rushed the maddened Hiawatlia :

In his heart was deadly sorrow,
In his face a stony firmness

;

On his brow the sweat of an-
guish

Started, but it froze and fell not.
Wrapped in furs and armed for

hunting,
With his mighty bow of ash-tree,
With his quiver full of arrows,
With his mittens, Minjekahwun,
Into the vast and vacant forest.

On his snow-shoes strode he for-

ward,
" Gitche Manito, the Miglity !"

Cried he with his face uplifted
In that bitter hour of anguish,
" Give your children food, O

father

!

Give us food, or we must perish !

Give me food for Minnehaha !

"

For my dying Minnehaha !
"'

Through the far-resounding
forest, [cant

Through the forest vast and va-
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Rang that cry of desolation,

But tliere caine no other answer
Than tlie eclio of his crying.

Than tlie echo of the woodlands,
'• Minneliaha ! "Minneliaha !

'"

All day long roved Hiawatha
In that nielanclioly forest,

Throngli the shadow of whose
thickets.

In tlie pleasant days of Summer,
Of tliat ne'er forgotten Summer,
He liad brouglit his young wife

homeward
From tiio land of the Dacotahs

;

"Wiien tlie birds sang in the
tliickets, [glistened.

And the streamlets laughed and
And the air was full of fragrance.
And tlie lovely I^aughing Water
Said with voice that did not

tremble [band !

"

"I will follow you, my hus-
In tiie wigwam witli Nokomis,

With those gloomy guests, that
wat(;hed her.

With the Famine and the Fever,
Slie was lying, the Beloved,
She the dying Minnehaha.
" Hark I

" she said ;
" I hear a

rusliiiig.

Hear a roaring and a rushing.
Hear the Falls of Minnehaha
Calling to me from a distance !

"

" No, my child," said old Noko-
mis, [trees !

"

" 'Tis the 7iight-wind in tlie pine-
"Look!"' she said; "1 see mv

fatiier

Standing lonely at his doorway,
Beckoning to mo from liis wig-

wam
In the land of the Dakotahs !

"

" No, my child !
" said old Noko-

mis,
" 'T is the smoke, that waves

and beckons !

"'

" Ah !
" said she, " the eyes of

Pauguk
Glare upon me in the darkness,
I can feel his icy fingers,

CUisping mine amid the dark-
ness !

Hiawatha ! Hiawatha !

*

And the desolate Hiawatha,
Far away amid the forest.

Miles away among the moun-
tains, [guisli.

Heard that sudden cry of an-
Heard the voice of Minnehaha
Calling to him in the darkness,
" Hiawatha ! Hiawatha !

"

Over snow-fields waste and
pathless [es.

Under snov>--encumbered branch-
Homeward hurried Hiawatha,
Empty-handed, heavy-hearted,
Heard Nokomis moaning, wail-

ing :

" Wahonowin ! Wahonowin !

''

Would that I had perished for
you, [are

!

Would that I were dead as you
Wahonowin ! Wahonowin !

"

And he rushed into the wig-
wam,

Saw the old Nokomos slowl}--

Rocking to and fro and moaning,
Saw liis lovely Jlinnehaha
Lying dead and cold before him,
And his bursting heart within

him
Uttered such a cry of anguish.
That the forest moaned and shud-

dered,
That the very stars in heaven
Shook and trembled with his

anguish.
Then he sat down, still and

speechless.
On the bed of Minnehaha,
At the feet of Laughing Water,
At those willing feet, that never
More would lightly run to meet

him,
Never more would lightly follow.
With both hands his face he

covered,
Seven long days and nights he

sat there.
As if in a swoon he sat there,
Speechless, motionless, uncon-

scious
Of the daylight or the daikncss.
Then they buried MiniK-haha

;
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Ill tlie snow a grave they made
her,

In the forest deep and darksome,
Underneath the moaning lieni-

locks

;

[nients.

Clothed lier in lier richest gar-
Wrapped her in her robes of

ermine; [mine,
Covered hrr with snow, like er-

Thus they buried Minnehaha.
And at night a fire was lighted.

On her grave four times was kin-

dled.

For her soul upon its journey
To the Islands of the Blessed.

From his doorway Hiawatlia
Saw it burning in the forest,

Lighting up the gloomy hem-
locks ;

From his sleepless bed uprising.

From the bed of Minneliaha,
Stood and watched it attlie door-

way, [guislied.

That it might not be extin-

Might not leave her in the dark-
ness.

" Farewell !
" said he, " Minne-

haha !

"

Farewell. O my Laughing Water !

All my heart is buried witli you,
All my thoughts go onward with

you !

Come not back again to labor.

Come not back again to suffer.

Where the Famine and tlie Fever
Wear the heart and waste the

body,
Soon my task will be completed,
Soon your footsteps I sluill follow

To the Islands of the Blessed,

To tlie Kingdom of Ponemah,
To the land of the Hereafter !

"

XXII.

THE WHITE man's FOOT.

In his lodge beside a river,

Close beside a frozen river,

Sat an old man, sad and lonely.

White his hair was as a snow-
drift ;

[ing.

Dull and low his fire was buru-

And the okl man shook and
trembled.

Folded in liis Waubewyon,
In ]iis tattered wliite-skin-wrap-

per,

Hearing nothing but the tempest
As it roared along the forest,

Seeing notiiing but the snow
storm, [drifted.

As it whirled and hissed and
All the coals were white willi

aslies.

And tlie fire was slowly dying.
As a young man, walking lightly,

At tlie open doorwaj' entered.
Red with blood of youtli his

cheeks were. [time.
Soft his e3'es, as stars in Spring-
Bound his forehead was with

grasses, [grasses
;

Bound and plumed witli scented
On his lips a smile of beauty.
Filling all the lodge with sun-

shine.
In his hand a bunch of blossoms
Filling all the lodge with sweet-

ness.
" Ah, my son !

" exclaimed the
old man,

" Haj>py are my eyes to see you.
Sit licre on tlie mat beside me,
Sit here by the d_ying embers,
Lft us pass I he night together.
Tell me of your strange adven-

tures.
Of the lands where you have

travelled
;

I will tell 3'ou of my prowess,
Of my nianj' deeds of wonder."
From his jiouch he drew his

]ieace-pipe,

Very old and strangely fashioned ;

Made of red stone was the pipe-

head.
And the stem a reed with fi^ath-

ers, [low,

Fill<>(l the pipe with bark of wil-

Plat^ed a burning coal upon it.

Gave it to )iis guest, the stranger.
And began to speak in this wise :

"When I blow my breath
about me,
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When I breathe upon the land-

scape,
Motionless are all the rivers,

Hard as stones become the
water !

"

And the young man answered,
smiling : >

" When I blow my breath about
me, [scape.

When I breathe upon the land-
Flowers spring up o'er all the

meadows.
Singing, onward rush the rivers !"

"When I shake my hoary
tresses," [ing.

Said the old man darkly frowii-
" All the land with snow is cov-

ered ;

All the leaves from all the
branches

Fall and fade and die and wither,
For I breathe, and«lo! tliey are

not.

From the waters and the marshes
Rise the wild goose and the

heron.
Flyaway to distant regions,
For I speak, and lo ! they are not.

And wliere'er my footsteps wan-
dor.

All the wild beasts of the forest

Hide themselves in holes and
caverns.

And the earth becomes as flint-

stone !

"

"When I shake my flowing
ringlets," [ing.

Said the young man. softly laugh-
' Showers of rain fall warm and

welcome.
Plants lilt up their heads rejoicing,

Back unto their lakes and marshes
Come the wild goose and the

heron, [swallow.
Homeward shoots the arrowy
Sing the bluebird and the robin.

And where'er my footsteps wan-
der, [.soms,

All the meadows wave with blos-

All the woodlands ring with
music, [foliage !

"

All the trees are dark with

While they spake, the night
departed

From the distant realms of
Wabuu,

From his shining lodge of silver.

Like a warrior robed and painted.
Came the .sun, and said, '•Behold

me !

Gheezis, the great sun, behold
me !

"

Then the old man's tongue was
speechless.

And the air grew warm and
pleasant.

And ui)on the wigwam sweetly
Sang the blueljird and the robin,

And the stream began to nmrmur,
And a scent of growing grasses
Through the lodge was gently

wafted.
And Segwun, the youthful

stranger,
More distinctlj- in the daylight
Saw the icy face before him

;

It was Peboan, the Winter !

From his eyes the tears were
flowing.

As from melting lakes the stream-
lets.

And his body shrunk and dwin-
dled

As the shouting sun ascended,
Till into the air it faded.
Till into the ground it vanished,
And the young man saw before

him.
On the hearth-stone of the wigam.
Where the fire liad smoked and

smouldered,
Saw the earliest flower of Spring-

time,
Saw the beauty of the Springtime,
Saw the Miskodeed in blos.som.

Thus it was that in the North-
land

After that unheard-of coldness,
That intolerable Winter,
Came the Spring with all its

si)lendor.

All its birds and all its blossoms.
All its flowers and leaves and

grasses.
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Sailing on the wind to nortli-

vvard,

Flying in great flocks, like

arrows,
Like huge arrows shot through

heaven,
Passed tlie swan, the Mahnah-

Ijezee,

Speaking almost as a man speaks ;

And ill long lines waving, bend-
ing

Like a bow-string snapped asun-
der.

Came tlie white goose, Waw-be-
wawa

:

And tiie pairs or singly flying,

MaliDg the loon, with clangorous
pinions.

The blue heron, the Shuh-shuh-
gah.

And tiie grouse, the Mushkodasa.
In the tliickets and the meadows

Piped tiie bluebird, tlie Owaissa,
On tlie summit of the lodges
Sang the Opechee, the robin,

In the covert of the pine-trees

Cooed tlie pigeon, tlie Omemee,
And tlie sorrowing Hiawatha,
Speecliless in his infinite sorrow.
Heard their voices calling to him.
Went forth from his gloomy door-

way.
Stood and gazed into the heaven.
Gazed upon tlie earth and waters.
From his wanderings far to

eastward.
From the regions of the morning,
From the shining land of Wabun,
Homcwaid now returned lagoo,
Tne great traveller, the great

boaster.
Full of new and strange advent-

ures,

Marvels many and manj' wonders.
And the people of the village

Listened to him as he told them
Of his marvellous adventures.
Laughing answered him in this

wise :

" Ugh ! it is indeed Tagoo

!

No one else beholds such won-
ders !

"

lie had seen, he said, a water
Bigger than the Big Sea-Water,
Broader than the Gitche Gumee,
Bitter so that none could drink it

!

At each other looked the war-
riors.

Looked the women at each other,
Smiled, and said, '• It cannot be

so!

Kaw !
" they said, " It cannot be
so !"

O'er it, said he, o'er this water
Came a great canoe with pinions,
A canoe with wings came flying.

Bigger than a grove of piiie-trees,

Taller than the tallest tree-tops !

And the old men and the women
Looked and tittered at each

other,
"Kaw!" they said, "we don't

believe it
!

"

From its mouth, he said, to
greet him.

Came Waywassimo, the light-

ning.
Came the thunder, Annemeekee !

And the warriors and the women
Laughed aloud at poor lagoo

;

"Kaw !" they said, " what tales

5'ou tell us !

"

In it, said he, came a people.
In the great canoe with pinions
Came, he said, a hundred war-

riors
;

Painted white were all their

faces
And with hair their chins were

covered

!

And the warriors and the women
Laughed and shouted in derision,

Like the ravens on the tree-tops,

Like the crows upon the hem-
locks.

" Kaw !
" they said, " what lies

you tell us !

Do not think tliat we believe
them !

"

Only Hiawatha laughed not.

But he gravely spake and an-
swered

To tlieir jeering and their jesting:
" True is all lagoo tells us ;
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I liave seen it in a vision.

Seen the great canoe with pin-
ions,

Seen the peojjle with wliite faces,

Seen tlie coining of this bearded
People of tlie wooden vessel

From the regions of the morning.
From the shining land of Wabun.

" Gitche IManito, the IMighty,

The Great Spirit, the Creator,
Sends tiiem hither on his errand.
Sends tliem to us with his mes-

sage.
Wheresoe'er they move, before

them
Swarms the stinging fly, the

Ahmo.
Swarms the bee, the honej'-

maker
;

Wheresoe'er they tread, beneath
tliem

Springs a flower unknown among
us,

Springs the White-man's Foot in
blossom.

" Let us welcome, then, the
strangers.

Hail tliem as our friends and
brothers.

And tlie heart's right hand of
friendship

Give them when they come to see
us.

Gitche Manito, the Miglitj-,

Said this to me in my vision.
*' I beheld, too. in that vision

All the secrets of the future.
Of the distant days that shall be.
I l>pheld the westward marches
Of the unknown, crowded na-

tions.

All the land was full of people,
Restless, struggling, toiling,

striving,

Speaking many tongues, yet feel-

ing
But one heart-beat in their bos-

oms.
Til the woodlands rang their axes.
Sinoke<l their towns in all the

valleys,

Over all the lakes and rivers

Rushed their great canoes of
thunder.

"Tiieai a darker, drearier vis-

ion
Passed before me, vague and

cloudlike
I beheld our nation scattered.
All forgetful of my counsels.
Weakened, warring with each

other :

Saw the remnants of our people
Sweeping westward, wild and

woful,
Like the cloml-rack of a tempest,
Like the witliered leaves of Au-

tumn !

"

XXH.
HIAWATHA'S DEPARTURE.

By the shore of Gitche Gumee,
By the sliining Big-8ea-Water,
At the doorway of his wigwam,
In the pleasant Summer morning,
Hiawatlia stood and waited.

All the air was full of fresh-
ness,

All the earth was briglit and
joyous,

And before him. through the sun-
shine,

Westward toward the neighbor-
ing forest

Passed in golden swarms the Ah-
mo.

Passed the bees, the honey-mak-
ers.

Burning, singing in the sunshine.
Bright above him shone the

heavens.
Level spread the lake before him ;

From its bosom leaped the stur-
geon.

Sparkling, flashing in the sun-
shine ;

On its margin the great forest
Stood reflected in tiie water.
Every tree-top had its shadow.
Motionless beneath the water.
From tlie brow of Hiawatha

Gone was every '.nice of sorrow,
As the fog fron, >ff the water.
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As the mist from oflf the meadow.
With a smile of joy and triumph,
With a look of exultation.
As of one wlio in a vision

Sees what is to be, but is not,

Stood and waited Hiawatlia.
Toward the sun his hands were

lifted,

Both the palms spread out against
it,

And between the parted fingers
Fell the sunshine on his features,

Flecked with light his naked
shoulders,

As it falls and flecks an oak tree

Through the rifted leaves and
branches.

O'er the water floating, flying,

Something in the hazy distance,
Something in the mists of morn-

ing.

Loomed and lifted from the
water.

Now seemed floating, now
seemed flying

Coming nearer, nearer, nearer.

Was it Shingebis the diver ?

AVas it the i)elican, the Shada?
Or the heron, the Shuh-shuh-

gah?
Or the white goose, Waw-be-

wawa, [iiig,

With the water dripping, flash-

From its glossy rieck and feath-
ers?

It was neither goose nor diver,

Neither pelican nor heron.
O'er the water floating, flying,

Through the shining mist of
morning.

But a birch canoe with paddles.
Rising, sinking on tlie water,
Dripping, flashing in the sun-

shine ;

And within it came a people
From the distant land of Wabun,
From tlie farthest realms of

morning
Came tlie Black-Robe chief, the

Prophet,
He the Priest of Prayer, the

Pale-face,

With his guides and his com-
panions.

And the noble Hiawatha,
With his hands aloft extended,
Held aloft in sign of welcome,
Waited, full of exultation,
Till tlie bircli canoe witli paddles
Grated on the shining pebbles,
Stranded on the sandy margin.
Till tlie Black-Robe chief, the

Pale-face,
With the cross upon his bosom.
Landed on the sandy margin.
Then tlie joyous Hiawatha

Cried aloud and spake in this
wise :

"Beautiful is the sun, O stran-
gers.

When you come so far to see us !

All our town in jJeace awaits you,
All our doors stand open for you

;

You shall enter all our wigwams.
For the heart's right hand we

give you.
" Never bloomed the earth so

gayly,
Never shone the sun so brightly.
As to-day they shine and blossom
When you come so far to see us !

Never was our lake so tranquil,
Nor so free fi'om rocks and sand-

bars ;

For your birch canoe in passing
Has removed both rock and sand-

bar.
" Never before had our tobacco

Such a sweet and pleasant flavor.

Never the broad leaves of our
cornfields

Were so beautiful to look on,

As they seem to us this morning,

r

When you come so far to see'

us !

"

And the Black-Robe chief made
answer.

Stammered in his speech a little.

Speaking words yet unf;imiliar :

" Peace be with you, Hiawatha,
Peace be with you and your

people,
Peace of prayer, and peace of

pardon,
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Peace of Clnist, and joy of
Mary !

"

Then the generous Hiawatha
Led tlie strangers to liis wig-

wam,
Seated tliein on skins of bison.
Seated tliern on skins of ermine.
And the careful, old Nokoniis
Brouglit them food in bowls of

bass-wood. [pers,
Water brought i i birclien dip-
And tlie calumet, I'le peace-pipe,
Filled and lighte 1 for their smok-

ing.

All tlie old men of the village,
All the warriors of (he nation,
All the Jossakeeds, tlie propliets.
The magicians, tlie Wabenos,
And tlie medicine-men, the Me-

das.

Came to bid the strangers wel-
come

;

" It is well,-' they said, '> O
brothers.

That you come so far to see us !

"

In a circle round the doorway,
Witii their pipes they sat in

silence.

Waiting to behold the strangers.
Waiting to receive their message

;

Till tiie Black-Kobe chief, the
Pale-face,

From the wigwam came to greet
them.

Stammering in his speech a little.

Speaking words yet unfamiliar;
" It is well," they said, " O

l)rother.

That you come so far to .see us !

"

Tlien the Black-Robe chief, the
prophet,

I'old his message to the people.
Told the purport of his mission,
Told tlieiii of tlie Virgin ]\Iary,
And her blessed Son. theSaviour,
How in distant lands and ages
He had lived on earth as we do ;How he fasted, prayed, and la-

bored
;

ITow the Jews, the trilie accursed,
Mucked him, scouiged liim, cru-

cified him
;

How he rose from where they
laid him.

Walked again with his disciples,
And ascended into heaven.
And the chiefs made answer,

saying

:

" We have listened to your mes-
sage.

We have heard jour words of
wisdom,

W^e will think on what you tell us.

It is well for us, O brothers,
That you come so far to see us !

"

Then they rose up and departed
Each one homeward to his wig-

wam,
To the young men and the women
Told the story of the strangers
Whom the Master of Life had

sent them
From the shining land of Wabiin.
Heavy with the heat and silence

Grew the afternoon of Summer
;

With a drowsy sound the forest

Whispered round the sultry wig-
wam,

W^ith a sound of sleep the water
Rippled on the beach below it

;

From the cornfields shrill and
ceaseless

Sang the grasshopper, Pah-puk-
keena ;

And the guests of Hiawatha,
W^eary with the heat of Summer,
Slumbered in the sultry wigwam.
Slowly o'er tlie simmering land-

scape
Fell the evening's dusk and cool-

ness.
And the long and level sunbeams
Shot their spears into the forest.

Breaking through its shields of
shadow,

Rushed into each secret ambush,
Searched each thicket, dingle,

hollow ;

Still the gue.sts of Hiawatha
Slumbered in the silent wigwam.
From his place rose Hiawatha,

Bade farewell to old Xoicomis.
Spake in whisijers, spake in this

wise,
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Did not wake the guests, that
shinibered :

" I am going-, O Nokomis,
On a long and distant journey,
To thf portals of the Sunset,
To the regions of the home-wind,
Of the Northwest wind, Keeway-

din.

But these guests I leave behind
me.

In 3'our watch and ward I leave
tliem ;

See that never harm comes near
them,

See that never fear molests tliem,
Never danger nor suspicion,
Never want of food or shelter.

In the lodge of Hiawatha !

"

Forth into the village went he.

Bade farewell to all the warriors.
Bade farewell to all the young

men.
Spake persuading, spake in this

wise

:

" I am going, O my people,
On a long and distant journey

;

Many moons and many winters
Will have come, and will have

vanished
Ere I come again to see you.
But my guests I leave behind me

;

Listen to their words of w^isdom,
Listen to the truth they tell you.
For the Master of Life has sent

them
Froni the land of light and morn-

ing 1

"

On the shore stood Hiawatha,
Turned and waved his hand at

parting
;

On the clear and luminous water
Launched his birch canoe for

sailing,

From the pebbles of the margin
Shoved it forth into the water

;

Whispered to it, " Westward !

westward !

"

And with speed it darted forward.
And the evening sun descending

Set the clouds on fire with red-
ness,

Burned the broad sky, like a
prairie,

Left upon the level water
One long track and trail of

splendor,
Down whose stream, as down a

river,

Westward, westward Hiawatha
Sailed into the fiery sunset,
Sailed into the purple vapors,
Sailed into the dusk of evening.
And the people from the margin

Watched him floating, rising,
sinking.

Till the birch canoe seemed lifted
High into that sea of splendor,
Till it sank into the vapors
Like the new moon slowlj', slowly
Sinking in the purple distance.
And they said, " Farewell for-

ever !

"

Said, " Farewell, O Hiawatha ! ''

And the forests, dark and lonel}',

Moved through all their depths
of darkness.

Sighed, " Farewell, O Hiawa-
tha !

"

And the waves upon the margin
Rising, rippling on the i^ebbles.

Sobbed, " Farewell, O Hiawa-
tha !

"

And the heron, the Shuh-shuh-
gah.

From her haunts among the fen-
lands

Screamed. " Farewell, O Hia-
watha !

"

Thus dejiarted Hiawatha,
Hiawatha the Beloved,
In the glory of the sunset.
In the purine mists of evening.
To the regions of the home-wind,
Of the Northwest wind Keeway-

din.

To the Islands of the Blessed,

To the kingdom of Ponemah,
To the land of the Hereafter !
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